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THE  most  important  result  of  the  better  civilizafioH 
of  our  time  is  the  increased  power  of  women.  We 
kuow  that  in  limited  spheres  their  influence  was  alwaj'a 
incalculably  great ;  but  now,  without  losing  their  ascend- 
ancy at  home,  tliey  find  a  career  in  many  of  the  trades, 
moat  of  the  professionB,  and  all  the  arts.  In  those  of  tlio 
arts  which  give  tho  most  lively  pleasure  and  reach  the 
greatest  namber  of  jHjrsons,  namely,  fiction  and  the  drama, 
women,  in  our  day,  have  attained  the  first  rank,  and  have 
made  tlie  first  rank  liigher.  As  reformere  and  world-im- 
provers, wliat  men  have  surpassed  the  single-eyed  and  cour- 
ageous devotion  of  such  women  as  Miss  ^rartinean? 

We  can  set  no  limit  to  their  future  achievements  except 
those  which   nature  herself  lias  eBtablishcd.     So  long  as 
\  the   chief  businoss  of   every    state   was  to  defend   itself 
I  against  armed  encroachment,  all  gifts  and  all  character 
[  were  of  necessity  Huboi-dinate  to  masculine  force.     Women 
arero  "the  subject  sex."     The  peace  and  safety  resulting 
rom  tlie  union  of  many  states,  and  to  become  miiversal 
ferough  federation  and  arbitration,  will  still  further  reduce 
importance  of  muscle  and  bi-awn.     Tho  time  is  not 
fcory  distant  when  the  ballot  will  have  rendered  the  bullet, 
Jnot  monstrous  merely,  but  ridiculous^  and  when  there 
will  lie  no  "campaigns"  except  those  of  the  blest  Ameri- 
can pattern,  fought  out  in  the  pleasant  autumn  days  with 
speeches,  processions,  fireworks,  and  bands  of  music. 


I 


4  PREFACE. 

In  this  volume  are  presented  some  examples  of  women 
who  have  risen  to  the  better  chance  afforded  them 
through  the  general  amelioration  of  manners.  The  most 
fortunate  of  them  have  been  cruelly  obstructed  by  the 
large  remainder  of  barbarism  which  exists  in  every  com- 
munity, and  they  have  done  their  work  in  the  teeth  of  every 
conceivable  disadvantage.  They  have  had  to  snatch  it 
from  a  cross-fire  of  hostile  circumstances.  That  Charlotte 
Bronte,  that  Mary  Anne  Evans,  that  Mrs.  Stowe,  should 
have  been  able  to  exercise  their  beautiful  talents  at  all, 
was  wonderful.  That  they  should  have  employed  them 
so  triumphantly,  is  a  kind  of  miracle,  at  which  we  can 
but  stand  amazed.  In  reading  of  their  exploits  we  per- 
ceive that  the  Maid  of  Orleans  was  one  of  their  kind,  and 
saved  her  country  by  the  exercise  of  qualities  akin  to 
theirs. 

One  pleasing  duty  remains  to  me.  In  the  preparation 
of  this  volume,  I  have  received  the  most  essential  and 
efficient  assistance  from  my  beloved  niece.  Miss  Ethel 
Parton.  Many  of  these  articles  I  could  not  have  done 
without  her  aid,  which  was  rendered  with  a  ready  tact 
and  sympathetic  zeal  beyond  her  twenty  years,  though 
they  were  to  be  expected  from  her  lineage.  Whenever 
the  reader  comes  upon  a  passage  that  betrays  a  finer 
insight  and  a  happier  touch  than  ordinarily  appears  in 
the  work,  he  will  know  to  whom  to  attribute  it. 


The  chapters  on  Queen  Victoria  and  Elizabeth  Barrett 
Browning,  subsequently  added,  are  from  the  pen  of  Prof. 
John  P.  Lamberton,  of  Philadelphia. 
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SIXTY-FIVE  years  ago,  on  a  grassy  hillock  in  the  ] 
magiiificcnt   primeval  forest  of   Southern   Indiana, 
a  few  miles  from  the  Oliio  River,  stood  the  small,  unhewn, 
half-finished  and  most  forlorn  log-cabin  of  Thomas  Lin- 

Iooln.     The  father  of  the  president  was  an  idle,  shiftless, 
worthless   carpenter,   who   had   taken    up   land   in   the 
Vildemess,  and  lived  by  half  cultivatiug  a  few  acres  and  j 
^hooting  the  wild  turkeys,  the  deer,  and  other  game  with 
Vhich  the  region  teemed.     The  occupants  of  the  cabin   , 
ilFcre  himself,  his  wife,  whose  maiden  name  was  Nancy 
G^anks,  and  two  children,  Naucy,  eleven  years  of  age,  and   i 
Xhraham,  the  future  president,  nine. 
I  suppose  there  never  was  a  more  beautiful   country  j 
than  this  part  of  Indiana,  as  it  was  before  the  settlera  ( 
disfigured   it.     Imagine  an  undulating  country  covered  ( 
with  trees  of  the  largest  size,  oaks,  beeches,  maples,  wal- 

Inuts,  without  that  intertangled  mass  of  undergrowtli 
prhlch  we  find  m  the  primeval  forests  of  the  Eastern 
Btatcs. 
,  Tliia  land  had  probably  been,  within  a  few  centuries,  a 
brairie.  The  forest  had  gained  upon  the  grass ;  but,  hero 
and  there,  there  was  a  small  portion  of  the  original  prai- 
rie left,  which,  besides  furnishing  good  pasture,  gave  to 
the  region  the  aspect  of  an  ancient,  heavily-wooded  park, 
the  result  of  labor,  wealth,  and  taste  expended  for  ages. 
iJpoii  some  of  those  oases  of  emerald,  the  doer  found 
(19) 
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salt  springs  to  which  they  resorted  in  great  numbers ;  on 
the  wider  expanses,  the  buffaloes  had  recently  fed;  on 
others,  the  arriving  pioneer  had  fixed  his  camp  and  built 
his  cabin. 

The  knoll  on  which  Thomas  Lincoln  had  placed  his 
house  was  free  from  trees,  and  sloped  gently  away  on 
every  side.  The  spot  had  every  charm  and  every  advant- 
age except  one :  there  was  no  good  water  within  a  mile, 
and  it  fell  to  the  lot  of  these  children  to  bring  from  that 
distance  the  water  required  for  drinking. 

Carpenter  as  he  was,  Thomas  Lincoli^  had  not  taken 
the  trouble  either  to  finish  or  to  furuisli  his  house.  It 
had  no  floor,  no  door,  no  windows.  There  were  three  or 
four  three-legged  stools  in  the  house,  and  no  other  seats. 
The  table  was  a  broad  slab  supported  by  four  legs,  with 
the  flat  side  upward.  There  was  a  bedstead  made  of 
poles  stuck  in  the  cracks  of  the  logs  in  one  corner  of  the 
cabin,  the  other  ends  being  supported  by  forked  sticks 
sunk  in  the  eai^then  floor.  On  these  poles  some  boards 
were  laid,  upon  which  was  tlirown  a  covering  of  leaves, 
and  these  in  turn  were  covered  with  skins  and  old 
clothes.  For  cooking  utensils  the  family  possessed  a 
Dutch  oven  and  a  skillet.  There  was  a  loft  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  cabin ;  but  as  this  shiftless  pioneer  had  not 
made  either  stairs  or  ladder,  little  Abe  was  obliged  to 
climb  to  his  perch  at  night  by  pegs  driven  into  the 
logs. 

The  children  were  no  better  cared  for  than  the  house. 
They  were  ill-clad,  ill-fed,  untaught,  and  harshly  treated. 
The  father,  naturally  disposed  to  indolence,  found  it  so 
easy  to  subsist  in  that  rich  country  by  his  rifle,  with 
which  he  was  extremely  expert,  and  from  his  patch  of 
corn  and  potatoes,  which  his  wife  and  children  cultivated, 
that  he  gave  way  to  his  natural  disposition,  and  passed 
his  time,  when  lie  was  not  hunting,  in  telling  stories  to 
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^nia  neighbors.  He  was  tlie  great  story-teller  of  the  county, 
a  character  in  much  request  on  the  frontier  in  the  early 
days. 

Some  readers  hare  doubtless  visited  the  richly  wooded 
parks  of  Germany,  France,  or  England,  where  the  game 
is  carefully  preserved,  where  droves  of  clean,  glistening 
black  pigs  and  great  herds  of  deer  are  seen,  and  where, 
as  you  walk  along,  thcro  is  heard  at  every  step  the  rustic 
of  a  startled  hare,  and  where  broods  of  partridges  are 
following  their  mother  in  seitrch  of  food,  as  tame  as 
chickens.  Now,  it  was  as  ensy  for  the  settler  to  subsist 
his  family  in  this  Indiana  forest,  as  it  would  be  for  one 
of  the  huntsmen  to  live  in  a  great  park,  if  he  could  shoot 
as  much  game  as  ho  liked.  Thomas  Lincoln,  therefore, 
being  such  a  man  as  he  was,  destitute  of  ambition  either 
for  himself  or  his  children,  took  life  very  easily,  and  any 
one  acquainted  with  the  family  would  have  foreteld  for 
Abraham  no  higher  destiuy  tlian  that  of  a  squatter  on 
the  frontier,  or  a  flatr-boat  haud  on  the  rivers. 

A  terrible  and  mysterious  epidemic  swept  over  that 

tuntry,  called  the  milk  disease,  one  of  the  numerous 
uladies  caused  by  the  settlers'  total  disregard  of  sanitary 
aditions.  One  of  the  victims  was  Nancy  Lincoln,  the 
fe  of  Thomas  and  tlie  mother  of  Abraham.  The  bus- 
nd,  who  had  been  her  only  nurse  and  only  physician, 
IB  now  her  undertaker  also.  He  sawed  and  hammered 
some  green  boards  iuto  a  long  box.  The  few  neighbors, 
almut  twenty  in  all,  carried  ajid  followed  her  remains  to 
a  little  eminence  half  a  mile  away,  and  there  buried  her 
in  Ihe  rirgin  soil  of  the  witdeniess.  There  was  no  cere- 
mony performed  at  her  fimeral,  because  there  was  no  one 
competent  to  perform  it.  Some  months  after,  wlicn  a 
roving  preacher  came  along,  Thomas  Linuuln  induced  him 
to  preach  a  fnueral  sermon  for  bis  wife,  and  thus  this 
omission  was  made 
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Thirteen  months  passed.  The  widower,  who  was  not 
disposed  to  be  both  father  and  mother  to  his  children, 
started  for  his  native  Kentucky  in  quest  of  a  wife,  and 
there  he  found  Sally  Bush,  who  had  once  rejected  his  suit, 
had  married  his  rival  Johnstone,  and  was  now  a  widow 
with  three  children.  He  called  upon  her,  and  proposed, 
without  beating  about  the  bush. 

"Well,  Miss  Johnstone,"  said  Thomas,  "I  have  no 
wife,  and  you  have  no  husband.  I  came  a  purpose  to 
marry  you.  I  knowed  you  from  a  gal,  and  you  knowed 
me  from  a  boy.  I  have  no  time  to  lose,  and  if  you  are 
willing,  let  it  be  done  straight  off." 

"  Tommy,"  was  her  reply,  "  I  know  you  well,  and  have 
no  objections  to  marrying  you  ;  but  I  cannot  do  it  straight 
off,  as  I  owe  some  debts  that  must  first  be  paid." 

The  ceremony,  however,  took  place  on  the  following 
morning,  the  debts  having  been  paid  in  the  meantime, 
and  very  speedily  the  married  pair  and  all  the  goods 
which  the  widow  had  possessed,  were  placed  upon  a 
wagon,  and  drawn  by  four  horses,  a  journey  of  some  days, 
to  Thomas  Lincoln's  cabin  in  Indiana.  These  goods  were 
of  considerable  value.  There  was  a  bureau  which  had 
cost  forty  dollars,  and  which  Thomas  considered  sinfully 
magnificent,  and  urged  her  to  sell  it.  But  she  was  no 
Lincoln  and  refused  to  do  this.  There  was  a  table,  a  set 
of  chairs,  a  large  clothes  chest,  some  cooking  utensils, 
knives  and  forks,  bedding,  and  other  articles  essential  to 
civilized  living. 

Abraham  Lincoln  never  forgot  the  wonder  and  delight 
with  which  he  beheld  the  arrival  and  unpacking  of  this 
wagon-load  of  unimagined  treasure.  Neither  he  nor  his 
sister  had  ever  heard  of  such  things.  The  new  mother, 
on  her  part,  was  wofuUy  disappointed  on  seeing  the 
wretched  cabin  in  which  she  was  to  pass  her  days ;  for  it 
seems  that  Thomas  Lincoln  had  drawn  upon  his  imagina* 
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ion  in  describing  his  abode ;  and,  indeed,  the  rude  borel 
was  a  great  advance  upon  the  half-inclosed  wigwam  in 
which  he  had  lived  during  the  first  year's  residence  in  the 
wilderness. 

But  Sally  Bush,  unlettered  as  she  was,  had  in  her  some 
of  the  best  qualities  of  a  civilized  being.  She  was  a  natu- 
ral enemy  of  chaos  and  all  disorder.  She  was  a  woman 
of  liigh  principle,  genuine  intelligence,  and  good  sense. 
She,  therefore,  accepted  the  dismal  lot  to  which  Thomas 
Lincoln  had  brought  her,  and  at  once  set  about  making 
the  best  of  it. 

She  made  her  idle  husband  put  a  floor  to  the  cabin  ; 
then  windows  and  doors,  welcome  appendages  in  that  cold 
month  of  December.  She  made  up  warm  beds  for  the 
children,  now  five  in  number  by  the  addition  of  her  three. 
The  little  Lincolns,  even  in  that  wintry  season,  were  half 
naked,  and  she  clothed  them  from  fabrics  saved  for  her 
own  wardrobe.  They  liad  never  been  used  to  cleanliness; 
she  washed  them,  and  taught  them  how  to  wash  them- 
selves. They  haj  been  treated  with  hardness ;  she  opened 
her  heart  to  them,  treated  them  as  she  did  her  own  chil- 
dren, and  made  them  feel  that  they  had  a  mother.  More- 
over, she  had  a  talent,  not  merely  for  industry,  but  for 
making  the  most  o£  everything.  She  was  a  good  mana- 
ger, a  good  economist,  very  neat  in  her  own  person, 
orderly  and  regular  in  her  housekeeping.  The  whole 
aspect  of  the  home,  within  and  without,  was  changed; 
even  the  land  was  better  cultivated,  and  Thomas  Lincoln 
was  a  somewhat  less  dilatory  provider. 

Happily,  too,  she  took  a  particular  liking  to  Abe,  then 
nine  years  old,  utterly  ignorant,  wholly  unformed,  but 
good-humored  and  affectionate.  He  became  warmly  at- 
tached to  her,  and,  as  she  often  said,  never  once  disobeyed 
•her,  or  gave  her  a  disrespectful  reply.  She  sooa \\aA  Vs-ca. 
nicely  dressed  in  ncip  clothes  from.  heaA  toiooVvcA  ^X^ 
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appeared  to  make  a  new  boy  of  him.  Being  now  decentljr 
clad,  he  could  attend  school,  which  he  had  never  previ- 
ously done,  and  very  soon  he  showed  those  indications  of 
intelligence  which  led  to  his  entering  the  profession  of 
the  law.  Sometimes  the  boy  had  to  walk  four  miles  and  a 
half  to  school,  and  when  he  reached  it  the  instruction  given 
him  was  not  of  a  very  high  quality.  Every  winter,  how- 
ever, added  something  to  his  knowledge  and  widened  his 
view. 

His  gratitude  to  this  excellent  woman  was  pleasing  to 
witness.  He  used  to  speak  of  her  as  his  ^^  saintly  moth- 
er," of  his  ^  angel  of  a  mother,"  of  "  the  woman  who  first 
made  him  feel  like  a  human  being,"  who  taught  him  liiat 
there  was  something  else  for  him  in  the  world  besides 
blows,  ridicule,'  and  shame.  After  his  father's  death  he 
paid  the  mortgage  on  his  farm,  assisted  her  children,  and 
sent  her  money  as  long  as  he  lived. 

After  he  was  elected  to  the  presidency,  and  before  he 
started  for  Washington,  he  paid  her  a  visit.  She  was 
then  very  old  and  infirm,  and  he  marked  the  change  in 
her  appearance.  She  had  been  a  very  tall  woman,  straight 
as  an  Indian,  handsome,  sprightly,  talkative,  witlf  beauti- 
ful hair  that  curled  naturally;  she  was  now  bent  and 
worn  with  labor  and  sorrow,  and  he  bade  her  farewell 
with  a  presentiment  that  he  should  see  her  no  more.  She, 
too,  was  oppressed  with  a  vague  fear  of  the  future.  When 
Mr.  Hemdon,  the  law  partner  of  Mr.  Lincoln,  visited  her 
after  the  assassination  of  the  president,  she  was  not  able 
to  speak  of  him  without  tears. 

"  Abe,"  said  she,  "  was  a  poor  boy,  and  I  can  say,  what 
scarcely  one  woman  can  say  in  a  thousand,  Abe  never 
gave  me  a  cross  word  or  look,  and  never  refused, 
in  fact  or  appearance,  to  do  anything  I  requested  him. 
His  mind  and  mine,  what  little  I  had,  seemed  to  run 
together.    I  had  a  son  John,  who  was  raised  with  Abe. 
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Both  were  good  boys ;  but,  I  must  say,  both  now  being 
dead,  that  Abe  was  the  best  boy  I  ever  saw.  I  did  not 
want  Abe  to  run  for  president ;  did  not  want  him  elected ; 
was  afraid  somehow ;  and  when  he  came  down  to  see  me 
after  he  was  elected  president,  I  still  felt  that  something 
would  befall  Abe,  and  that  I  should  see  him  no  more." 

She  died  soon  after,  and  lies  buried  in  an  obscure  grave, 
while  the  son  whom  she  rescued  from  squalor,  ignorance, 
and  degradation,  has  a  monument  which  pierces  the  skies. 
The  much-maligned  sisterhood  of  step-mothers  might 
well^  combine  to  place  a  memorial  over  her  tomb. 


II. 


THE  BRONTE  SISTERS. 


THE  story  of  the  Brontes  is  one  of  the  saddest  in  the 
annals  of  literature.  They  were  the  children  of  a 
father  who  was  both  cold  and  violent,  and  of  a  gentle, 
sickly  mother,  early  lost.  They  were  reared  amid  sur- 
roundings the  most  gloomy  and  unhealthful,  and  cursed 
as  they  grew  older  with  a  brother  who  brought  them 
shame  and  sorrow  in  return  for  the  love  they  lavished 
upon  him.  Their  very  genius  seemed  a  product  of  dis- 
ease, and  often  their  finest  pages  are  marred  by  a  bitter 
savor  of  its  origin.  Their  stories  deal  with  suffering, 
endurance,  or  rebellion  against  fate ;  with  violence,  with 
crime  and  its  punishment.  In  treating  such  subjects, 
these  three  quiet,  patient  daughters  of  a  country  parson 
found  themselves  quite  at  home. 

.  Their  father  was  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  Eng- 
land, an  Irishman  by  birth,  who  had  had  the  good  sense 
to  change  his  original  name  of  Prunty  to  the  more  pleas- 
ing appellation  since  made  famous  by  his .  daughters. 
His  father,  Hugh  Prunty,  was  a  peasant  proprietor  of 
Ahaderg,  county  Down,  the  owner  of  a  few  acres  of  potato 
land,  and  the  father  of  ten  children,  of  whom  the  hand- 
somest, strongest,  and  most  intelligent  was  Patrick,  after- 
ward the  Reverend  Patrick  Bronte.  At  the  age  of  six- 
teen he  left  his  father's  house  and  went  to  the  neighbor- 
ing village  of  Drumgooland,  where  he  taught  school  and 
spent  his  leisure  hours  in  study. 
He  worked  so  hard  to  perfect  himself  in  the  necessary 

(28) 
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branches  tliat  at  twenty-five  lie  was  enabled  to  enter  Cam- 
bridge Univereity,  npon  leaving  which,  four  years  later, 
he  was  ordained  to  a  curacy  in  Essex.  From  Essex  he 
went  to  Hartshead  in  Yoiksliire,  where  he  married  Miss 
Maria  Branwell,  a  young  lady  of  Cornish  parentage, 
Tliree  years  later  he  removed  with  liis  wife  and  two  little 
baby  ^irls,  Maria  and  Elizabeth,  to  Tliornton  in  the  same 
connty,  where  four  other  children  were  born,  one  every 
year.  Charlotte,  the  most  famous,  was  the  eldest ;  she 
born  in  1816.  A  son,  Piitriclt  Branwell,  came  next ; 
•then  Emily  Jane:  then  Antie.  In  1820,  the  year  after 
Anno's  birth,  the  family  moved  to  Haworth  Vicari^,  in 
the  village  of  Haworth,  near  Keighloy,  in  Yorkshire.  A 
year  later  the  mother,  always  wesik  and  ailing,  died,  lcav-« 
ing  her  six  young  children  to  tlicir  fatlier's  care. 

Mr.  Bronte  apparently  intended  to  do  liis  dnty  to  hi 
children  ;  but  he  was  a  hard,  vain,  dull  man,  fond  of  soli- 
tude, eccentric,  and  possessed  of  many  strange  notions  in 
regard  to  education.  He  iift'er  cared  for  liis  children' 
society,  desired  only  to  have  them  keep  quiet  and  leara 
their  lessons,  allowed  them  no  meat,  required  them  to 
dine  upon  potatoes,  and  ate  his  own  dinner  alone  in  hi* 
room.  Their  dress,  too,  had  to  be  of  the  simplest.  It 
was  not  forgotten  in  the  family  that  a  silk  dress  of 
wife's  which  displeased  him  he  cut  into  shreds ;  nor  thali 
Aomo  colored  shoes  given  the  children  by  a  consin  ho 
threw  into  the  fire. 

He  possessed  a  furious  temper,  which  he  usually  kept 
ider  control ;  but  oeeasionally,  when  he  found  It  necessary 
to  give  some  vent  to  his  feelings,  he  would  fire  pistols  oui 
of  the  back  door  in  rapid  Buccession.  Almost  his  only 
communication  with  the  children  was  at  breakfast  and 
lupiier;  his  only  method  of  entertaining  them  was  ta 
•elate,  at  the  breakfast  table,  wild  and  horrible  Irish  tales 
)f  maesacre,  blood,  and  bansbees.     Yet  the  children  lovi 
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him,  and  rendered  him  an  obedience  and  devotion  which 
mnch  kinder  and  wiser  parents  can  not  always  obtain. 

Thus  the  six  little  Brontes,  motherless,  and  denied  the 
intimacy  and  companionship  of  their  father,  clung  to  each 
other  with  a  love  far  beyond  that  of  most  brothers  and 
sisters  of  their  age.  They  were  wonderfully  "  good,"  poor 
little  things,  the  boy  being  the  only  one  who  showed 
any  evidences  of  vigor. 

They  spent  much  of  their  time  wandering  silently  about 
the  old  house  and  the  bleak  moors  beyond  it,  hand  in 
hand,  Maria,  the  eldest,  a  pale,  small  creature  of  seven, 
assuming  the  charge  of  the  others,  and  trying  her  best 
to  be  a  mother  to  them.  Their  surroundings  were  som- 
bre and  dreary.  Haworth  Parsonage  stands  upon  a  hill 
which  slopes  sharply  down  to  the  village  in  one  direction, 
and  in  the  other,  after  a  slight  further  ascent,  merges 
into  an  apparently  interminable  expanse  of  moorland. 
The  church  and  school-house  stand  close  by,  while  above 
the  house,  and  surroundingiHt  upon  three  sides,  lies  the 
graveyard,  crowded  with  upright  tombstones.  The  par- 
sonage itself  is  a  low  stone  building,  ancient,  draughty, 
and  picturesque,  with  heavy,  flagged  roof  made  to  resist 
the  winds  that  sweep  across  the  moor,  with  chilly  flagged 
floors,  old-fashioned  windows  with  small,  glittering  panes, 
and  a  few  hardy  flowers,  some  elder  and  lilac  bushes, 
growing  beneath  shelter  of  its  walls. 

The  sounds  with  which  the  children  were  most  familiar 
were  the  rushing  and  moaning  of  the  wind  around  the 
chimneys,  the  bell  of  the  church,  ringing  to  service  or 
tolling  for  funerals,  and,  whenever  the  house  was  still, 
the  constant  chip!  chip!  of  the  stone-mason  who  lived 
near  the  gate,  cutting  an  epitaph  upon  one  of  the  slates 
which  he  kept  piled  in  his  shed.  The  sights  they  loved 
were  the  firelight  and  the  broad  moor.  Games,  like  those 
of  ordinary  children,  they  never  played.    The  elder  chil- 
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read  the  papera,  including  the  Parliamentary  debates^  I 
Bod  amused  themselves  by   discussing,  in  liushed  Yoices^F 
the  rival  merits  of  Bouaparte  and  the  Duke  of  Welling-^ 
ton.     They  had  no  story  books.     The  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton  was  their  hero  of  romance,  whom   they  voiiBhiped 
with  absolute  devotioa.     One  thing  at  least  they  enjoyed, 
perfect  liberty,  and  they  were  happy  in  their  own  way. 

Tliis  lasted  for  a  year ;  then  Miss  Branwell  arrived,  afl 
kind  and  efficient,  if  somewhat  fastidious  little  maiden^ 
aunt,  who  undertook  to  reclaim  them  from  their  wildneaa  1 
and  instruct  them  in  civilized   accomplishments.      Suh-J 
mission  to  her  rule  was  not  easy  after  such  eutire  free>-J 
dom  ;  but  she  did  them  mucli  good,  aud  they  soon  learucdl 
to  like  aud  rosjiect  her.     They  learned  lessons  which  thefl 
recited  to   their   father,  aud   the   live   little   girls 
iustructed  in  sewing,  cookiug,  and  housework.      Theirl 
leisure  they  still  employed  in  long  rambles  on  the  moor,] 
and  ill  telling  each  other  wonderful  stories  of  heroism,.! 
jrfventure,  or  magic.      One  spring,  they  were  all  taken  f 
•ick  with  a  complication  of  measlea  and  whooping  cougli, 
.and  on  their  recovery,  Mr.  Bronte  thought  a  change  of 
air  desirable  for  the  elder  ones.     In  July,  1824,  he  sent 
.Haria  and  Elizabeth  to  a  school  for  clergymen's  daughtera 
at  Cowan's   Bridge;  in  September  they  were  joined  by  J 
,£mily  and  Charlotte. 

To  the  readers  of  Charlotte  Bronte  it  would  be  super- 
lous  to  describe  this  school — the  "  Lowood"  of  "Jauefl 
iyre."  Its  miserable  diet,  unhealthy  situation,  longlcfr-J 
[gid  discipline,  low  type  of  religion,  aud  continual  i 
i^Aermons  upon  humility — nothing  is  there  forgotten^l 
lOP  ia  anything  exaggerated.  Moreover,  the  desoriptionsJ^ 
lOf  both  teachers  and  pupils  are  most  of  them  portraits.  1 
JlisB  Temple  and  Miss  Scatcherd  arc  drawn  from  the  life ; 
■d  the  pathetic  figure  of  Helen  Burns  is  a  delineation  ' 
Maria  Bronte,  whose  death  from  consumption    woa^ 
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directly  due  to  the  hardships  she  underwent  at  Cowan's 
Bridge.  A  single  incident  related  to  Mrs.  Gaskell  by  a 
fellow  pupil  of  the  Bronte  girls  of  the  way  in  which  this 
studious  and  sickly  child  was  treated,  shows  effectually 
that  Charlotte's  picture  of  Lowood  is  not  overdrawn,  and 
fully  justifies  the  anguish  and  burning  indignation  with 
which  she  always  recalled  her  sojourn  there. 

Maria  had  been  ill — so  ill  that  it  had  been  necessary  to 
apply  a  blister  to  her  side,  the  sore  from  which  was  not  yet 
healed.  On  hearing  the  rising  bell  one  morning,  while 
in  this  condition,  she  said  to  some  of  her  companions  in 
the  dormitory  that  she  did  not  feel  well  enough  to  get  up, 
and  wished  she  might  remain  in  bed.  They  advised  her 
to  do  so,  but  she  dared  not  for  fear  of  the  teacher  known 
to  us  as  Miss  Scatcherd,  who  disliked  her  and  seized 
every  opportunity  to  treat  her  harshly.  She  was  yet 
sitting  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed,  shivering  with  cold  and 
slowly  drawing  on  her  stockings  over  her  thin  feet,  when 
this  woman  suddenly  entered  the  room  and,  without 
waiting  for  any  explanation,  seized  her  by  the  arm,  and 
with  a  single  movement  whirled  her  into  the  center  of 
the  floor,  abusing  her  at  the  same  time  for  her  untidy 
habits.  She  then  left  the  room,  and  Maria  made  no 
reference  to  the  occurrence,  except  to  beg  a  few  of  the 
more  indignant  girls  to  be  calm.  Slowly  and  painfully 
she  finished  dressing  and  went  down  to  breakfast,  only  to 
be  punished  because  she  was  late. 

This  poor  little  martyr  remained  at  Cowan's  Bridge 
until  she  was  so  ill  that  the  authorities  notified  her  father, 
who  came  and  took  her  home  with  him,  where  she  died 
within  a  few  days.  Her  sisters  remained  behind ;  but 
Elizabeth  had  already  developed  consumptive  symptoms, 
and  it  was  not  long  before  she  too  was  sent  home  to  die. 
Charlotte  and  Emily  then  began  to  fail,  and  the  authori- 
ties, remembering  the  fate  of  the  elder  sisters,  sent  word 
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to  Bin  BrontS  that  the  damp  situation  of  tJie  liouee  did  not 
agree  with  tliero,  and  they  had  better  be  removed.  Tliey 
therefore  retuniod  to  Haworth  in  "the  autumn  of  l82o, 
vheu  Cliarlotte  was  a  little  over  nine  years  of  age. 

In  1831  Charlotte,  then  fifteen,  was  again  Bcnt  to  aclioot 
— this  time  to  a  Miss  Wooler  of   Rocliead,  a  kind  lady 

Ipnd  an  excellent  teacher.  At  thia  school  she  became  a 
|iavorit«  with  tlie  other  girls,  altlioiigh  they  laughed  at 
her  odd  ways,  fold  her  how  ugly  she  was,  and  found  her 
^nable  to  share  in  their  amusements.  Those  serious 
l^efcctti  were  counterbalanced  by  lier  scholai'ship,  which 
il)«y  admired,  by  her  obliging  disposition,  and  by  her 
story-telling  gift,  wliich  she  would  exercise  for  their 
bencRt  aa  they  lay  in  bed  at  night,  with  such  success  as 

tto  frighten  them  all  nearly  out  of  their  wits.  Two  of  her 
^low  pupils  especially  attached  themselves  to  her,  and 
mained  her  life-long  friends.  One  of  them  thus 
Kcribed  her  to  Mrs.  Qaskell,  as  she  appeared  at  this 


"She  looked  like  a  little  old  woman,  so  short-sighted 

that  she  always  appeared  to  be  seeking  something,  and 

moving  her  head  from  side  to  side  to  catch  a  sight  of  it. 

i  was  very  shy  and  nervous,  and  spoko  with  a  strong 

ish  accent.     When  a  book  was  given  her,  she  dropped 

r  head  over  it  till  her  noae  nearly  touched  it,  and  when 

fee  was  toM  to  hold  up  her  head,  up  went  the  book  after 

t,  still  close  to  her  nose,  so  that  it  was  uot  possible  to 

Wp  laughing." 

Her  other  friend,  Miss  Ellen  Nussey,  whoso  sweet  and 

aitle  character  Charlotte  afterward  attempted  to  depict 

It  Caroline  Helstoue,  was  drawn  toward  her  by  compassion 

*n  the  first  day  of  her  arrival,  upon  seeing  her  standing 

alone  by  the  school-room  window  watching  the  other  girls 

at  play  in  the  snow  without,  and  crying  from  loneliness. 

Upon  rctuniing  to  Haworth  Charlotte  at  t 
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work  to  teach  her  sisters  all  that  she  had  learned  at 
school,  giving  them  regular  instruction  from  nine  untU 
half-past  twelve  every  day.  In  1886  she  returned  to  Miss 
Wooler's,  this  time  in  the  capacity  of  assistant  teacher, 
accompanied  by  Emily  as  a  pupil.  But  Emily  was  obliged 
to  return  to  Haworth  at  the  end  of  three  montlis,  com- 
pletely overcome  by  homesickness — not  a  mere  senti- 
mental feeling,  but  a  longing,  stoutly  resisted,  yet  so 
powerful  as  to  darken  all  her  days,  break  down  her  health, 
and  threaten  her  with  rapid  decline  if  she  did  not  yield. 
Charlotte  remained  behind  with  Anne,  who  came  to  take 
Emily's  place,  but  the  work  was  too  hard  for  her,  and  she, 
too,  began  to  fail  and  pine,  and  to  be  tormented  besides 
by  nervous  fears,  gloomy  forbodings,  and  an  irritability 
which  she  coutd  scarcely  control. 

Emily,  meanwhile,  had  gone  as  a  teacher  to  Halifax, 
where  she  was  obliged  to  labor  from  six  in  the  morning 
until  eleven  at  night,  with  only  a  half-hour  of  exercise 
between.  But,  in  the  Christmas  holidays,  the  three 
sisters  again  met  at  their  home,  and  discussed  their  hopes 
and  prospects.  About  this  time  it  was  that  Charlotte 
first  conceived  the  idea  that  her  writings  might  have  a 
public  interest ;  might  open  to  her  a  road  of  escape  from 
the  slavery  to  which  she  was  condemned.  She  mustered 
up  all  her  courage,  and  sent  some  specimens  of  her 
poetry  to  Southey,  requesting  his  opinion  upon  their 
merits.  The  poet  returned  her  a  kind  but  discouraging 
letter,  to  which  she  replied  gratefully  and  humbly,  telling 
him  that  she  should  continue  to  write  for  her  own  pleasure 
and  improvement,  but  that  she  should  never  again  feel 
ambitious  to  see  her  name  in  print.  She  asked  no  reply 
to  this  second  letter,  but  Southey  wrote  to  her  again,  this 
time  most  cordially,  and  invited  her  to  come  and  see  him 
if  ever  she  were  near  his  home.  She  afterwards  sent 
some  of  her  poems  to  Coleridge  and  Wordsworth. 
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It  is  not  necessary  to  dwell  in  detail  upon  the  various 

occupations  of  tlic  Bronte  girls  after  Charlotte  Iinally  left 
Rochead.  When  at  home  they  wrote,  road,  wandered  on 
the  moor,  and  pursued  their  household  arocations.  Emily 
remained  continuously  at  Haworth,  but  Anne  and  Char- 
lotte obtained  situations  as  governesses.  Anne's  experi- 
ences in  this  capacity  may  be  divined  by  the  readers  of 
"Agnes  Grey,"  her  first  novel ;  Charlotte's  are  indicated  in 
"Shirley,"  in  that  passage  where  Mrs.  Pryor describes  her 
early  life.  In  speaking  of  this  period  to  Mrs.  Gaakell, 
Charlotte  related  how,  in  one  family,  just  as  slic  was 
beginning  to  gain  some  ascendancy  over  a  group  of  chil- 
dren who  had  been  perfect  little  savages  wlien  she  arrived, 
the  youngest,  and  to  her  the  dearest,  said  to  her  one  day 
^t  table  in  a  sudden  burst  of  affection,  putting  his  chubby 
Band  in  hers : 

H    "  I  love  'ou,  Miss  Bronte ! " 

H    Instantly  the  mother  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  astouisli- 
Spent  and  reproach : 
H    "  Love  the  ffoverness,  my  dear ! " 

H  It  is  a  relief  to  hear,  after  this  incident,  that  in  the  last 
Kamily  where  she  occupied  this  situation,  her  treatment 
Kras  far  different.  Aa  she  herself  said,  tliey  could  not 
■Bake  enough  of  her,  and  they  remained  her  friends  as 
■ong  as  she  lived. 

B  But,  at  the  beat,  going  out  as  governess  did  not  prove 
Hcmunerativo,  and  the  work  overtaxed  the  feeble  strengtii 
Hf  both  Anne  and  Charlotte.  It  was  a  slavery  from 
Hrhioh  they  longed  to  escape,  and  in  concert  wilh  Emily, 
H^ey  gradually  formed  the  plan  of  keeping  a  girls'  lioard- 
Ht^-school  at  their  own  home.  To  this  cud, however,  they 
Bonsidered  a  better  knowledge  of  French  and  German 
^ecessary  ;  and,  at  length,  in  1842,  Charlotte  and  Emily 
^Knt  to  Brussels  to  the  school  of  M.  and  Madame  IliSger, 
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in  the  Rue  d'Isabelle — ^a  happy  circumstance,  which  gave 
to  Charlotte  the  materials  for  what  is  perhaps  her  master- 
piece, the  novel  of  "  Villette." 

Charlotte  enjoyed  Brussels,  in  her  quiet  way.  She  had 
Emily  for  company,  she  entered  eagerly  into  her  lessons, 
she  liked  the  oddities  and  imperiousness  of  her  brilliant 
teacher,  M.  Hdger — the  original  of  Paul  Emanuel.  Her 
near-sighted  grey  eyes  lost  none  of  the  characteristics  of 
the  blooming  Belgian  school  girls  by  whom  she  was 
surrounded,  with  their  smooth  hair,  their  romping  ways, 
their  devotion  to  dress,  and  their  excellent  appetites. 

But  Emily  pined  for  Haworth  and  her  beloved  moor. 
Brussels  was  nothing  to  her ;  M.  Hdger  only  exasperated 
her^  although  she  performed  her  tasks  faithfully — finding, 
indeed,  her  only  refuge  from  homesickness  in  labor.  For 
his  part,  he  recognized  at  once  the  exceptional  talents  of 
both  his  reserved,  oddly  dressed  English  pupils,  but  he 
considered  Emily  as  the  greater  genius  of  the  two ;  and 
indeed,  her  exercises  were  far  superior  to  Charlotte's. 
His  praise  could  not  touch  her,  however ;  she  cared  only 
to  do  the  work  that  must  be  done,  and  get  home  as  quickly 
as  possible.  Sitting  at  twilight  in  the  deserted  school- 
room her  thoughts  turned  to  her  home  with  the  same 
passionate  longing  that  had  compelled  her  return  from 
Roehead,  and  she  tried  one  evening  to  give  her  feeling 
expression  in  verse : 

"A  little  while,  a  little  while, 
The  weary  task  is  put  away, 
And  I  can  sing  and  I  can  smile 
Alike,  while  I  have  holiday. 

**  Where  wilt  thou  go,  my  harassed  heart — 
What  thought,  what  scene  invites  thee  now? 
What  spot,  or  near  or  far  apart. 
Has  rest  for  thee,  my  weary  brow? 
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• 

''There  is  a  spot  mid  barren  hills 

Where  winter  howls  and  driving  rain; 
But,  if  the  dreary  tempest  chills, 
There  is  a  light  that  wanns  again. 

**  The  house  is  old,  the  trees  are  bare, 
Moonless  above  bends  twilight's  dome; 
But  what  on  earth  is  half  so  dear — 
So  longed  for — as  the  hearth  o£  home? 

•*  The  mute  bird  sitting  on  the  stone, 

The  dark  moss  dripping  from  the  wall. 
The  thorn-tree  gaunt,  the  walks  o'ergrown, 
I  love  them ;  how  I  love  them  all  I 

*'  And,  as  I  mused,  the  naked  room, 
The  alien  firelight  died  away, 
And  from  the  midst  of  cheerless  gloom 
I  passed  to  bright,  unclouded  day. 

**  A  little  and  a  lone  green  lane 
That  opened  on  a  common  wide, 
A  distant,  dreary,  dim,  blue  chain 
Of  mountains  circling  every  side; 

**  A  heaven  so  dear,  an  earth  so  calm, 
So  sweet,  so  soft,  so  hushed  an  air, 
And  deepening  still  the  dream-like  charm 
.    Wild  moor-sheep  feeding  everywhere. 

**  l^hat  was  the  scene,  I  knew  it  well; 
I  knew  the  turfy  pathway's  sweep. 
That,  winding  o'er  each  billowy  swell, 
Marked  out  the  tracks  of  wandering  sheep." 

Dark  days  followed  the  return  of  the  sisters  from 
Brussels.'  Their  long-cherished  scheme  of  the  girls' 
boarding-school  was  destined"  never  to  be  realized. 
Haworth  was  too  remote  in  situation  and  too  forbidding 
in  aspect  to  attract  scholars,  and,  in  spite  of  the  neatly 
printed  circulars  which  they  issued,  and  of  the  earnest 
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efforts  of  their  few  friends,  they  did  not  succeed  in 
securing  a  single  pupil.  This  was  a  bitter  disappoint- 
ment, but  it  was  as  nothing  compared  with  a  household 
sorrow  that  had  been  slowly  coming  upon  them  for  a  long 
time. 

Their  brother,  Branwell  Bronte,  who  should  have  been 
the  comfort  and  support  of  the  family,  had  become  it^ 
burthen  and  disgrace.  Always  brilliant  in  conversation, 
pleasure-loving,  and  slight  of  character,  he  had  easily 
fallen  into  dissipated  ways,  and  had  gone  from  bad  to 
worse.  After  filling  several  situations,  which  he  lost  one 
after  another  through  his  incompetence  and  bad  habits, 
he  had  been  engaged  as  a  tutor  in  the  family  where  Anne 
held  the  position  of  governess.  The  master  of  this  house 
was  an  invalid ;  his  wife  it  is  not  necessary  to  characterize. 
Branwell  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  she  reciprocated  his 
passion.  For  some  time  poor  Anne  suspected  this  misera- 
ble intrigue,  and  her  health,  always  delicate,  declined 
under  such  a  weight  of  anxiety  and. sorrow.  But,  at 
length,  everything  was  discovered,  and  Branwell  was 
dismissed  in  disgrace.  He  returned  to  his  home  a  des- 
perate man.  His  dissipation,  formerly  secret,  now 
became  open  and  reckless ;  he  drank  and  took  opium ;  he 
was  violent  and  childish  by  turns,  raving  of  his  lost 
mistress  one  moment  and  threatening  suicide  the  next. 

The  shame  and  horror  of  this  conduct  fell  with  peculiar 
force  upon  such  honorable,  laborious,  even  austere  women 
as  these,  accustomed  to  spare  themselves  nothing  in  the 
performance  of  their  duty.  Charlotte's  affection  did  not 
survive  the  shock  of  the  disclosure  of  her  brother's  treach- 
ery. It  was  afterward  painful  for  her  to  be  in  the  room 
with  him,  and  "  forced  wcJft "  (her  own  words)  for  her 
to  speak  to  him.  Anne,  gentler  and  weaker  than  her 
sister,  still  loved,  but  feared  him.  The  stronger  Emily 
pitied  him,  and  did  not  shrink  from  giving  him  her  assist 
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sDoe  and  companionship  eveii  in  liis  worst  moments,  whcnl 
ho  was  scarcely  less  tnan  a  madman. 

Keaders  of  "Jane  Eyro"  will  remember  the  inciden©] 
of  Kochester's  insane  wife  Betting  his  bed  on  fire,  and  o 
his  rescue  by  Jane.     It  lias  been  considered  extravagant^ 
but  Charlotte  found  the   suggestion  for  it  in  her   owofl 
home.     One  night,  when  the  three  sisters  were  passing  I 
along  the  upper  entry  to  tUcir  rooms,  tliey  noticed  a  f 
bright  light   coming  from  Branwell's  chamlicr,     Imtati*M 
I  diately  Emily,  aft«r  warning  the  others  with  a  finger  oaj 
I  her  lip  not  to  wake  Mr.  Bronte,  who  was  singularly  afraiiS 
I  of  fire,  darted  down  the  stairs  and  soon  reappeared  with' 
I  a  pail  of  water  in  each  hand.     She  entered  the  burning 

■  room;  the  bright  flare  subsided,  and  presently  her  terrified 

I  Bisters  saw  her  come  out,  pale,  panting,  and  scorched,  haU- 1 
[  dragging,  half-carrying  in  her  arms  her  helpless  brotherj 
I  who  was  stupefied  with  drinJi. 

Their  great  venture  of  the  school  having  failed,  Cliar-'l 

('lotte's  thoughts   once   more  turned   to   literature.     Shej 

k  found  one  day  some  poems  of  Emily's  which  seemed  to. J 

I  her  meritorious;  Anno,  finding  Emily's  verses  approved, 

I  produced  some  of  hers;    Charlotte  added   her  own,  audi 

r  the  three  sisters  formed  tlie  bold  resolution  to  have  the*^ 

little  collection  printed,  published,  and  if  possible  sold. 

It  waa  a  long  and  difficult  task  to  find  a  publisher ;  but 

at  last  they  succeeded,  and  in  1846  the  slender  littlo 

L-Totnme  was  issued  under  the  title  of  *'  Poems,  by  Currcr, 

^Ellis,  and  Acton  Bell ; "  Currer  Bell  being  Charlotte ;  Ellis, 

^Kmily;  and  Acton,  Anne.      Tlic  volume  attracted  liltlo 

■  attention,  but  the  few  reviewers  who  noticed  it  awarded 
Kliigher  rank  to  the  work  of  Ellis  Bell  tlinn  to  that  of  her 
iJrotWg,  as  the  discerning  critics  called  thorn.     The  book 
■-was,  however,  an  evident  failure ;  it  brought  the  sisters-j 
Uittle  repntation  and  loss  money. 

#«¥aiued  to  iliwj>paiatBjgB.^!iB44 


40  THE  BBONTE  SISTEBS. 

this  new  one  bravely.  They  next  tried  romance.  Anne 
wrote  "Agnes  Grey,"  Charlotte  "The  Professor,"  and 
Emily  "  Wuthering  Heights."  When  these  tales  were 
completed,  all  three  were  sent  in  one  parcel  from  pub- 
lisher to  publisher,  only  to  return  as  often  to  the  hands 
of  their  unhappy  authors.  Then  it  occurred  to  them 
to  try  their  fate  separately,  and  after  further  waiting 
and  discouragement,  "  Wuthering  Heights  "  and  "  Agnes 
Grey"  found  a  firm  willing  to  take  the  risk  of. printing 
them.    "  The  Professor  "  was  not  so  fortunate. 

Meanwhile,  another  sorrow  had  come  into  the  melan- 
choly parsonage :  Mr.  Bronte  had  begun  to  lose  his  eye- 
sight. He  could  still  grope  his  way  about,  but  he  could 
not  read  nor  use  his  eyes  for  many  of  the  ordinary 
purposes  of  life,  and  it  was  evident  that  unless  the 
cataract  could  be  removed  his  sight  would  soon  be 
entirely  destroyed.  So,  in  August  of  1846,  Charlotte 
accompanied  him  to  Manchester  for  the  purpose  of  hav- 
ing an  operation  performed.  Upon  the  very  day  on 
which  the  operation  was  to  take  place,  Charlotte,  lonely, 
anxious,  and  miserable,  had  "  The  Professor  "  once  more 
returned  to  her,  "  declined,"  by  some  busy  publisher  with- 
out even  the  usual  thanks.  She  was  in  the  room  with 
her  father  while  the  cataract  was  removed,  sitting  breath- 
less and  quiet  in  a  corner,  and  she  nursed  him  through 
the  illness  of  the  following  days,  when  he  was  confined 
to  his  bed  in  a  darkened  room,  hoping,  but  not  yet  cer- 
tain, that  his  sight  was  restored  to  him. 

And  it  was  at  this  time,  in  the  midst  of  sorrow,  suffer- 
ing, anxiety,  and  disappointment,  alone  with  her  invalid 
father  in  a  great,  black,  strange  city — it  was  at  this 
time,  on  the  evening  of  the  day  of  the  operation,  that 
Charlotte  Bronte,  her  brave  spirit  still  undaunted,  sent 
forth  her  old  story  for  another  trial,  and,  sitting  down  in 
her  bare,  ugly  little  boarding-house  room,  wrote  swiftly, 
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mud  vitii  few   pauses,  tlie   opeaing   chapter  of   "Jane 
Eyre." 

At  last,  after  her  retaru  to  H^iwortb,  camo  a  piece  of 
good  fortune.     Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder,  to  whom  sho  hsid 
sent  "The  Professor"  (omitting,  iu  her  innocence,  cveii 
to  obliterate  upon  the  parcel  the  names  of  the  publishing 
^L  bouses    to    whom    it    had  preyiously   been    addressed), 
^■.seiit  her  a  letter  in  which,  to   be  sure,  tlie  unlucky  tale 
^^naa  once  more  rejected,  but  iu  which,  as  she  afterwards 
^^Beclared,  its   meiits   and   demerits  were  discusse 
^^BDurteously,  so  considerately,  in  a  spirit  so  rational,  with 
^^^1  discrimination  so  enlightened,  that  this   very  refusal 
cheered  the  author  better  than  a  vulgarly-worded  accept- 
ance would  have  done."     In  addition,  tliey  stated  that  a 
work  in  three  volumes  from  her  pen  would  receive  care- 
ful attention.     She  sent  theiu  "Jane  Eyro." 

This   famous   novel,   begmi    in   sucli   gloomy   circum- 
Sances,  was  written  amid  difliculties  of  every  kind.     For 
mg  periods,  sometimes  for   weeks,  even   mouths   at   a 
^me,  Charlotte  would  find  herself  uuable  to  write;  then, 
"suddenly,  the  inspiration  would  seize  her  and  slie  would 
write  for  as  long  a  time  as  her  duties  |)ermittcd,  holding 
her  paper  close  to  her  eyes  iipou  a  bit  of  board.     She 
•oto  in  a  cramped,  miuut«  hand,  in  pencil,  upon  loose 
srapa  of  paper,  sometimes  sitting  before  the  fire  at  twi- 
^ht,  often  in  her  own  room  at  night,  when  her  restless 
imagination  forbade  her  to  slecj).     In  the  day-time  house- 
hold affairs  frequently  interrupted  her  at  the  most  critical 
_inoment.     Tabby,  the  servant,  who  had  been  in  the  family 
:  many  years,  was  so  old   Uiat  she  conid  not  see  to 
move  the  "eyes"  from  the   pntatocs  which  she  peeled 
r  dinner ;  yet  Charlotte  was  unwilling  to  hurt  her  feel- 
i  by  asking  the  younger  servant  maid  to  look  them 
Often,  therefore,  wliile   under   the   full   force  of_ 
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ing  quietly  into  the  kitchen,  abstract  the  bowl  of  potatoes 
when  Tabby  was  not  looking,  and  remove  the  "eyes" 
herself.  Never  once  did  she  omit  to  perform  a  duty,  nor 
even  the  smallest  act  of  kindness  or  courtesy^  on  account 
of  her  literary  work. 

The  success  of  "Jane  Eyre"  was  great  and  immedi- 
ate. Messrs.  Smith  &  Elder  had  every  reason  to  be  glad 
of  their  connection  with  that*"  C.  Bell,  Esquire,"  to  whom 
they  addressed  their  business  letters  under  cover  to  Miss 
Bronte.  C.  Bell  herself  was  glad  and  proud,  in  a  quiet 
way,  and  thought  it  time  to  tell  her  father  of  her  suc- 
cess— for  he  had  not  been  the  confidante  of  his  chil- 
dren in  their  literary  ventures.  One  day,  she  went  in 
to  him  in  his  study,  taking  with  her  a  copy  of  her  novel 
and  several  reviews  of  it,  one  adverse,  the  others  favora- 
ble. Mrs.  Gkiskell  relates  the  conversation  that  followed, 
as  it  was  told  to  her  by  Charlotte. 

"  Papa,"  said  the  daughter,  "  I've  been  writing  a  book," 

"  Have  you,  my  dear." 

"  Yes,  and  I  want  you  to  read  it." 

"  I  am  afraid  it  will  try  my  eyes  too  much." 

"  But  it  is  not  in  manuscript ;  it  is  printed." 

"  My  dear !  you've  never  thought  of  the  expense  it  will 
be !  It  will  be  almost  sure  to  be  a  loss,  for  how  can  you 
get  a  book  sold?    No  one  knows  you  or  your  name." 

"  But,  papa,  I  don't  think  it  will  be  a  loss ;  no  more  will 
you  if  you  will  let  me  read  you  a  review  or  two,  and  tell 
you  more  about  it." 

She  read  him  the  reviews  and  left  him  "  Jane  Eyre." 
When  he  came  down  that  evening  to  tea  he  said  to  his 
daughters : 

"  Girls,  do  you  know  Charlotte  has  been  writing  a  book, 
and  it  is  much  better  than  likely ! " 

It  was  not  until  after  the  publication  of  "  Jane  Eyre 
^hat  ^^WnthcriDg  Heights"  and  "Agnes  Gray,"  long 
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fliey  had  been  in  the  liands  of  the  publishers,  were  given 
I  the   world.    "  Agues  Grey "  was  a  carefully  written 
ffltudy  oi  the  Hfe  of  a  governess,  and  was,  perhaps,  some- 
hing  above  tlie  average  novel  of  tbo  day.     "  VVutheriug 
iHeigbts "  was  far  different.     It  ia  a  tale  of  horror,  no- 
pence  and  crime,  relieved  only  by  two  brief  love  scenes  at 
Ihe  end,  brightly  and  delicately  drawn  and  novel  in  con- 
leption.     It  ia  a  book  which,  once  taken  up,  it  is  not  easy 
Q  lay  down  unlinished  ;  which  people  sit  up  late  at  night 
9  read,  and  which  haunts  them  in  their  sleep,  bringing 
a  evil  and  fnntaslic  drea<nB.     It  is  a  morbid  book, 
sal  in  its  very  unreality,  but  its  power  is  incontestable, 
mily  has  been  blamed  for  choosing  a  subject  so  forbidding ; 
kut  remembering  her  gloomy  and  wild  environment,  her 
mlitary  nature,  and  the  drunken,  desperate  brother  ever 
present  in  her  home,  we    can   scarcely  wonder  at  her 
phoice.     Besides,  as  has  been  beautifully  and  truly  said 
[by  Misa  Robinson,  a  lady  who  has  recently  related  the 
3tory  of  Emily's  life  with  rare  truth  and  insight 

"  From  the  clear  spirit  which  inspires  the«ndof  her 
work,  we  know  that  the  storm  ia  over  ;  we  know  that  her 
^ext  tragedy  would  be  less  violcut." 

"  Agnes  Gray  "  and  "  Wiithering  Heights "  met  with 
little  favor  from  the  public.  Anne  wrote  one  other  novel, 
"  The  Tenant  of  Wildfell  Hall,"  in  which  she  attempted, 

I  with  some  success,  to  depict  her  brother  Branwell :  and 
(his  work  succeeded  better.  But  Emily,  whose  genius, 
Ihongh  widely  different,  was  scarcely  less  than  that  of 
per  more  famous  sister  Charlotte,  wrote  no  more. 
Trouble  was  coming  again  upon  the  patient  sisters. 
Branwell  grew  worse  and  worse,  his  sufferings  and  parox- 
ysms more  and  more  terrible,  until,  in  1848,  the  end 
By  a  last  strange  exercise  of  will  he  insisted  upon  meet- 
ing his  death  standing.  He  died  erect  upon  his  iwa^J 
tor  a  Btruggle  ot  twenty  miiiutes.    BmW's  ,-«Vq?» 
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had  for  some  time  been  failing,  went  to  his  funeral  and 
sat  for  the  last  time  in  the  damp,  melancholy  church ; 
indeed,  it  was  the  last  time  that  she  ever  left  the  house. 
She  was  dying  of  consumption. 

We  can  imagine  no  sadder  record  than  that  of  Emily 
Bronte's  illness  and  death.  Every  hope  of  her  life  had 
been  blighted.  The  school,  which  was  to  keep  herself 
and  her  sisters  together  in  the  home  she  loved,  had  failed ; 
her  novel,  into  which  sh^  had  put  her  heart  and  her 
ambition,  had  failed  too ;  her  dearly  beloved  brother,  for 
whom  she  had  dreamed  of  fortune  and  fame,  had  just 
di^  disgraced,  despised,  and  miserable.  Now  she  felt  her- 
self dying.  With  a  last  exercise  of  will  stranger  and 
sadder  than  his,  with  a  courage  and  endurance  almost 
incredible,  she  refused  even  to  own  that  she  was  not  well, 
and  went  about  her  daily""  duties,  pale,  thin,  and  panting  ; 
creeping  slowly  down  the  stairs  with  her  hand  against 
the  wall  in  the  morning,  toiling  at  household  labors 
throughout  the  day,  and  dragging  herself  painfully  to  her 
bed  at  night. 

She  refused  to  see  a  doctor  ;  she  refused  to  take  medi- 
cine ;  she  refused  to  rest ;  and  her  sisters,  who  did  not 
dare  to  cross  her,  looked  on  with  breaking  hearts  as  she 
grew  weaker  day  by  day.  On  the  day  of  her  death  she 
rose  as  ysual  and  sat  down  before  the  fire  to  comb  her 
long,  brown  liair ;  but  she  was  too  weak,  and  the  comb 
fell  from  her  hand  and  dropped  into  the  hot  ashes,  where 
it  lay  for  some  time  giving  forth  the  nauseous  odor  of 
burning  bono.  When  the  servant  came  in  Emily  said  to 
her,  pointing  to  it,  "  Martha,  my  comb's  down  there.  I 
was  too  weak  to  stoop  and  pick  it  up." 

Nevertheless  she  finished  dressing,  tottered  dizzily 
down  the  stairs,  and  taking  up  a  piece  of  work  attempted 
to  sew.  Towards  noon  she  turned  to  her  sisters,  saying 
jn  a  gasping  y^hisp^Yf  for  she  could  no  longer  speak  aloud : 
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"  If  you  will  send  for  a,  doctor,  I  will  see  him  now." 
But  it  was  too  late,  and  her  sufferfligs  rapidly  iiicreaaed. 

At  two  o'clock   Charlotte  and  Anne  imijlored  licr  to  let 

them  get  her  to  her  room  and  to  her  bed. 

"No!uo!"Bhe  exclaimo<l,  and  tried  to  rise,  leaning 
■  ■  heavily  upon  tlic  sofa.  In  tlmt  act  she  died. 
I^H  Mr.  Broate,  Charlotte,  and  Anne,  who  waa  already 
^^^bing  of  the  same  disease,  followed  her  to  the  grave ;  and 
^^^Hth  them  walked  Emily's  grout  mastiff,  "  Keeper,"  follow- 
^^H)ig  them  even  Into  the  church,  where  he  lay  quietly 
^^^Bi'Oughout  the  services.  After  the  funeral  he  went  up  to 
^^BEmily's  room  and  laid  himself  down  across  the  threshhold 
■     of  her  door,  where  he  iemaiiie<i  for  many  days,  howling 

piteously  when  they  tried  to  entice  him  away. 

Charlotte's  next  novel  was  "  Shirley ; "  the  heroine  of 

which,  the  gay  and  independent  Shirley  Keeldar,  is  a. 

portrait  of  Emily  Bronte,  as  her  loving  sister  believed 
^^^^e  would  have  been  had  she  been  fortunate  and  happy. 
^^Hbiny  of  Emily's  traits,  some  even  of  the  incidents  of  her 
^^^Kc,  are  given  in  this  book.  "Keeper"  figures  in  it  as 
^^Hbrfar,-  Shirley's  hahit  of  sitting  upon  a  rug,  reading. 
^^HJth  her  arm  about  the  great  dog's  neek,  was  also  Emily's ; 
^^^bd  in  "  Captain  Keeldar,"  wq  recognize  an  alteration  of 
^^Hknily's  nickname  of  the  Major.  The  famous  incident  of 
^^^bfi  mad  dog,  too,  happened  to  Emily  as  well  as  to  .Shirley, 
^^^Kwos  no  fiction.  But,  although  Shirley  is  a  pleasing 
^^Hid  a  noble  girl,  and  shoe's  Bmily  in  a  more  attractive 
^^^Uht  than  ever  shone  upon  her  in  real  life,  yet  we  miss 
^^Btmo  of  tlie  real  Emily's  most  striking  chai-acteristles. 
^^HTe  miss  her  patient  endurance  of  hard  drudgery,  her 
^^nithful  household  affections,  and  her  thoughtful  kind- 
^^Besses  for  others.  It  is  not  easy  to  imagine  a  Shirley 
^^Keeldar  rising  early  in  the  morning  and  performing  the 
^^Hftrdest  portJOQ  of  the  household  labor  in  order  to  syara 
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Excepting  bet  earlj  tmle,  ^  The  Professor,''  which  has 
been  given  to  the  pubfic  since  her  death,  Charlotte  wrote 
but  one  other  novel — ^"  Yillette."  This  work,  of  which 
the  scene  is  laid  in  Belgiom,  is  regarded  by  many  as  her 
best.  Its  incidents  are  less  thrilling  than  those  of  ^  Jane 
Eyre,'^  its  style  less  fiery.  Nevertheless  it  is  not  lacking 
in  passion ;  and  if  Lucy  Snowe  attracts  ns  less  than  Jane, 
who  would  exchange  Monsieur  Paul  Emanuel — imperious, 
whimsical,  extravagant,  and  thoroughly  natural — for  such 
an  impossible  hero  as  Rochester?  Ginevra  Fanshawe, 
too,  and  Madame  Beck,  are  characters  more  true  and 
striking  than  any  to  be  found  in  ^  Jane  Eyre." 

The  public,  after  the  publication  of  ''Jane  Eyre," 
became  deeply  interested  in  discovering  the  identity  of 
Currer  Bell,  and  in  discussing  the  question  of  her  sex. 
Nor  was  the  riddle  soon  solved.  Miss  Martineau^  who 
was  one  of  the  earliest  to  know  the  truth,  gives  an 
interesting  account  of  the  beginning  of  her  acquaintance 
with  the  unknown,  yet  famous  author.  She  received 
one  day,  while  residing  in  London,  a  parcel  accompanied 
by  a  note.  Ths  parcel  contained  a  copy  of  **  Shirley," 
then  just  published,  and  the  note  ran  as  follows: 

"  Currer  Bell  offers  a  copy  of  *  Shirley '  to  Miss  Mar- 
tineau's  acceptance,  in  acknowledgment  of  the  pleasure  and 
profit  !j^  (sic)  he  has  derived  from  her  works.  When 
G.  B.  first  read  '  Deerbrook '  he  tasted  a  new  and  keen 
pleasure,  and  experienced  a  genuine  benefit.  La  his 
mind,  *  Deerbrook '  ranks  witli  the  writings  that  have 
really  done  him  good,  added  to  his  stock  of  ideas,  and 
rectified  his  views  of  life." 

This  masculine  note  did  not,  in  Miss  Martineau^s  eyes, 
determine  the  sex  of  the  writer.  The  half-erased  "  she  " 
in  it,  might,  to  be  sure,  have  had  reference  to  Miss  Mar- 
tincau  herself,  and  the  form  of  the  sentence  might  have 
deen  subsequently  altered.    Still,  it  left  everything  uncer- 
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:,  and  when,  a  little  later,  she  received  an  intimation 
Jiat  Currer  Bell  would  call   upon  her,  she  did  not  know 
whether  to  expect  a  gentleman  or  a  lady.     It  was,  tliero- 
Eore,  with  interest  and  excitement  that  she  awaited  at  the  J 
appointed  hour  the  arrival  of  her  distinguished  visitor. 

"Precisely  as  the  time-piece  struck  six,"  says  Mis 
Kartineau,  relating  the  iucident  in  lier  Autobiography,  I 
"a  carriage  stopped  at  the  door;  and,  after  a  minute  of 'I 
Buspcnse,  the  footman  announced '  Miss  Brogden ; '  where-  I 
Lnpon  iny  cousin  informed  me  tliat  it  was  Miss  Broutii;  I 
por  we  had  heard  the  name  before,  among  others,  in  the  I 
way  of  conjecture.  I  thought  her  the  smallest  creature  ll 
|t(ad  ever  seen  (except  at  a  fair),  and  her  eyes  blazed,  as  1 
t  seemed  to  me.  She  glanced  quickly  round;  and  myl 
npet  pointing  me  out,  she  held  out  her  hand  frankly  I 
Olid  pleasantly.  I  introduced  ber,  of  course,  to  thOT 
E&mily;  and  then  came  a  moment  which  I  had  not  antici-f 
When  she  was  seated  by  me  on  the  sofa,  she  cast  I 
pat  me  such  a  look — so  loving,  so  appealing — that,  in *■ 
sonnectioR  with  her  deep  mourning  dress  and  the  knowl-  T 
(dge  that  she  waa  tlie  solo  survivor  of  her  family,  I  could  1 
with  the  utmost  difficulty  return  her  smile,  or  keep  my  ' 
»)mposurc.     I  should  have  been  heartily  glad  to  cry." 

It  was  perhaps  as  high  a  compliment  as  Miss  Mar- 1 
tineau  ever  received,  for  her  society  to  be  thus  sought  by  | 
Charlotte  Bronte.     She  waa  so  painfully  shy  that,  when  ^ 
a  spoke  in  company  at  all,  she  would  gradually  wheel  1 
?ound  in  her  chair  until  she  was  seated  almost  with  hor  \ 
kok  toward  the  person  whom  she  was  addressing. 
Miss  Brontii  was  always  plain  ;  she  considered  horseif   ' 
repulsively   ugly.     Htr  features  were  indeed  large  and 
Irregular,  and  her  moutli  a  little  crooked,  but  her  expres- 
1  was  so  animated  and  intelligent  when  she  talked, 
hat  her  face  became  most  attractive.     Even  \a  MiQ\o.i!f&.J 
without  admirers",  e\\o\ibA.x 
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several  proposals  of  marriage,  which  she  hastily  but' 
firmly  declined.  At  length  a  curate  of  her  father's,  Mr. 
Nicholls,  asked  her  hand.  He  had  loved  her  for  several 
years.  She  knew  him,  well  and  esteemed  him  deeply, 
and,  although  she  had  never  before  thought  of  him  as  a 
lover,  she  felt  as  though  she  could  be  contented  as  his 
wife.  Before  accepting  him,  however,  she  consulted  her 
father.  Mr.  Bronte  objected,  and  Charlotte  quietly  put 
aside  the  happiness  within  her  reach,  and  gave  an  unfavor- 
able answer.  But  Mr.  Bronte  gradually  changed  his  mind, 
and  in  a  year's  time  gave  his  consent  to  the  marriage ; 
although,  witli  characteristic  perversity,  he  refused  at  tlie 
last  minute  to  go  to  the  church  and  give  his  dojighter 
away. 

Charlotte  Bronte  was  married  on  the  twenty-ninth  of 
June,  1854.  The  wedding  was  of  the  quietest,  but  the 
pale,  delicate  little  bride  was  very  happy  as  she  left  the 
old  church  on  her  husband's  arm,  followed  by  the  good 
wishes  of  the  villagers  who  had  gathered  to  see  her  pass. 
She  was  dressed  in  soft  white,  with  no  color  about  her 
save  green  leaves,  looking,  as  one  who  was  there  told 
Mrs.  Gaskell,  like  a  snow-drop. 

Her  happy  married  life  lasted  but  eight  months.  She 
died  in  March,  1855.  Waking  after  a  long  delirium,  she 
saw  her  husband  bending  above  her  with  a  face  of 
anguish,  murmuring  some  broken  prayer  that  God  would 
spare  her. 

"  Oh ! "  she  whispered,  looking  up  at  him,  "  I  am  not 
going  to  die,  am  I  ?  He  will  not  separate  us ;  we  have 
been  so  happy." 
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QUEEN  TtCTOEI-l. 

HE  Nineteenlli  Ceutury  lias  justly  been  cilled  tiie 
Era  of  Woman.  Wliatever  regard  was  formerly 
lid  to  lier  for  moral  merit  or  jihyskal  l)eauty,  Iicr  meutal 
ainiost  tinivereally  sliglited  aiid  lier  higher 
education  neglected.  Now  in  every  civilized  conntry  women 
of  talent  and  genius,  in  both  public  and  private  station,  are 
iromoting  the  moral  and  material  welfare  and  progress  of 
le  age.  It  is  highly  appropriate,  therefore,  that  for  half 
this  century,  and  for  more  than  half,  we  trust,  tlie  Bcep- 
of  the  raiglitiest  empire  of  the  world  should  be  wielded 
by  a  woman  who  is  an  honor  to  her  sex,  and  who  lor  per- 
sona] merit  deserves  a  place  in  this  list  of  royal  women, 

Alexandrina  Victoria,  Queen  of  the  United  Kingdom  of 
Great  Brit&in  and  Ireland,  was  born  in  Kcnsinglou  Palate 
on  the  24th  day  of  May,  1819.      When  she  was  but  eight 
iiths  old,  her  father,  Edward,  Dulce  of  Kent,  fourtli  eon 
the  pious,  stubborn  and  mifortunate  George  III.,  died 
iddenly.     He  had  lieen  deep  in  debt,  and  thus  his  widow, 
.«tr^ger  in  a  strange  laud,  and  regarded  wttli  disfavor  by 
relations  by  marriage,  had,  even  while  living  in  a  pal- 
to  undertake  the  melancholy  struggle  of  keeping  up 
[ipearauces.     Fortnnatiely  aJie  was  a  woman  of  sense  and 
icerful  disposition,  and  had  the  invaluable  asaistanco  of 
brother,   Prince   Leopold,    whose   wife,   the    Princess 
Cliarlotte,  once  the  hope  and  joy  nf  the  English  people,  had 
died  a  few  months  after  her  marriage.     Now  he  acted  ooWi^ 
a  brother's  part  to  Jiis  widowed  sister,  and  Wdto^'^a.  Vsa^ 
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afterward  declared  that  her  visits  to  her  uncle's  residenoey 
Claremont,  were  the  happiest  dajs  of  her  childhood.  With 
the  exception  of  these  visits,  she  lived  a  secluded  and  rather 
dull  life.  She  was  taught  regular  habits,  strict  economy 
and  due  regard  for  the  laws  of  health.  Gifted  with  a  sWeet 
voice,  she  became  a  charming  singer.  She  danced  well, 
*rode  well,  and  excelled  in  archery.  Her  mother  trained 
her  carefully  with  a  view  to  what  was  from  her  birth  her 
probable  destination.  Victoria  was  the  first  princess  of  the 
blood,  yet  not  until  she  was  twelve  years  old  was  she  in- 
formed of  her  {X)6ition  as  beyond  that  of  her  cousins.  Her 
governess  then  pointed  out  her  place  in  the  genealogical 
table,  and  the  little  princess  exclaimed,  ^^  Now  many  a  child 
would  boast,  but  they  don't  know  the  difficulty.  There  is 
much  splendor,  but  there  is  much  responsibility."  Then 
giving  her  hand  to  her  governess,  she  said,  ^^I  will  be 
good.  I  understand  now  why  you  urged  me  so  much  to 
learn  even  Latin."  And  so  yielding  to  no  vain  dreams,  she 
sought  wisdom  and  knowledge  for  the  task  of  ruling  a  great 
people. 

When  she  was  eighteen  years  old  that  responsibility 
came.  Her  uncle,  W^illiam  IV.,  died  on  June  20th,  1837,  at 
the  age  of  sixty-five.  Before  sunrise  on  that  morning,  the 
Archbishop  of  Canterbury  and  the  Marquis  of  Conyngham 
were  pounding  and  ringing  at  the  gates  of  Kensington  Pal- 
ace for  admission  to  the  Queen.  She  had  to  be  aroused 
from  sleep,  but,  knowing  the  im])Ortance  of  their  visit,  she 
came  down  at  once  in  a  loose  white  night-gown  and  shawl, 
with  her  hair  falling  on  her  shoulders,  her  feet  in  slippers, 
tears  in  her  eyes,  but  perfectly  collected  and  dignified. 
When  she  heard  their  message,  she  said  simply  to  the 
Primate,  "  I  beg  your  Grace  to  pray  for  me,"  which  the 
good  man  willingly  did.  Arrangements  were  then  made  for 
her  reception  of  the  council  at  eleven  o'clock.  Here,  with 
aaJmnesa  and  gentle  dignity,  she  received  the  homage  of  the 
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peers  of  Eoglancl,  induding  even  her  owd  uncles.     We  are 

assured  by  an  eye-witness  tliat,  as  tLese  old  men  knelt  before 

her,  swearing  allegiance  and  kissing  lier  hand,  she  blushed 

np  to  the  eyes.     When  she  retired  the  statesmen  declared 

themselves  chariaed  with  her  appearance  and  behavior,  and 

their  feeling  was  soon  shared  by  all  ranks  of  the  people. 

The  splendid  ceremonies  of  the  coronation  took  place  in 

Westminster  Abbey  on  June  28th,  1838.     A  month  later  she 

was  called  to  perform  a  public  duty,  which  was  also  attended 

.with  great  parade.     She  went  in  state  to  dissolve  Purlia- 

Among   the   Americans   attracted   to  the  splendid 

spectacle  was  Charles  Snmner,     He  wrote  to  a  friend  :  "  I 

was  astonished   and  delighted.     Her    voice    is    sweet    and 

finely  niodiiiated,  and  she  pronounceil  every  word  distinctly, 

and  with  a  just  regard  to  its  meaning.     I  think  I  never 

heard  anything  better  read  in  my  life  than  her  speech,  and 

I  could  but  respond  to  Lord  Fitz-William's  remark  to  ma 

when  the  ceremony  was  over,  'How  beautifully  she  per- 

"  irms  I ' " 

Amid  the  round  of  gayetiea  which  naturally  marked  the 

it  year  of  the  youthful  Queen's  reign,  her  actions  still 

ire  testimony  to  her  mother's  fruitful  training.     The  good 

'daughter  won  golden  opinions  from  all  with  whom  she  came 

contact.     Her  reverence  for  her  father's  memory  led 

ler  to  pay  the  remainder  of  his  debts.     She  said  to  Lord 

[^Melbourne,  then  Prime  Minister,  "  I  want  to  pay  all  that 

'^remuin  of  my  father's  debts.     I  must  do  it.     I  consider  it  a 

icred  duty."     Her  wish  was  complied  with,  and  she  sent 

lIso  to  the   largest  creditors   valuable  pieces  of  plate  as 

ikens  of  gratitude  for  their  favor  to  her  father. 

It  was  long  since  England   hud    had  a  qnecn  r^nant, 

ictoria  did  not  desire,  like  her  famous  predecessor,  Queen 

llizabeth,  to  l>ear  the  splendid  burden  of  royalty  alone.     A 

before  her  accession  her  cousin,  Prince  Albert  of  Saxe- 

bad  visited  her.     From  his  infancy, 


I 


I 


54 


QUIXN    VICTORIA. 


vras  a  few  months  younger  than  Victoria,  it  was  the  earnest 
wish  of  their  fond  mothers  that  these  two  should  be  united 
in  marriage.  When  they  met,  after  brief  acquaintance  of 
each  other's  tastes  and  disposition,  they  showed  mutual 
pleasure,  and  when  their  kind  uncle,  LeoiK)ld,  now  King  of 
Belgium,  suggested  to  the  princess  the  idea  of  their  union, 
she  gladly  accepted  the  proposal.  But  reflection  on  her 
ptiblic  duty  afterward  led  her  to  postpone  a  decisive  ar- 
rangement till  she  should  be  of  age.  The  engagement,  if 
such  it  was,  seemed  to  be  broken  off;  the  coronation  did  not 
hasten  its  renewal.  Iq  later  life  she  wrote,  "A  worse  school 
for  a  young  girl — one  more  detrimental  to  all  natural  feel- 
ings and  affections — cannot  well  he  imagined  than  the  posi- 
tion of  a  Queen  at  eighteen,  without  experience  and  without 
a  husband  to  guide  and  support  her.  This  the  Queen  can 
state  from  painful  experience,  and  she  thanks  God  that  none 
of  her  own  dear  daughters  are  exposed  to  such  danger," 

In  October,  1839,  Prince  Albert  and  his  brother  came  to 
see  their  royal  cousin.  A  week  later,  in  spite  of  high  re- 
solves and  royal  duty  and  maidenly  modesty.  Love  found 
his  way  into  the  palace  and  broke  down  the  barriers  which 
were  keeping  a|)art  hearts  destined  to  be  one.  The  Queen 
has  since  told  the  story  herself  with  touching  simplicity. 
They  were  married  on  the  10th  of  February,  1840,  a  day 
which  began  with  clouds  and  rain,  but,  after  the  ceremony, 
changed  to  what  the  loyal  English  people  call  the  "Queen's 
weather." 

All  the  world  knows  their  married  life  to  have  been  a 
happy  one.  The  Queen  has  given  us  a  full  sketch  of  a  day 
of  that  time:  "They  breakfasted  at  nine,  and  took  a  walk 
every  morning  soon  afterwaixl ;  then  came  the  usual  amount 
of  business  (far  less  heavy,  however,  than  now),  besides 
which  they  drew  and  etched  a  great  deal  together,  which  was 
a  source  of  great  amusement,  having  the  plates  bit  in  the 
house.     Luncheon  followed  at  the  usual  hour  of  two  o'clock. 
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uelbourne  came  to  the  Queen  in  the  afternoon,  and 
between  five  and  six  the  Prince  generally  drove  her  out  in 
a  pony-pbaeton.  If  the  Prince  did  nut  drive  the  Queen,  he 
rocle,  in  which  case  she  took  a  drive  witti  lier  mother  or  the 
ladies.  The  Prince  also  read  aloud  most  days  to  the  Queen. 
The  dinner  was  at  eight  o'clock,  and  always  with  com- 
pany. .  .  .  The  hours  were  never  late,  and  it  was  very  sel- 
dom that  the  party  liad  not  broken  up  at  eleven  o'clock." 

Under  the  example  and  inflneuoe  of  the  royal  pair,  life  at 
the  English  Court,  which  had  long  been  filled  with  scandal 
and  strife,  became  marked  by  purity  and  virtue.  Prince 
All>ert'8  }>Ieasurc8  were  all  domestic;  his  tsste  was  for  a 
quiet  and  uuostentatioua  life. 

Peace  and  quiet  reigned  in  the  Court,  and  the  removal  of 
all  disturbing  influences  there  enable<l  the  statesmen  of  the 
day  to  give  all  the  more  attention  to  the  actual  needs  of  mil- 
lions of  people.  Evils  which  had  originated  witli  the  great 
wars  against  Napoleon  pressed  with  crushing  weight  on  tlie 
laboring  clatiscs.  Agricultural  distresii  Imd  developed  into 
famine,  and  the  laws  enacted  la  1815  prohibited  the  im- 
portation of  grain  for  its  relief.  Turbulence  and  riots  fol- 
lowed, and  the  evils  grew  worse.  What  coutd  the  Queeu 
do  to  alleviate  the  misery  of  her  subjects?  By  the  advice 
of  her  ministers,  she  checked  the  gayeties  of  tlie  court;  she 
even  submitted  to  a  reduction  of  her  income.  At  tlie  bap- 
tism of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  in  January,  1842,  it  was  pre- 
scribed that  the  dresses  worn  by  members  of  tlie  court 
should  be  of  Scotch  manufacture,  in  order  to  set  a  fashion 
and  stimulate  home  production.  But  these  remedies  were 
trifling.  A  mightier  power  than  Queen  or  Court  must  be 
invoked.  Richard  CoUlen,  seeing  the  magnitude  of  the 
evil,  and  discerning  its  cause,  appealed  tti  the  people  to 
abolish  the  duties  on  grain.  The  agitation  wiis  carried  on 
by  Cobden,  Bright  and  others  for  seven  long  years,  and  at 
ills  of  the  English  Jericho  fell  down,     ~'   " 
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Peel,  who  lind  become  Prime  Minister  in  1341,  pledged  to 
maintain  the  Corn  Jjaws.  gave  way  before  the  pressure  of 
opinion,  and  iu  1S46  joined  with  the  majority  iu  repealing 
them.  The  laws  which  at  former  times  in  the  world's  his- 
tory were  made  and  rejicated  at  a  sovereign's  pleasure  are 
now  made  and  repeale<l  in  obedience  to  the  wish  of  the 
people.  The  evente  of  the  reign  of  Queen  Victoria  furnish  a 
prominent  proof  of  tlio  n«w  order  of  things. 

Yet  while  the  governing  power  of  the  Queen  is  greatly 
diminished  since  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  there  still 
remains  to  the  sovereign  a  powerful  personal  influence  on 
the  destinies  of  nations.  In  1848  a  wave  of  revolution 
swept  over  Europe,  kings  were  driven  from  their  thrones, 
and  republics  were  orgauized  in  various  countries.  That  in 
France  lasted  longest,  but  was  overthrown  three  years  later 
by  the  ambition  and  treachery  of  it9  President.  When 
Louis  Napoleon  had  established  a  firm  government  and 
sought  the  friendship  and  alliance  of  England,  the  Queen 
gave  the  usurper  a  welcome  to  the  brotherhood  of  sov- 
ereigns, In  1854  Prince  Albert  visited  the  Emperor,  and 
in  tlie  next  year  visits  were  interchanged  between  the 
sovereigns.  Victoria  and  Albert,  lovers  of  peace,  desired  to 
establish  amicable  relations  between  the  two  great  nations, 
so  long  hostile,  and  in  great  measure  they  succeeded,  as  the 
subsequent  history  of  Europe  has  shown.  When  the 
French  Emperor,  after  a  brilliant  but  not  prosperous  career, 
was  driven  from  his  throne,  he  found  refuge  in  England. 
There  his  widow  still  lives  in  seclusion,  mourning  her  son, 
who  fell  in  a  distant  land,  fighting  in  English  uniform  for 
England's  cause. 

Though  Prince  Albert  by  his  natural  disposition  and 
sense  of  duty  had  admirably  filled  the  station  lie  was  called 
to  oocnpy,  it  was  not  till  1857  that  he  received  by  act  of 
Parliament  the  title  of  Prince  Consort.  By  the  Queen's 
prerogative  he  had  heretofore  had  the  precedence  which  wata 
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tfne.  The  granting  of  tlio  new  title  was  &  national 
ibiite  to  his  admirable  ctiarnclcr.  It  was  not  long  after 
,t  tbe  Princess  Royal,  wiio  bore  Iter  motber's  name, 
her  mother's  side,  when  she  was  married  to  tlic  Crown 
'ince  of  Prussia.  The  first  permanent  breneli  in  tlie  royal 
imily  circle  was  tbe  death  of  the  Duchess  of  Kent,  in 
March,  1861.  This  mournful  event  was  followed  too  soon 
by  what  has  been  the  great  sorrow  of  the  Queen's  life,  the 
th  of  ber  husband.  His  healtli  had  been  declining  for 
time;  yet  he  continued  to  attend  to  his  public  duties, 
.mericans  should  know  that  his  last  important  act  had 
teference  to  this  country.  It  was  to  modify  tiie  tone  of  the 
demand  of  the  English  Government  on  the  United  States 
for  the  liberation  of  the  Confeilerate  envoys,  who  had  in 
violation  of  international  law  been  seized  on  the  British 
mail  steamer  "Trent"  by  Captain  Wilkes  of  the  American 
Navy,  The  Prince's  milder  words  enabled  our  Government 
to  withdraw  honorably  from  this  false  step,  and  thus  un- 
doubtedly prevented  a  declaration  of  war  between  the  two 
great  nations.  Then,  exhausted,  Albert  lay  down  to  die. 
On  the  14th  of  December,  186J,  after  twenty-one  years  of 
Bingfilarly  happy  married  life,  he  passed  away.  His  vir- 
tues are  summed  up  ni  the  title  Albert  the  Good. 

On  the  morrow  after  her  bereavement,  the  Queen  is  said 
to  have  exclaimed :  "  There  is  no  one  to  call  me  '  Victoria ' 
now."  She  retired  from  public  view,  though  the  peojdo 
really  desired  to  be  partners  In  her  affliction.  For  many 
years  she  refrained  from  taking  part  in  royal  ceremonials, 
yet  abe  still  dischai^ed  faithfully  her  obli^tions  to  her 
family  and  her  country. 

Many  years  aftei',  when  some  parliamentary  fault-finders 
ventured  to  criticise  her  long  seclusion  from  public  affairs, 
Lgrd  Bcaconsfield  bore  public  testimony  to  her  fidelity  to  tbe 
interests  of  the  nation; 

"Tliere  is  not  a  dispatch  recciveA  from  wNitwA, 
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from  this  country  abroad,  which  is  not  submitted  to  the 
Queen.  The  whole  of  the  internal  administration  of  this 
country  greatly  depends  upon  the  sign-manual  of  our  sov- 
ereign, and  it  may  be  said  that  her  signature  has  never  been 
placed  to  any  public  document  of  which  she  did  not  know 
the  purpose,  and  of  which  she  did  not  approve.  ...  At  this 
moment  there  is  probably  no  person  living  who  has  such 
complete  control  over  the  political  condition  of  England  as 
the  sovereign  herself." 

In  the  course  of  her  long  reign  there  have  been  many 
political  changes.  When  she  came  to  the  throne  the  Whigs 
had  control  of  Parliament  and  seemed  likely  long  to  continue 
in  power.  When,  in  August,  1841,  the  Whig  ministry  re- 
signed. Sir  Robert  Peel  became  Premier,  and  at  his  first  in- 
terview the  Queen  rather  awkwardly  remarked  that  she  was 
sorry  to  part  with  Lord  Melbourne.  But  she  afterwards 
became  used  to  these  changes,  and  lefl  the  people  to  decide 
in  their  own  way  whom  they  wished  to  send  as  her  chief 
constitutional  advisers.  In  her  later  days,  two  men  stood 
forth  pre-eminent  by  force  of  genius,  each  in  turn  deputed 
to  submit  to  her  his  party's  plans  for  the  country's  welfare 
and  glory — one  of  unmistakable  Jewish  descent,  the  other 
of  Lowland  Scotch — ^yet  each  in  his  own  way  devoted  to 
what  he  believed  the  interests  of  England.  Strange,  |)er- 
haps,  to  say,  she  gave  her  personal  preference  to  the  former, 
though  she  treated  both  with  the  stately  courtesy  which 
their  respective  places  demanded.  In  his  youth  Disraeli 
had  been  one  of  the  foremost  of  the  Young  England  party, 
whose  rallyin^cry  had  been  "  Our  young  Queen  and  our 
old  Constitution."  To  his  fervid  protestations  of  loyalty 
may  have  been  due  that  friendship  which  she  ever  cherished 
for  him,  while  Gladstone's  more  measured  utterances, 
though  really  heartfelt,  did  not  so  readily  kindle  her 
sympathy. 

To  Disraeli's  Oriental  tastes  and  sympathies  Queen  Vio* 
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owes  the  addition  to  her  title,  made  in  1876,  "Em- 
ircss  of  India,"  It  was  beatowed  after  the  Prince  of  Wales 
id  returned  from  a  brilliant  tour  in  that  magnificent  and 
populous  portion  of  Her  Majesty's  possessions.  Though  re- 
ceived without  enthusiasm  by  sober-mindetl  Englishmen,  it 
still  bears  testimony  to  the  fact  that  the  destinies  of  mil- 
lions of  men  of  widely  different  race,  language  and  religion, 
are  intimately  connected  with  the  life  of  a  fair  daughter  of 
the  West. 

At  the  commencement  of  her  reign  Scotland  was  pracli- 
lUy  almost  as  remote  as  India  is  now.  In  the  autumn  of 
842  the  Qneen  and  Prince  Albert  made  their  first  visit  to 
Edinburgh,  going  in  a  royal  yacht  towed  by  a  steamship, 
because  the  railroad  communications  between  London  and 
linburgh  were  not  yet  complete.  It  was  not  until  186.5 
lat  the  Queen  took  possession  of  the  new  Balmoral  Ca«tle, 
'hich  she  built  in  the  Highlands,  and  with  which  her 
'}ianie  is  so  closely  associated.  Here,  to  a  certain  extent,  she 
laid  aside  the  cares  of  state  and  the  burdensome  dnties  of 
royalty.  Sometimes  she  ventured  to  travel  in  a  kind  of 
lisguise,  being  then  addressed  aa  Lady  Churchill.  She  says 
her  journal :  "  We  were  always  in  the  habit  of  conversing 
ith  the  Highlanders  with  whom  wo  came  ao  much  in  con- 
tact in  the  Highlands.  The  Prince  highly  appreciated  tlie 
good  breeding,  simplicity  and  intelligence  which  makes  it  so 
pleasant,  and  even  instructive,  to  talk  to  them."  Since  the 
Prinoe's  death  the  Queen  has  ehown  even  greater  fondness 
for  the  seohision  of  the  Highlands  and  the  society  of  the 
simple  people.  Another  favorite  residence  of  the  Queen  has 
Osborne,  on  the  Isle  of  Wight, 
Queen  Victoria  always  gave  close  attention  to  the  ediica- 
Siou  of  her  children,  refwating  in  their  case  with  greater  ad- 
vantages, yet  with  some  drawbacks,  the  systematic  training 
wbich  she  had  herself  undergone,  and  whose  benefits  tW 
the  Toya\  c\\\\Atena^'«\sa«ottas 
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at  Osborne  was  given  in  entire  charge.  There  the  prinoes 
dug  in  the  garden,  while  the  princesses  performed  the  duties 
of  the  kitchen.  As  they  grew  older  the  girls  studied  natural 
history  and  made  large  collections  of  birds  and  insects. 
The  boys  learned  something  of  fortificatioils  under  the  direc- 
tion of  their  father.  Prince  Albert,  both  by  precept  and 
example,  endeavored  to  make  his  sons  feel  tlie  responsibili* 
ties  belonging  to  their  station.  Perhaps  lie  felt  that  in  these 
days  of  increasing  democratic  tendencies  only  a  wise  king 
can  maintain  his  place* 

After  the  death  of  Prince  Albert,  the  Queen  felt  it  de^ 
sirable  to  place  in  enduring  form  tributes  to  his  memory. 
She  also  asked  the  assistance  of  others  in  placing  on  record 
the  memorials  of  his  life.  First  were  published  in  1862  his 
"  Speeches  and  Addresses,"  then  in  1867  "  The  Early  Years 
of  H.  R.  H.  the  Prince  Consort,"  compiled  by  Lieutenant- 
General  C.  Grey,  and  in  1875  "The  Life  of  H.  E.  H.  the 
Prince  Consort,"  by  Theodore  Martin,  on  whom  the  Queeu 
conferred  the  honor  of  knighthood. 

Her  close  and  constant  connection  with  these  literary 
labors  led  her  also  to  venture  modestly  into  the  field  of  aur 
thorship.  Her  first  book  was  "Our  Life  in  the  Higbi- 
lands,"  which  records  her  memories  of  the  happy  days  spent 
with  him  who  was  the  light  of  her  life.  Fifteen  years  later 
she  sent  forth  "  More  Leaves  from  the  Journal  of  a  Life  in 
the  Highlands,"  showing  how  she  had  learned  lessons  of 
resignation  and  faith  from  the  simple  mountaineers,  and 
was  cheered  by  romantic  excursions  in  Nature's  wilds. 
Such  admission  of  the  public  to  the  quiet  joys  and  sorrows 
of  the  domestic  life  of  the  Queen  of  course  disarms  criti- 
cism, as  it  treats  the  reader  as  a  privileged  guest.  We  f?ee 
in  them,  as  in  all  that  is  recorded  of  her  life  and  acts,  a  noble 
woman,  who  has  in  one  of  the  most  difficult  stations  in  life 
grandly,  yet  quietly,  discharged  her  duty  as  daughter,  wife, 
mother  and  queen.  The  inspiration  of  her  whole  life  is 
perfect  faith  in  God  and  devotion  to  dv\ty. 


IT. 

BI.IZA.BETn  BARRETT  BROWNINQ,  I 

pN  the  west  of  England,  a  few  miles  from  the  ancient  town 
ofLedbury,in  full  vJewoftlie beautiful  Malvern  Hilla, 
Elizabctli  Barrett  lived  from  infancy  to  womanliood.  Tlicre 
she  wrote  verses  at  the  age  of  eight,  and  even  earlier;  at 
eleven  she  composed  a  great  epic,  eallcii  "Tlic  Battle  of 
Marathon,"  and  lier  fond  father  had  fifty  copira  of  it 
printed.  Her  love  of  Pope's  Homer  led  lier  into  the  study 
of  Greek.  She  gnlhcred  visions  from  Plato  and  the  drama- 
tiats,  and  ate  and  dranlc  Greek  and  made  her  head  aelic 
with  it.  Strange  education  for  a  girl,  delicate  and  lovely! 
Stranger  still  that  she  should  take  delight  in  it. 

In  1826,  when  she  was  eiglitcen,  her  "Essay  on  Mind,  I 
and  other  Poems"  was  published.  Some  of  the  minor 
jioemeliad  been  written  at  the  age  of  thirteen.  The  chief 
one  vns  in  the  style  of  Pope's  "Essay  on  Man,"  and  really 
showed  jiower  of  thought  and  expression.  Still  more  did 
it  show  Iier  wide  range  of  reading,  bnt  she  afterwards  re- 
jected it  from  her  collected  works,  condemning  it  for 
"didactic  pedantry."  In  her  studies  she  hud  as  guide 
Hugh  Stuart  Boyd,  a  man  noted  for  learning,  thongh  blind. 
Mrs.  Browning  aiterwards  described  him  as  "entlmsiastic  i 
r  the  good  and  the  beautiful,  and  one  of  tlie  most  aimplo 
IhI  upright  of  human  beings."  In  her  sonnets  she  em- 
his  memory,  and  her  beautiful  poem,  "Wine  of 
18,"  recalls  her  youthful  studies. 
r  critical  faculties  were  early  developed,  b 
of  ber  mjad  cxiabicti  hci  to  appicQia\A  i 
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worth  the  beat  cffiirts  of  otiier  poets.  Slie  ^as  not  content 
to  judge  nnd  defend  ;  site  must  (iresent  ni  English  one  of  the 
great  works  which  ehe  had  studied.  Hence  her  translation 
of  the  famous  tragedy  of  ^schyhis,  "  Prometlieiia  Bound," 
which  was  published  in  1835.  The  preface  contained  due 
acknowledgment  of  her  indebtedness  to  "the  learned  Mr. 
Boyd."  Some  years  later  the  author  said  that  thia  transla- 
tion was  written  in  twelve  flays,  and  "should  have  been 
thrown  in  the  fire  afterwards — the  only  way  to  give  it  a  little 
warmth,"  A  new  version  now  ap[)ears  in  her  collected  works.j 
In  183G  Misa  Mary  Rueaell  Mitford,  when  on  a  visit  to' 
London,  became  acquainted  with  Miss  Barrett,  whose 
parents  had  taken  a  house  in  the  subnrbs  of  the  metropolis. 
Miss  Mitford  was  then  a  famous  author.  Her  works  conr 
prised  "Rienzi"  and  other  dramas,  as  well  as  a  novel  oi 
I  two.  She  had  also  published  sketches  of  English  life  in 
'  "Our  Village."  In  her  "Recollections  of  a  Literary 
Life,"  isHueil  in  1851,  she  gives  a  sketch  of  her  young 
friend.  Miss  Barrett,  as  she  appeared  at  the  beginning  of 
tiicir  acquaintance: 

»"  Of  a  slight,  delicate  figure,  with  a  shower  of  dark  curl 
falling  on  either  side  of  a  most  expressive  face,  lai^e,  tendi 
eyes  richly  fringed  by  dark  eyelashes,  a  smite  like  a 
beam,  and  such  a  look  of  youthfulness  that  I  had  some 
difficulty  in  persuading  a  friend  in  whose  carriage  we  went 

Itf^ether  to  Chiswick  that  the  translatress  of  the  'Prome- 
theus'of  ^schylus,  the  authoress  of  the'Esfayon  Mind, 
was  old  enough  to  be  introduced  into  company — iu  technical 
language,  was  out." 
The  two  authors,  in  spite  of  the  difference  in  their  i 
(cheerful,  gossipy,  red-faced  Miss  Mitford  being  then  iu 
fiftieth  year),  became  warm  friends,  and  thereafter  con 
eponded  freely  and  frequently.     Miss  Mitford's  share  of 
correspondence  has  been  published,  but  the  other  side 
aotyet  seen  the  light. 
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In  the  year  1837  Miss  Barrett  brake  a  bloodvessel  on  tlie  I 
f  lungs.     As  it  refitsal  to  lieai,  her  iihysician,  at  the  approaeh 
^of  winter,  ordered  her  to  the  milder  climate  of  the  coast   . 
kBhe  went  to  Torquay,  Devonshire,  accompanied  by  her  elder 
fc brother  and  other  relatives.     On  a  bright  morning  in  the 
following  summer  this  brother,  with  two  friends,  embarked 
on  a  small  sailing  vessel  for  a  trip  of  a  few  hours.     Being 
excellent  sailors  and  familiar  with  the  coast,  they  sent  back 
the  boatmen  and  undertook  to  manage  the  little  crafl.     Bub  i 
within  a  few  minnles,  just  as  llicy  were  crossing  the  bar,  the 
boat  went  clown,  and  all  perished.     The  bodies  were  never 
found,  nor  was  anything  belonging  to  them  recovered. 

Miss  Barrett,  still  physically  weak,  was  utterly  prostrated 
by  grief  and  horror  at  the  tragedy.  She  even  blamed  her-  I 
self  as  having  been  the  indirect  cause  of  the  loss.  Unable 
to  be  moved  from  the  sheltere<l  house  below  the  cliffs,  she 
heard  for  a  whole  winter  the  sound  of  the  waves  like  the 
moans  of  the  dying.  Her  only  diversion  from  these  painful 
thoughts  was  study.  Her  physician  could  not  approve  such 
occupation  in  one  hanging  between  death  and  life,  and  to 
prevent  his  remonstrances  she  had  an  edition  of  Plato 
bomid  like  a  novel.  Yet  she  did  not  disdain  nor  altogether 
discard  novels,  and  to  them  she  owed  "  many  a  still,  serene 
hour." 

When  she  had  i-ecovered  sufficiently  to  be  removed  to  her  I 
Lnndon  home  in  an  invalid  carriage,  she  was  still  confined,  i 
to  her  conch  in  a  darkened  room.    In  theseyearsof  bodily  im- 
prisonment her  sjiirit  roamed  over  the  nnivei-se.    Slie  enjoyed 
the  loving  care  of  her  family  and  a  few  devoted  friends. 
Of  a  pet  dog,  called  Flush,  she  says  in  a  cheerful  letter: 
"Fiuahie  is  my  friend — my  companion — and  loves  me  bet-  I 
I  ter  than  he  loves  the  sunsliine  without.     Oh,  and  ifyou  had  I 
een  him  when  he  came  home   (after  iieing  stolen  and  lost 
for  three  days).     He  threw  himself  in  ray  atm*, ^^A^Walwo'ft 
Jffith joj — in  that  Jumh,  iiiaiticiilate  ecstasy  \\\uc\\  \*  ?»  ' 
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fectiDg — ^love  without  speech/'  But  the  patieot  fiafferer^ 
who  oould  write  only  while  lying  on  her  back,  had  also  the 
solace  of  her  beloved  books.  **  She  read/'  says  Mies  Mit- 
ford,  ^^  almost  every  book  worth  reading  in  almost  every 
language,  and  gave  herself,  heart  and  soul,  to  that  poetry 
of  which  she  seemed  born  to  be  the  priestess."  From  time 
to  time  volumes  of  her  writing  issued  from  the  press.  Be* 
fore  she  left  London,  in  1838,  she  had  published  the  *^  Sera- 
phim and  other  Poems."  This  is  the  first  of  I>er  books 
that  she  wished  afterwards  to  acknowle<lge.  The  earlier 
ones  she  endeavored  to  suppress,  saying,  "  I  would  as  spoa 
circulate  a  caricature  or  lampoon  on  myself  as  that '  Essay,' " 
and  pronouncing  her  "Prometheus"  *M>la8phemy  of  -^Eschy- 
lus."  So  severely  did  she  judge  herself!  From  her  sick- 
chamber  she  sent  to  the  London  Athenaeum  a  series  of 
critical  essays  on  the  Greek  Christian  Poets,  whose  Hierits 
her  own  sufferings  had  enabled  her  fully  to  understandi. 

In  1844  she  published  "  The  Drama  of  Exile,"  and  with  it 
gathered  into  two  volumes  all  she  wished  to  preserve  of  her 
previous  publications.  At  the  end  of  the  first  volume  ap- 
peared the  splendid  poem,  **  Lady  Geraldine's  Courtship," 
which.  Miss  Mitford  assures  us,  was  written  in  the  incredibly 
short  space  of  twelve  hours.  That  poem,  thus  rapidly 
tossed  off,  revealed  her  heart,  and  on  it,  altogether  unknown 
to  her,  depended  her  own  fate.  The  book  fell  into  the 
hands  of  Robert  Browning,  who  was  already  known  as  the 
author  of  "  Paracelsus,"  and  was  then  issuing  a  series  of 
plays  and  poetps,  under  the  somewhat  fantastic  Biblical  title, 
"  Bells  and  Pomegranates."  What  was  bis  delight  to  read 
these  lines: 

"  Or  from  Browning  some  *  Pomegranate,'  which,  if  cut  deep  down  the 
middle. 
Shows  a  heart  within  blood-tinctured,  of  a  varied  humanity." 

Could  he  do  less  than  call  to  thank  the  author  for  the 
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IJmetic  compliment?     Wlien  lie  called  at  Mr.  Barrett's  re 
denee  kind   fate,  in  the  foria  of  a  blundering  servant,  i 
Jowcd  liim  to  enter  the  room  of  the  frail  invalid.     How  the,  1 
blunder  was  explained  to  her  we  know  not;  but  the  jwet  | 
was  allowed  to  renew  his  visits.     Mutual  esteem  begat  affec-  j 
tinn,  which  speedily  ripened  into  love,  an  ideal,  perfect  love,  , 
Bf  which  there  are  few  jxtrallels  in  history. 
'  Mins  Barrett  was  still  "  a  cnnlinncd  invulid,  just  dressed  1 
and  snpported  for  two  or  three  hours  from  her  bed  to  her 
pofa,  and  so  back  again."     No  wonder  her  family  should  be 
opposed   to  the  match.     But  love  did  for  her  what  the 
kindest  care  and  wisest  treatment  had  been  unable  to  ac-  ' 
complish.     It   gave   her  new  life.     After   two   j'eara'  ao-  I 
quaintauce,  during  which  time  her  strength  steadily  im-  I 
proved,  she  was  married  to  the  man  whom  she  loveil.     She  | 
aocompanied  him  to  sunny  Italy,  where  she  got  better  won-  1 
derfully  and  l)eyond  her  hopes.     The  deep  emotions  of  her  1 
heart  have  lieen  revealed  in   those  exquisite  poems,  which  J 
she  modestly  calteil  "  Sonnets  from  the  Portuguese,"  in  onlei 
to  veil  somewhat  their  true  origin.     Here  she  ventured  to^ 

■  exclaim: 
"  I  f  ield  the  grave  fur  thj  Rake,  nnd  exchange 
Mj  near  swett  view  of  heaveu  for  earth  with  thee." 

Rolrert  Browning  was  worthy  of  the   love  which   she  I 
lavished  upon  him,  not  only  for  his  genius,  but  for  ])crsonal  f 
f  worth. 

We  have  from  our  American  poet  and  traveller,  Bayard  1 

L  Taylor,  adescrlptionofhisappearance four  years  later,  when  I 

[  on  a  visit  with  hia  wife  to  London.     "  His  complexion  waafl 

I  fair,  with  perhaps  the  faintest  olive  tinge;  eyes  large,  eleaffJ 

:l  gray  ;  nose  strong  and  well  cut ;   mouth  full  aud  rattiefl 

id,  and  chin  pointed,  though  not  prominent.     His  fore-~|^ 

\  broadened  rapidly  upwards  from  U\g  oM\ftT  «.w^e;  ' 

■htly  retreating.     He  was  aVwttt  tNit 
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I  height,  strong  in  tlie  ehoulders,  but  slender  at  the  waist,  and 
I  his  movements  expressed  a  combination  of  \-igor  and  ela»' 
I  ticity.     He  was,  I  should  juUge,  about  thirty-sevBn  years 
I  of  age,  bnt  his  dark  hair  was  already  streaked  with  gray 
I  about  the  temples."     Such  was  he  to  look   upon,  and  al- 
I  rea<ly  he  was  recognized  as  one  of  the  greatest  English 
I  poets,  yet  destined  never  to  be  popular.     Taylor  had  called 
I'  to  see  the  Brownings,  and  tells  us  that  when  Mrs.  Browning 
entered  the  room  her  husband  "  ran  to  meet  her  with  a  boy- 
ish liveliness.     She  was  sHglit  and  fragile  in  appearance, 
with  a  pale,  wasted  face,  shaded  by  masses  of  soft  chestnut 
curls,  which  fell  on  her  cheeks,  and  serious  eyes  of  bluish- 
I  gray.     Her  frame  seemed  to  be  altogether  disproportionate 
I  to  her  soul.     This  at  least  was  the  first  impi-ession:  her 
personality,  frail  as  it  appeared,  soon  e:sercised  its  power, 
ind  it  seemed  a  natural  thing  that  she  should  have  written 
the  '  Cry  of  the  Children,'  or  '  Lady  Geraldine's  Courtship.' 
1  also  understood  how  those  two  poeta,  so  different  both  in- 
tellectually and  physically,  should  have  found  their  com- 
plements in  each  other.     They  appear  to  be— and  are — per- 
fectly happy  in  their  wedded   life."     Later  in   the  evening, 
after  the  poets  had  discussed   with  good  humor  whether  a 
republican  form  of  government  is  favorable  to  the  fine  arts, 
1  another  Browning  appeared  on  the  scone.     "Their  child,  a 
I  bine-eyed,  golden-haired  boy  of  two  years  old,  was  brought 
I  into  the  mom.     He  stammered  Italian  sentences  only ;  he 
I  knew  notliing,  as  yet,  of  hia  native  tongne."     The  boy  after-' i 
1  wards  exhibited  a  remarkable  genius  for  musio  and  draw- 

[  ins- 

The  Brownings  had  made  their  home  at  Florence,  "  Tho 
I  flower  of  all  cities,  and  city  of  all  flowers."     Here,  in  the 
grand  and  gloomy  Casa  GuiHi,  which  her  genins  has  im- 
mortalized, husband  and  wife  lived   and  wrote  for  more 
than  twenty  years.     She  nseci   chiefly  the  large  drawing- 
^jvom^  which  opened  on  a  balcony  filled  with  plants,  and 
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looked  out  upon  the  old  church  of  Santa  Felice.     It  a 
fitted  up  ivitli  large  book-cases,  constructed  of  siiecimens  of 
Florentine  carving  selected    by  Mr,  Browning,  and  filled 
with    books.      The   walla   were   hung   with   tapestry,  and   1 
besides  some  old  pictures  of  saints  there  were  portraits  of 
Dante,  Keats,  the  boy  Browning,  and  John  Kenyon.     A 
quaint  mirror,  easy  chairs  and  sofas,   with  a  variety  of 
ornaments,  filled  the  partly  darkened  room.     Near  the  door   ' 
was  a  low  arm-chair,  and  besi<le  it  a  small  table  strewn  with 
ting  materials,  books  and  papers.     This  was  the  favorite 
ifiunt  of  tbe  genius  of  the  pliice.     Here  she  worked,  dreamed 
marvellous  visions  and  wrote  poems  full  of  ethereal  fire. 
In  another  long  room  filled  with  plaster  casts  and  studies 
Robert  Browning  worked.     Their  dining-room  was  adorned 
with   medallions   of  Tennyson,  Carlyle   and  other  noted   i 
authors. 

Mrs.  Browning  became  deeply  interested  in  the  fete  of 
her  new  country,  whoso  historical  associations  ivere  so  noble,   I 
hut  whose  people  had  long  seemed  to  be  sunk  in  death. 
Though  she  had  long  before  said  of  herself,  "  I,  who  am  a  i 
not  made  for  war,"  that  in  truth  ivas  one  of  the  | 
ibjects  for  which  she   lived.      She  ytnn  a  battle-trumpet,  • 
iding  loud  and  long  to  wake  the  sleeping  nation  to  new- 
of  life.     When  the  Revolution  of  1848  stirred  Italy 
from  the  Alps  to  Sicily  she  rejoiced  in  the  fulfilment  of  bcP  1 
lo|>eB.     Her  feelings  are  shown  in    Part    First  of  "Ciisa 

lidi  Windows."  The  overthrow  of  the  revolutionary  I 
itempts  is  bewailed  in  Part  Second,  but  still  with  hope  in  I 
leir  resurrection. 

From  early  youth  Mrs.  Browning  had  given  thonght  to   ! 
it  public  questions,  and  especially  to  those  ]K;rtainii)g  to  \ 
le  moral  welfare  of  the  i>cople.    The  "Cry  of  the  Children  " 
the  greatest  of  her  iMiems  of  this  class,  and  its  history  J 
leserves  notice.     On  her  father's  reraova\  \.o  Yioiaftaw  v 
me  acquainted  with    Richard   Hon^Wt  W.oTi\e, 
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and  essayist  of  some  note.  Through  him  some  of  her  poems 
found  their  way  to  the  magazines^  and  heiong  remained  one 
of  her  trusted  friends  and  received  her  help  in  some  of  his 
literary  enterprises.  During  her  years  of  darkness  he  was 
appointed  assistant  commissioner  in  a  government  inquiry 
into  the  employment  of  children  in  mines  and  manufactor- 
ies. His  friendi  though  then  lying  apparently  at  the  door 
of  death,  read  the  official  reports  and  roused  herself  to  utter 
her  protest  against  the  sacrifice  of  youthful  lives  to  Mam* 
roon.  It  has  not  yet  ceased  to  echo  in  the  hearts  of  English- 
speaking  people. 

In  1866  api)eared  Mrs.  Browning's  longest  poem,  '^ Aurora 
Leigh/'  which  embodies  much  of  her  experience.  It  is 
divided  into  nine  books^  and  is  in  fact  a  novel  in  verse. 
It  gives  the  story  of  an  English  girl  educated  with  all  the 
advantages  of  the  nineteenth  century  and  thoroughly  imbued 
with  its  restless  progressive  spirit.  The  author  declared  it 
the  most  mature  of  her  works,  the  one  into  which  her  highest 
convictions  upon  Life  and  Art  had  entered.  She  dedicated 
it  to  her  cousin,  burly  John  Kenyon,  who  had  in  all  her 
career  most  generously  aided  and  encouraged  her. 

In  1859  a  new  movement  for  the  redemption  of  Italy 
from  the  Austrian  yoke  gave  gladness  to  her  soul.  Regard- 
ing Louis  Napoleon  as  the  Liberator  of  Italy  she  gave  him 
glorious  praise  in  more  than  one  poem.  But  the  Peace  of 
Villafranca,  July  11th,  1859,  by  which  so  quickly  after  the 
victories  of  Solferino  and  Mi^^enta  he  brought  to  a  close  the 
war  with  Austria,  was  a  serious  blow  to  her  hopes  and  her 
health.  She  suffered  much,  and  though  she  afterwards 
seemed  to  her  friends  to  rally,  she  never  regained  her  hold 
on  life.  Still  her  profound  interest  in  the  welfare  of  the 
land  of  her  residence  caused  her  to  appeal  to  the  world 
on  its  behalf,  to  call  for  the  completion  of  the  great 
work  which  had  been  begun,  the  regeneration  of  Italy. 
She  lived  to  see  the  first  Italian  Parliament;  but  not  to  see 
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Some  tbe  actual  capital  of  Italy.     She  died  at  Florence, 
June  29th,  1801. 

On  the  front  of  the  gray  walls  of  Casa  Guidi  is  a  me- 
morial tablet,  bearing  this  inscription  : 

"Here  wrote  anfl  died  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning, 

who  in  the  heart  of  a  woman  united  the  scholar's  learning 

and  the  poet's  gcniuR,  and  made  with  her  verse  a  goldeu 

bond  between  Italy  and  England.     To  lier  memory  grate- 

_fiil  Florence  has  erected  this  tablet,  1861,'' 

Mrs.  Browning  is  beyond  coutroversy  the  greatest  English 
Among  the  early  poems  which  she  afterwards 
'omitted  from  her  collected  works  there  were  some  which 
gave  decided  proof  of  original  power.  As  her  experience 
grew  wider  and  deeper  through  study  and  suffering,  lier 
jetic  genius  took  longer  antl  bolder  flights.  Her  fully 
leveloped  powers  were  able  to  sustain  her  in  prolonged 
Incursions,  which  passed  through  the  whole  range  of  humaa 
;  and  rose  from  earth  to  heaven.  Again  at  times  in 
^e  brief  comi>as.s  of  a  sonnet  or  in  a  lyrical  poem  of  a  few  I 
lages  she  gave  utterance  to  a  trutli  which  found  echo  and 
acceptance  in  the  hearts  of  all.  Into  her  poems  she  put  her 
Iteart  and  life.  She  said  herself,  "  Poetry  has  been  as  serious 
a  thiug  to  mo  as  life  itself;  and  life  has  l)cen  a  very  serious 
3>tng.  I  never  mistook  pleasure  for  tlie  fliinl  cause  of  poetry, 
tor  leisure  for  the  hour  of  the  ])oct.  I  have  done  my  work, 
9  far,  as  work,  as  the  completest  expression  of  my  personal 
being  to  which  I  could  attain."  Her  works,  skilfully  planned 
and  carefully  wrought  out  in  this  noble  spirit,  fully  establish 
her  the  noblest  female  poet  of  the  world.  Her  genius, 
working  in  every  effort  of  her  mind,  enabled  lior  to  infuse 
passion  and  enthusiasm  iiito  an  otherwise  cumbrous  mass 

I  of  knowledge.     Her  soul,  refresiied  by  intercourse  with  the 
jgoaster  minds  of  all  ages,  rose  above  even  the  lutens^t  i 
jbhysical  euSering  and  bodily  weakness,  to  give  new  utter- 
Ince  to  tlie  graiul^B^i^^^uwanity,  nud  to  che4 
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fellow-toilers  and  sufferers.  Though^  like  the  prophets  of 
old,  she  was  called  to  behold  with  clear  spiritual  vision  the 
woes  of  mankind,  she  had  also  faith  to  look  beyond  the 
present  struggle  to  the  ultimate  victory  of  righteousneas  and 
to  look  above  to  the  Eternal  King,  who  giveth  his  followers 
strength  to  endure  hardship,  and  who  shall  award  the 
crown  to  him  that  overcometb. 
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MRS.  n.  B.  STOWE  AND  UNCLE  TOSTS  CABIN, 

IF  Mrs.  Stowe  should  cv«r  tell  the  world  juat  how 
"  Uncle  Tom  "  came  to  be  written,  and  then  just  how- 
it  was  written,  she  would  give  us  a  story  almost  as  intor- 
estiug  as  a  chapter  of  the  work  itself.  A  "  little  bird  " 
once  whispered  in  my  ears  the  outline  of  the  story.  Oa 
B  certain  day,  thirty-two  years  ago,  In  the  month  of  June, 
Mrs.  Stowe  enjoyed  the  agreeable  experience  of  receiving 
a  letter  with  an  unexpected  check  for  money  in  it.  Few 
things  in  life  arc  more  pleasing  than  this.  How  neatly 
the  little  document  lies  enclosed  in  the  folds  of  the  sheet, 
and  how  pleasantly  it  comes  fluttering  home  to  the  elated 
recipient !  3t  is  minutely  inspected,  for  a  strange  check 
is  a  revelation.  Every  bank  has  its  own  style,  and  every 
great  house  adds  its  peculiar  mark.  What  character  in 
the  signature!  The  filling  up  is  in  a  clerkly  hand, 
acquired  at  school;  but  the  hand  that  put  its  magic 
Bcrawl  at  the  bottom  was,  it  may  be,  toughened  in  the 
rude  school  of  the  world,  where  it  had  many  a  fight  before 
it  proved  the  victor. 

The  check  which  Mrs,  Stowe  received  in  June,  1851, 
came  from  the  editor  of  a  newspaper  published  in  the 
city  of  Washington,  and  tradition  reports  it  to  have  been 
of  the  value  of  one  hundred  dollars.  The  letter  in  which 
it  was  enclosed  asked  her  to  write  as  much  of  a  story  as 
she  could  afford  for  the  money.  The  reader  is  probably 
aware  that,  thirty-one  years  ago,  a  hundred  dollars  accora- 
panying  such  a  request  was  about  equivalent  to  a  thousand 
at  the  present  time.    It  was  really  a  reapeatsAfe  wotb. 
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money.  We  have  heard  that  it  looked  very  large  mdeed 
to  the  modest  lady  who  then  received  it.  She  was  the 
wife  of  a  Professor  of  Divinity  in  Bowdoin  College,  and 
she  was  living  at  Brunswick,  the  seat  of  that  institution, 
a  village  about  thirty  miles  to  the  northeast  of  Portland 
in  Maine. 

Even  now  Maine  is  a  land  of  careful  economy ;  but  at 
that  time  the  salaries  of  learned  professors  ranged  from 
six  hundred  dollars  a  year  to  fifteen  hundred ;  and  few 
indeed  were  the  lucky  men  who  received  the  larger  sum. 

This  mother  added  something  to  the  family  income  by 
teaching  daily  a  class  of  eight  young  ladies.  Besides 
this,  she  did  with  her  own  hands  all  the  work  of  the 
household,  except  the  roughest  part,  which  was  performed, 
after  a  fashion,  by  a  girl  fresh  from  Ireland  who  could 
not  speak  the  English  language.  And  here  was  a  hundred 
dollar  check  in  the  house !  It  was  bewildering.  Editors 
in  Washington  do  not  send  checks  to  remote  villages  in 
Maine  except  for  cause.  What  had  Mrs.  Stowe  done  that 
the  editor  of  the  National  Era^  a  paper  of  limited  circu- 
lation, should  distinguish  her  thus  ? 

She  had  published  a  volume  of  sketches  and  stories 
called  the  "  Mayflower,"  which  first  saw  the  light  in  1849, 
two  years  before.  She  had  been  a  writer  from  her  child- 
hood. During  her  young-lady  years  she  had  been  a 
member  in  Cincinnati  of  a  literary  society  called  the 
"Semicolon  Club,"  for  which  she  had  written  a  great 
number  of  tales  and  sketches  of  character.  These  pieces 
were  the  delight  of  the  club;  but  a  certain  degree  of 
literary  talent  is  so  common  among  New  England  girls, 
that  few  persons  seem  to  have  perceived  in  them  the 
promise  of  a  splendid  career.  Mrs.  Stowe  afterwards 
contributed  to  periodicals,  and  at  last,  the  best  of  her 
writings  having  been  published  in  the  "  Mayflower,"  she 
enjojed  a  certain  celebrity  on  both  sides  of  the  ocean. 
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"The  volume  was  repuLlislied  immediately  in  London, 
where  it  found  aj>in-eciatioii.  There  are  many  things  in 
this  collection  oi  stories  that  show  true  genius,  t.  e.,  a 
genuine  power  of  exhibiting  liumHn  lifo  and  cliaractor. 
It  was  the  taJout  displayed  in  the  "Mayflower"  tliat 
prompted  Dr.  Bailey  to  send  his  well-timed  check  to  the 
tillage  of  Brunswick. 

The  National  Mra  was  an  anti-alaTery  paper,  chiefly 
fOted  on  account  of  the  place  whence  it  was  issued.  It 
bttacked  slavery  at  the  capital  of  the  United  States,  in 
e  District  of  Columbia,  where  slaves  were  lawfully  held, 
ind  in  close  proximity  to  States  in  which  slavery  was  the 
raling  interest.  It  had  little  influence  at  the  capital, 
ithere  indeed  a  good  many  of  the  people  were  scarcely 
pware  of  its  existence.  The  paper  seemed  protected  by 
B  insigiiificanoe,  and  it  is  iaterestiug  now  to  remember 
tile  almost  coutemptuous  indifference  with  which  it  was 
Regarded  by  the  ruling  spirits  at  Washington. 

Mrs.  Stowe,  as  it  chanced,  knew  something  about 
jlavery  and  Southern  life.  While  living  in  and  near 
ftCincinnatt  she  occasionally  visited  her  pupils  at  their 
lomes  in  Kentucky,  and  her  husband  had  frequently 
larbored  fugitives  iu  his  house  and  assisted  thera  on  their 
"  way  to  Canada.  She  had  heard  the  stories  of  these 
fugitives  from  their  own  lips.  The  Ohio  River,  close  to 
which  she  lived,  was  part  of  the  boundary  lino  t>etwcen 
North  and  South,  and  slavery  was  discussed  in  all  that 
region  with  the  pecidiar  heat  and  intensity  which  distin- 
guish border  warfare.  In  tills  heat  and  intensity  Mrs, 
Stowe  did  not  appear  to  share  in  the  least.  It  has  been 
fi'equently  observed  that  jiersons  who  have  the  faculty  of 
absorbing  and  reproducing  human  life  and  character  do 
not  appear  to  be  more  interested  in  watching  them  than 
others.  Charles  Dickens,  for  example,  would  look  u^ou 
rithajiparent  indifference,  make  no  xtiijotft. 'iV'-^ 


i 


^H   Bh 


76  MRS.  H.  B.  STOWB, 

at  the  time,  and  yet  long  after  describe  it  with  the  exac 
BesB  and  particularity  of  a  photograph. 

Mrs.  StoiFC  was  a  quietly  observant  person  on  the  banks  1 
of  the  Ohio,  not  a  flaming  Abolitionist,  not  a  fiery  j 
partiaaii ;  having  a  real  and  strong  regard  for  the  good  1 
qualities  of  the  Southern  people;  fully  comprehending! 
their  inherited  difficulties,  and  liaving  for  them  a  chari^ 
table  sympathy.  But  in  her  own  quiet  way  she  gradually  | 
absorbed  a  knowledge  of  the  whole  system  of  life  in  the  J 
Southern  States;  its  good  and  its  evil,  its  tragedy  and  its  J 
comedy.  She  appears  to  have  done  this  witliout  particular! 
effort,  and  even  without  knowing  that  slic  had  done  it. 

Nor  is  it  probable  that,  when  she  sat  down  to  write 
Bomething  for  her  hundred  dollar  clieck,  and  called  it 
"  Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,  or  Life  Among  the  Lowly,"  she  had  i 
any    lofty   anticipations    concerning    her    work.     It    is  I 
altogether  likely— judging  from  the  way  great  things  ara  I 
usually  done — that  her  principal  caro  was  to  give  the 
editor  a  good  hundred  dollars'  worth  for  his  money.     She 
expected  to  finish  the  story  in  three  or  four  numbers. 
But  the  subject  fascinated  and  overpowered  her,  and  she 
was  drawn  on,  week  after  week,  cheered  now  and  then  by 
another  cheek,  by  the  warm  appreciation  of  the  editor, 
and  by  occasional  approving  letters  from  distant  readers.  J 

Few  literary  tasks  have  ever  been  executed  in  circum-  J 
stances  BO  little  favorable  to  composition.  She  was  at  the  ' 
head  of  a  household,  with  narrow  means,  with  young 
children  clamorona  for  their  mother's  aid,  with  the 
inexorable  Monday  wash  to  superintend,  the  Saturday's 
baking  to  do,  the  semi-weekly  batch  of  bread  to  make, 
her  class  of  young  ladies  to  instruct,  company  to  entertain, 
garments  to  cut  out,  buttons  to  sew  on, -and  all  the  endless 
of  a  wife  and  mother.  Sometimes,  on  baking-day, 
she  would  light  the  fire  in  the  big  brick  oven,  and  think- 
W  to  gain  a  lew  minutes  for  writing,  would  fly  to  her  . 
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task  and  become  bo  absorbed  by  it  as  to  forget  everything 
in  the  world  except  the  scenL'  she  was  describing.     She 
would  retui'ii  to  ber  oven  to  fijid  it  as  cold  as  it  was  at 
midnight ;  not  a  spark  of  fire  left,  and  the  bread  risen 
and  running  over  the  trough.     But  sbe  kept  on  for  about 
^^jighteen  months  and  finished  the  work. 
^^B  It  is  not  true  that  she  Imd  to  seek  for  a  publisher, 
^^Mlthougb  her  publisher  didthiuk  she  ougbtto  have  stopped 
^^Ht  the  end  of  the  first  volume  and  thus  make  it  a  more 
^^HlUahle  work.     Its  success  is  freshly  remembered.     Mrs. 
^^Bkowe  realized  her  wild  dream  of  being  able  to  buy  from 
^^^Uie  profits  of  the  work  "a  new  silk  dress."     Within  two 
years  two  million  copies  of  the  work  had  been  sold,  and 
it  lias  been  translated  into  every  cultivated  lauguage.     If 
the  sacred  rights  of  authors  and  artists  wero  duly  pro- 
tected by  international  law,  she  would  have  been  enriched 
by  this  one  work.     Many  other  persons  have  been  enriched 
by  it,  but  not  she,  the  gentle  and   gieat  woman  who 
created  it.     It  is  a  pleasure,  however,  to  know,  aa   I  was 
BBSured  the  other  day  by  the  publisher,  that "  Uncle  Tom  " 
ill  has  an  average  sale  of  about  foui'  thousand  copies  a 
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MISS  ALCOTT. 

^TiyTISS  LOUISA  MAY  ALCOTT,  as  every  one  who 
-LV-L  has  read  "  Little  Women  "  would  easily  believe,  is 
the  original  of  her  own  harum*scamm  "  Jo."  The  per- 
sonal appearance  of  her  heroine  corresponds  almost 
exactly  to  her  own  at  the  same  age.  Tall,  blue-eyed, 
endowed  with  the  thick  clustering  chestnut  "mane," 
which  was  poor  Jo's  sole  pride,  she  was  doubtless  in  her 
teens  somewhat  angular  and  awkward,  although  at  the 
present  time  a  lady  of  fine  figure  and  carriage. 

Miss  Alcott  was  born  in  Gtermantown,  Pennsylvania, 
about  fifty  years  ago.  Two  years  after  her  birth  the 
family  moved  to  Boston,  where  her  father  established  a 
school,  which  soon  became  a  noted  one,  in  the  Temple 
Building,  near  the  Common.  Some  of  its  features,  among 
them  the  singular  rule  which  compelled  an  offending 

'  pupil  to  ferule  the  master,  are  described  in  the  pages  of 
"  Little  Men."  But  the  peculiarity  of  such  methods  was 
more  apparent  than  their  excellence,  and  the  school  soon 
declined  in  popularity,  partly  on  this  account,  and  still 
more  because  Mr.  Alcott  refused  to  deny  admission  to  a 
colored  student.  Scholar  after  scholar  left,  until  at  last 
his  only  remaining  pupils  were  a  little  colored  boy,  one 
white  boy,  his  daughter  Louisa,  then  between  six  and 
seven  years  old,  and  her  two  sisters,  the  Meg  and  Beth  of 
"  Little  Women."  At  last,  he  gave  up  the  struggle  and 
removed  to  Concord.     Shortly  afterward  he  went  to  the 

--neighboring  town  of  Harvard,  where  he  and  some  friends 
tried  to  establish  a  religious  and  vegetarian  community^ 
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IKHseirhat  after  the  pattern  of  Brook  Farm,  wlicre  each 
was  to  do  his  fair  share  of  labor  for  tlie  coiumoa  good. 
It  failed,  of  courao,  aud  tlie  failure  furnished  the  material 
for  MisB  Alcott'a  amuaing  atory,  entitled  "  Trauaeendental 
Wild  Oats." 

The  family  tlieu  returned  to  Concord,  where  they  spent 

:e  years  in  the  house  afterwards   occupied  by  Haw- 

lorne.     It  was  about  this  time  that  Miss  Alcott  became 

uainted  with  Ralph  Waldo  Emerson,  to  whom   she 

frequently  I'efere  iu  her  works,  always  with  a  peculiar 

.ingling   of    tenderness   and   reverence.      She   went   to 

ichool  for  some  time  with  his  children  in  their  father's 

TU,  and  she  draws  a  pleasaat  picture  of  the  illustrious 

losophcr  taking  a   merry    company   of   yomig  folks, 

(wded   into   a   gayly   decorated    hay-wagon,  to   bathe, 

pther  berries,  or  picnic  at  Walden  Pond.     He  made  a 

ilightful  play-fellow,  and  always  found  pleasant  nooks 

them  in  the   woods  and  meadows,  and   told   them 

inderful   stones   of  the  woodland  pets   of  Ins   friend 

loreau,  upon  whose  shoulder  the  wild  birds  would  light 

Fearlessly,  and  who  could  dip  his  hand  into  the  pond  and 

lift  it  out  with  a  shining  fish  lying  iu  the  palm. 

When  she  grew  older  and  was  seized  by  the  "book- 
mania,"  as  she  calls  it,  she  used  to  haunt  his  library  and 
aak  him  to  recommend  to  her  booivs  to  read,  always 
inquiring  for  something  new  and  very  interesting,  and 
seldom  failing, througli  his  patient  help,  to  find  it.  Some- 
times, when  she  wished  to  try  sometliiBg  far  above  her 
girlish  comprehouaion,  lie  would  advise  her  to  wait  awhile 
fer  that,  aud  offer  something  else  to  take  its  place, 
ft  "  For  many  of  these  wise  books,"  she  adds, "  I  am  wait^ 
^g  still,  very  patiently,  because  in  his  own  I  have  found 
the  truest  delight,  the  beat  inspiration  of  my  life." 

She  tells,  too,  with  humorous  relish,  a  charocteristio 
anecdote  of  her  kind  aud  great ,  fiiend,  ■w\ioa&  \«id&&i( 
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the  occasion    o£    his  hoiiae    taking    fire,  were 
uncercmouiouBly  out  of  the  wiudow  into  tlie  yard. 

"  As  I  stood  guarding  the  scorched,  wet  pile,"  bIic  sayB^^ 
"  Mr.  Emersou  passed  by,  and  surveyiiig  the  devastation 
with  philosophical  calmness,  only  said  in  answer  to  my 
lamentations,  'I   see   my   library   under   a   new   aspect. 
Could  you  tell  me  where  my  good  neighbors  have  flung  J 
my  boots  t ' " 

It  was  in  Concord,  in  a  pretty  aummcr-honae  whicbifl 
Mr.  Alcott  had  built  for  hia  daughters  near  a  brook,  that^l 
Misa  Alcott  firat  tried  composing  stories,  but  only  ttr* 
amuse  her  sistcra  and  friende.  When  she  was  aisteea'fl 
they  all  went  back  to  Boston  to  live,  and  there  she  began  I 
to  teach  school.  It  was  not  a  pleasant  occupation  to  her^f 
and,  ere  long,  she  ventured  to  offer  a  story  to  a  BostoaJ 
newspaper.  Slio  has  heraelf  related,  in  an  interesting  1 
letter  to  the  Saturday  Evening  Gazette,  how  it  fared  with  | 
her  in  her  early  attempts  to  write  for  publication. 

"  I  still  have,"  she  wrote,  "  a  very  vivid  recollection  of  1 
the  mingled  hope  and  fear  with  which  I  sent  my  second  ( 
Btoiy  to  try  its  fate  in  a  newspaper.     My  first  appeared 
in  Eallou'a  Pictorial  Museum,  and  the  five  dollars  paid 
for  it   was   the   most  welcome    money  I    ever   earned. 
'  The   Rival    Prima    Bomias '  fared   still    better,  for    it  j 
brought   me   ten   dollars   and   a   request   for   more ;   ata 
which  delightful  news  the  heart  of  the  young  authoress^ 
sang  for  joy :  and  she  set  bravely  forth  along  the  literary 
lane,  which  for  twenty  ycara  showed  no  sign  of  turning. 

"  I  always  considered  this  tale  a  very  successful  one, 
not  only  because  it  was  so  hospitably  received,  hut 
because  when  dramatized,  at  a  hint  from  the  kind  friend 
who  said  a  good  word  for  me,  both  to  editor  and  manager, 
it  was  accepted  by  Mr.  Barry  of  tlie  Boston  Theatre. 
Tiic  ladies  who  were  to  play  the  prima  donnas  were 
teen  the  two  the 
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poor  play  fared  ill.  But  I  gladly  added  and  altered,  and 
felt  quite  satisfied  in  spite  of  the  delay  ;  for  a  free  pass 
3  given  me,  and  I  went  forty  times  to  the  theatre  that 
Rich  treat  to  a  stage-struck  girl ;  though  tlie 
(ay  never  came  out,  and  waa  wisely  given  to  the  Sames 
^  last,  to  the  great  relief  of  all  parties." 

"Other  stories  followed  this  fortunate  one;  and,  after 

(first  timid  call  at  the  office,  I  was  emboldened  by  my 

ind  reception  to  go  often,  and  soon  went  peddling  my 

ires  in  other  places,  but  never  with  equal  success  in  tlie 

fcnrteous  treatment  and  prompt  payment  which  is  bo 

welcome  to  the  soul  of  the  bashful  yet  ambitious  beginner. 

"  One  of  the  memorable  momenta  of  my  life  is  that  in 

which,  as  I  trudged  to  my  little  school  on  a  wintry  day, 

my  eyes   fell    upon   a  large    yellow   poster   with   these 

delicious  words :  '  Bertha,'  a  new  tale,  by  the  author  of 

"Tlie  Rival  Prima  Donnas,'  will  appear  in  the  Saturday 

Evening  Gazette.     I  was  late  ;  it  was  bitter  cold  ;  people 

jostled  me ;  I  was  mortally  afraid  I  slioiild  be  recognized ; 

but  there  I  stood,  feasting  my  eyes  on  the  fascinating 

pester,  and  saying  jiroudly  to  myself,  in  the  words  of  the 

great  Vincent  Crummies,  'This,  this  ia  fame!'      That 

^y  my  pupils  had  an  indulgent  teaclier ;  for,  wliile  they 

'uggled  with  their  pot-hooks,  I  was  writing  immortal 

and,  when  they  droued   out  the  multiplication 

(ble,  I  was  counting  up  the  noble  fortune  iny  pen  was  to 

\ra  for  me  in  the  dim,  delightful  future.     That  afternoon 

'  sisters   made   a   pilgrimage   to   behold   tliis  famous 

jard,  and,  finding  it  torn  by  the  wind,  boldly  stole  it, 

pd  came  liome  to  wave  it  like  a  triumphal  banner  in  the 

lom  of  the  excited  family.     The  tattered  paper  still 

ists,  folded  away  with  other  relics  of  those  early  days, 

}  hard  and  yet  so  sweet,  when  the  first  small  victories 

n'e  won,  and  the  eutbusiaam  of  youtk  VeioXi  tQ'a^a.iiK)& 

ilife'«  (lTudgei'j.\ 
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"  A  dozen  or  more  of  these  stories  were  written  during 
those  winters  when  I  first  set  out  to  seek  my  fortune, 
which  began  with  twenty  dollars  from  the  good  old 
G-azeUe. 

"With  what  eagerness  did  I  unfold  that  generous 
sheet,  and  read  aloud  these  foolish  tales  to  my  partial 
audience,  who  all  predicted  a  future  which  would  eclipse 
the  fame  of  Shakspeare,  Scott,  and  Dickens !  Only  those 
who  have  known  this  experience  can  underjstand  the 
intense  satisfaction  one  feels  on  seeing  his  first  literary 
efforts  actually  in  print,  and  the  sheet  in  which  they 
appear  always  finds  a  warm  place  in  the  heart  of  the 
grateful  scribbler.  For  to  no  other  work  ever  goes  so 
much  love  and  labor,  hope  and  fear,  as  to  these  faulty 
darlings,  whom  we  secretly  cherish  long  after  we  are 
heartily  ashamed  of  them. 

"  This  training  in  the  production  of  short  dramatic 
stories  proved  very  useful  in  after  years,  when  orders  for 
tales  of  certain  lengths  were  plentiful;  and  a  dozen  a 
month  were  easily  turned  off,  and  well  paid  for,  especially 
while  a  certain  editor  labored  under  the  delusion  that  the 
writer  was  a  man.  The  moment  the  truth  was  known 
the  price  was  lowered ;  but  the  girl  had  learned  the  worth 
of  her  wares,  and  would  not  write  for  less,  so  continued 
to  earn  her  fair  wages  in  spite  of  sex." 

Miss  Alcott  urges' ladies  who  write  for  publication,  not 
to  submit  to  injustice  of  this  kind,  and  to  inform  them- 
selves as  to  their  rights.     She  says : 

"Now  that  women  have  made  a  place  for  themselves  in 
journalism  and  literature,  it  is  wise  for  them  to  cultivate, 
not  only  their  intellectual  faculties,  but  their  practical 
ones  also,  and  understand  the  business  details  of  their 
craft.  The  ignorance  and  helplessness  of  women  writers 
is  amazing,  and  only  disastrous  experience  teaches  them 
srbati  tbey  should  have  learned  before.    The  brains  that 
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I  earn  money  in  this  way  can  understand  how  to  take 
e  of  it  by  a  proper  knowledge  of  contracts,  copyrights, 
Old  the  duties  of  publisher  and  author  toward  on© 
another.  Then  there  will  be  less  complaint  on  both  sidea, 
and  fair  play  for  those  who  win,  not  only  admiration  for 
their  work,  hut  respect  for  their  wisdom  in  the  affairs  of 
their  trade." 

It  is  the  earlier  portion  of  her  literary  career  that  IGss 
Alcott  describes  so  amusingly   in  "  Little  Women."     I 
wish  my  own  knowledge  enabled  me  to  aay  exactly  what 
passages  of  that  popular  work  may  be  accepted  as  accu- 
rate pictures  of  real  events.     I  should  deem  it  a  privilege 
could  I  but  vouch  for  the  reality  of  the  top-boots  and  tin 
money,  those  twin  glories  of  the  drama  in  the  March 
household,  or  state  upon  good  authority  that  Jo's  first 
visit  to  the  "  Spread  Eagle  "  office  was  Mias  Alcott'a  own 
experience.    It  is  not  ray  fortune,  however,  to  know  just 
where  fact  ends  and  fiction  begins,  although  I  think  that 
I  could  guess  and   come  very  near  the  mark.     But,  as 
^^jnost  of  Miss  Alcott's  readers  have  probably  the  same 
^^Bnling,  it  is  perhaps  better  that  all  should  be  left  free  to 
^^H^eve  just  what  they  prefer,  and  cherish  undisturbed 
^^H'harmless  pride  in  their  own  discernment. 
^^V  The  amusing  feminine  Pickwick  Club,  at  least,  we  are 
^^K  liberty  to  believe  in,  since  Miss  Alcott  herself,  after 
^^T^ving  at  length  the  Pickwick  Portfolio,  says  that  it  is  "a 
hona-Jide  copy  of  one  written  by  hona-Jide  girls  once  upon 
a  time."     The  benevolent  Pickwick,  the  accomplished 
^^^Vinkle,  the  plump  Tu[iman,  and  the  poetical  Snodgrasa. 
^^kero   doubtless   enacted   with    great  spirit  by  the   four 
^^Kerry  sisters,  and  their  paper,  as  given  by  its  former 
editor,  is  certainly  attractive  reading. 

The  blast  of  war  sounded    in  the  ears  of  this  yoimg 
writer,  the  child  of  an  enthusiast.     S\\c  ■was  OTi&  cS.  \iRa 
1  in  New  England  who  volunteered  lot  eecrvaa 
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the  military  hospitals  (luring  the  late  war.  She  was 
promptly  at  her  work,  and  in  circmnstances  that  would 
soon  have  discouraged  her  if  the  impulse  which  brought 
her  thither  had  been  but  a  romantic  fancy.  She  had 
charge  at  first,  all  inexperienced  as  she  was,  of  a  ward 
containing  forty  beds,  where  she  spent  her  days,  as  she 
remarks,  in  "  washing  faces,  serving  rations,  giving  medi- 
cine, and  sitting  in  a  very  hard  chair,  with  pneumonia  on 
one  side,  diphtheria  on  the  other,  two  typhoids  opposite, 
and  a  dozen  dilapidated  patriots  hopping,  lying,  and 
lounging  about,  all  staring  more  or  less  at  the  new 
<  Nuss '." 

What  a  change  from  the  tranquil  life  of  a  New  England 
home !  She  almost  desired  the  arrival  of  wounded  men, 
since  unhappily  there  were  such,  for  there  was  nothing 
heroic  in  rheumatism  or  liver  complaint. 

The  wounded  men  came  all  too  soon. 

In  the  gray  of  early  morning,  but  three  days  after  her 
arrival,  she  was  roused  by  a  hurried  knock  at  her  door, 
and  an  excited  black  contraband  of  six  years  thrust  in  his 
woolly  head  and  told  her  that  forty  ambulances,  filled 
with  the  wounded  from  Fredericksburg,  were  at  the  door, 
and  the  matron  required  her  help  at  once. 

She  hastened  down,  and  was  greeted  as  she  descended 
by  dreadful  odors,  which  she  was  told  would  thenceforth 
pervade  the  place,  since  there  was  no  way  to  get  rid  of 
them.  On  reaching  the  large  hall,  she  found  numbers  of 
soldiers  lying  about  on  the  floor  or  seated  with  their  backs 
against  the  wall,  while  more  were  continually  arriving, 
some  staggering  in  supported  upon  rude  crutches,  others 
borne  upon  stretchers  or  carried  in  men's  arms.  Nurses, 
surgeons,  and  attendants  were  hurrying  to  and  fro,  and 
the  scene  was  one  of  horror  and  confusion.  She  remained 
a  moment,  dazed  with  wonder  and  compassion,  looking 
on,  and  then  repaired  to  her  ward  to  receive  orders  from 
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They  were  brief  and  to  the  point ;  all  her 
patieuts  were  to  be  washed  and  put  to  bed  as  quickly  as 
pOBBible. 

These  directions,  although  simple,  did  not  appear  to  j 
a  new  nurse  very  easy  to  follow,  but  sensibly  resolving  \ 
I  put  away  her  scruples,  and  do  as  much  good  a 
»uld,  she  took  her  basin  and  towels  and  approached  the  j 
leareat  sufferer.     He  was  an  old  Irishman,  wounded  in 
fce  liead,  and  was  at  once  so  brave,  so  grateful,  and  so 
pmiy,  that  her  task  did  uot  seem  difficult.    Most  of  the  i 
leu  were  at  first  far  too  exhausted  and  sleepy  to  talk, 
ind  merely  dozed  wherever  they  chanced  to  drop  down 
until  the  smell  of  food  aroused  them.     But  after  receiving 
their  rations  many  became  quite  communicative,  and  the 
new  nurse,  eager  for  news,  received  numerous  graphic 
accounts  of  the  battle,  some  fierce  and  brief,  some  spiced 
with  genuine  Yankee  humor,  as  she  passed  from  one  bed 
to  another,  bathing,  bandaging,  and  feeding  her  way  down 
the  long  aisle. 

The  courage  with  which  the  wounded  men  endured  I 
tiieir  auiferings.  Miss  Alcott  describes  as  something  mar-  j 
velous.  Barely  did  a  cry  or  a  groan  escape  their  lips, 
although  during  the  painful  examination  and  dressing 
of  neglected  wounds  that  day,  there  was  no  ether  used, 
the  doctors  considering  it  unnecessary  because  the  ampu- 
tations were  deferred  until  the  morrow.  One  or  two 
irrepressible  Irishmen  swore  at  the  surgeons  or  called 
vpoa  tlie  Virgin,  '*  but  as  a  general  thing  the  work  went 
on  in  silence,  broken  only  by  some  quiet  request  for 
instruments  or  plaster,  a  sigh  from  tlie  patient,  or  £[ 
sympathizing  murmur  from  the  nurse." 

tThe  hospital  ia  which  Miss  Alcott  served,  and  which 
B  has  exhibited  to  the  public  under  the  expressive  title 
"  Hurlyburly  House,"  had  been  a  hotel  before  i\\ft  "^^-^-h 
d  was  hf  no  means  well-suited  tor  l\\e  ^puvi^ijaaViiii 
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it  was  afterwards  put.  The  arrangement  of  tlie  wardu, 
was  inconvenient,  and  there  were  no  proper  quarters  for 
the  nurses  and  attendants.  Her  own  room,  which  she 
shared  with  another  lady,  the  day-nurse  of 'the  ward,  was 
a  small,  uncarpeted  apartment  in  the  fourth  story,  with 
a  window  every  pane  of  which  was  cracked,  a  fireplace 
possessing  neither  tongs  nor  shovel,  and  a  miserable 
closet  infested  by  rats  and  black  bugs.  Its  furnitui'e 
consisted  of  two  iron  bedsteads  provided  with  unpleas- 
antly meager  mattresses,  two  trunks,  two  tables,  two 
chairs,  a  tiny  mirror,  a  tin  basin,  a  blue  pitcher,  and  a 
pair  of  yellow  mugs.  The  walls  were  whitewashed,  and 
the  windows  were  draped  with  sheets. 

Her  fare  was  in  accordance  with  these  surroundings. 
It  rarely  varied,  and  it  was  not  good.  Moreover,  she  did 
not  have  enough  of  it,  since  if  she  did  not  appear 
promptly  at  table  she  found  nothing  left  there  for  her  to 
eat,  and  it  was  impossible  for  her  to  be  punctual  with 
so  many  sick  men  demanding  her  attention.  The  attend- 
ants, too,  Were  convalescents,  and  were  not  physically 
able  to  cope  with  the  tasks  assigned  them,  so  that  to 
spare  them  she  did  the  work  of  at  least  three  persons. 
Under  such  circumstances  it  is  scarcely  to  be  wondered 
at  that  her  health  broke  down  and  her  hospital  experiences 
terminated  in  a  dangerous  attack  of  typhoid  fever. 

Her  struggle  with  the  disease  was  protracted  and 
severe,  and  although,  thanks  to  an  originally  fine  consti- 
tution, she  at  last  recovered,  she  lost  her  beautiful  hair, 
and  has  never  since  been  the  strong  and  healthy  woman 
she  was  before  she  enlisted  as  a  nurse. 

The  "Hospital  Sketches,"  in  which  she  describes  the 
scenes  among  which  she  labored,  first  appeared  separately 
in  a  Boston  paper,  and  were  afterwards  gathered  together 
into  a  volume.  They  were  her  first  great  literary  success. 
Zasned  at  a  time  when  the  public  was  hungry  for  every 
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■ap  o£  news   from   camp   €r   hospital,  these   articles, 

laaty,  faulty,  often  extravagant  in  fancy  and  diction,  but 

fjct   written   in   the   spirit   of    patriotism   and   with    aii 

honoBt  desire  to  tell  the  truth,  were  read  witii  passionate 

interest. 

Five  years  later,  she  gained  her  second  popular  triumph : 

she  published  "  Little  Women."     This  story  —  for  novel 

it  was  not  —  was  at  once  received  into  wide  favor,  and  is 

still  pre-eminently  the  book  of  tlie  American  girl.     Its 

charm  lies   in   the   reality  of   its   incidents,  tlie   bright 

every-day  character  of  ita  four  heroines  and  their  friends, 

md  llie  breezy  spirit  with  which  tlie'fiimple  narrative  is 

iivon.      An   ill-natured   critic   miglit   descant  upon  the 

Iccasional  hasty  workmanship,  but  the  best  answer  to  all 

U"ping  is  tlie  unflagging  interest  with  which  our  young 

idioa  still  discuss  the  question,  whether  or  not  Jo  should 

aive  maiTied  Laurie.    Most  of  them,  it  may  be  added, 

luuk  she  should ;  indeed,  the  amiable  Bhaer  has  scarcely 

ict  with  the  favor  he  deaervos. 

I  Miss  Alcott  is   a   busy  and  voluminous  Writer.     Her 

fc£lght  CousiiiB,"  "  Rose  in  Bloom,"  "  Under  the  Lilacs," 

tOld-fashioned  Girl,"  "Jack    and   Jill,"   together   with 

BAunt  Jo's  Scrap-Bag  Series,"  and  several  volumes  of 

lort  stories,  are  now  established  favorites,  and  a  new 

lory  appearing  above  her  signature  in  one  of  the  maga- 

ines  creates  a  pleasant  stir  among  tlie  younger  members 

of  many  households,  and  in  some  of  the  older  ones,  too.    . 

Several  hundred  thousand  copies  of  her  works  have  been 

sold  in  America,  and  nearly  as  many  more  in  England 

LOd  other  European  countries.     A  translation  of  "  Little 

ff'omen"   was   published   not  long   ago   in  a  chi!drt!u's 

Bl&gazine  in  Pacis,  under  tlis  title  of  Les  Quatre  FJUcs 

1  Docteur  Marsch  (The  Four  Daughters  of  Dr.  Marcli). 

t  included,  however,  only  the  first  volume,  with  an  added 

:  ia  which  the  interesting  si&tfiTa  are  s\3,\\siQVs  ■v"*'^ 
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vided  with  husbands  according  to  the  pleasure  of  the 
translator,  who.  owns  to  never  having  seen  the  second 
volume.  The  eminently  respectable  Bhaer,  therefore, 
does  not  appear,  and  Jo  and  Laurie  are  comfortably 
established  upon  a  farm  in  wedded  happiness. 

The  home  of  Miss  Alcott  in  Concord,  Massachusetts,  is 
an  object  of  interest  to  visitors.  It  is  described  in  one  of 
the  letters  of  Lydia  Maria  Child,  written  in  1876 : 

"The  house  of  the  Alcotts  took  my  fancy  greatly. 
When  they  bought  the  place  the  house  was  so  very  old, 
that  it  was  thrown  into  the  bargain  with  the  supposition 
that  it  was  fit  for  nothing  but  fire-wood.  But  Mr.  Alcott 
has  an  architectural  taste  more  intelligible  than  his 
Orphic  sayings.  He  let  every  old  rafter  and  beam  stay 
in  its  place,  changed  old  ovens  and  ash-holes  into  Saxon 
arched  alcoves,  and  added  a  wash-woman's  old  shanty  to 
the  rear.  The  result  is  a  house  full  of  queer  nooks  and 
corners  and  all  manner  of  juttings  in  and  out.  It  seems 
as  if  the  spirit  of  some  old  architect  had  brought  it  from 
the  Middle  Ages  and  dropped  it  down  in  Concord,  pre- 
serving much  better  resemblance  to  the  place  whence  it 
was  brought  than  does  the  Virgin  Mary's  house,  which 
the  angel  carried  from  Bethlehem  to  Loretto.  The 
capable  Alcott  daughters  painted  and  papered  the  inte- 
rior themselves.  And  gradually  the  artist  daughter  filled 
up  all  the  nooks  and  corners  with  panels  on  which  she 
had  painted  birds  or  flowers,  and  over  the  open  fire-places 
she  painted  mottoes  in  ancient  English  characters.  Owls 
blink  at  you  and  faces  peep  from  the  most  unexpected 
places.  The  whole  leaves  a  general  impression  of  har- 
mony of  a  mediaeval  sort,  though  different  parts  of  the 
house  seem  to  have  stopped  in  a  dance  that  became  con- 
fused because  some  of  the  party  did  not  keep  time.  The 
walls  are  covered  with  choice  engravings  and  paintings 
bjr  the  artist  daughter.    She  really  is  an  artist." 
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THE  illustrious  autlior  of  Adam  Bede  and  Middle- 
mai'di  was  born  November  22,  1819,  at  tioutfi 
,  in  the  parish  of  Colton,  Warwickaliire. 
I  To  this  county,  the  birthplace  of  the  gi'eateat  man 
tbo  ever  wrote,  and  of  the  greatest  woman  who  ever 
we  might  welt  apply  the  words  of  Ch arietta 
ponte  when  she  speaks  of  her  heroine  as  having  been 
in  "  the  healthy  heart  of  England  "  Warwick- 
dre  is  a  small  county  in  the  center  of  the  island, 
Tiemnied  in  by  such  English  shires  as  Oxford,  Leicester, 
and  Stafford;  but  whatever  iai  England  is  most  English, 
whether  men,  nature,  towns,  homes,  traditions,  relics, 
usages ;  whether  we  seek  the  England  of  romance,  the 
England  of  history,  or  the  England  of  industry,  we  find 
it  in  Warwickshire.  Birmingham  is  there,  but  Kenil- 
worth  also.  There  are  Warwick  Castle,  and  Alcester, 
the  seat  of  the  needle  manufacture.  Dr.  Arnold's  Hugby 
ia  there.  It  is  a  land  of  ancient  forest  and  broad  mead- 
ows, where  the  beeves  of  Justice  Shallow  fattened. 
Rosalind  wandered  in  its  forest  of  Arden,  and  melan- 
choly Jaques  soliloquized,  and  one  of  his  merry  com- 
oions  sang: 

"  Under  the  greenwood  tree 
Who  loves  t-o  lie  with  me, 
And  tune  his  merry  nole 
Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat, 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither; 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weathet." 
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Above  all  other  distinctions,  this  is  the  county  of  the 
softly-flowing  Avon,  and  of  that  Stratford  which  is  upon 
it,  and  of  Shakespeare  who  was  born  there. 

Near  one  of  the  towns  of  this  county,  a  railroad 
junction  now,  called  Nuneaton,  an  obscure  country  place 
then,  containing  an  ancient  Ck)thic  church,  an  ancient 
grammar-school,  and  the  ruins  of  an  abbey  connecting 
it  with  the  life  and  sentiment  of  the  Middle  Ages,  was 
born  the  writer  nearest  akin  to  Shakespeare  in  the 
qualities  of  her  mind,  Mary  Anne  Evans,  who  gave  herself 
the  name  of  George  Eliot.  I  prefer  the  name  by  which 
she  was  known  in  her  father's  house ;  and  the  more,  as 
she  assumed  the  masculine  appellative  merely  to  serve  a 
transient  convenience.  She  was  a  plain  English  country 
lass,  a  carpenter's  daughter,  whose  father  called  her  his 
"Little  Wench,"  and  one  of  whose  hands  remained 
larger  than  the  other  to  her  dying  day  from  making  and 
shaping  with  it  so  many  pounds  and  pats  of  butter. 
She  was  the  youngest  of  the  children  of  Robert  Evans, 
who  was  twice  married,  and  who  had  by  the  first  mar- 
riage two  children,  and  by  the  second  three. 

This  stalwart  and  right  worthy  Robert  Evans  began 
his  active  life,  like  Adam  Bede,  as  a  carpenter,  rising  in 
due  time  to  master  carpenter,  becoming  afterwards  for- 
ester, land-surveyor,  land-agent,  steward  of  estates,  hold- 
ing positions  similar  to  those  which  his  gifted  daughter 
afterwards  assigned  to  Caleb  Garth,  one  of  the  noblest 
of  her  creations.  Although  Caleb  Garth  was  by  no 
means  intended  for  an  exact  delineation  of  her  father, 
we  know  that  his  most  prominent  characteristics,  nota- 
bly his  veneration  for  "  business,"  and  his  instinct  to 
perform  all  tasks  thoroughly,  were  marked  traits  of 
Robert  Evans.  It  would  be  difficult,  after  reading 
Middlemarch,  for  us  to  think  otherwise  of  him  than  that, 
like  Calebs 
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"He  thought  very  well  of  all  ranks,  but  would  not 
himself  have  liked  to  be  of  any  ruuk  iii  which  he  had  not 
such  close  contact  with  '  business '  as  to  get  often  honora- 
bly decorated  with  marks  of  dust  and  mortar,  the  damp 
of  the  engine,  or  the  sweet  soil  of  the  woods  and  fields. 
Though  he  had  never  regarded  himsalf  as  other  than  an 
orthodox  ChriBtiau,  and  would  argue  on  prevenlent  grace 
if  tlic  subject  were  proposed  to  him,  I  think  his  virtual 
divinities  were  good  practical  schemes,  accurate  work, 
the  faithful  completion  of  undertakings ;  his  prince 
darkness  was  a  slack  workman." 

The  mother  of  the  authoress  was  chiefly  noted  for  her 
qualities  as  a  vigorous  and  punctual  housekeeper.  Miss 
Mathilde  Blind  describes  lier  as  mucli  resembling  Mra. 

lackit  in  Amos  Barton,  "  a  thin  woman  with  a  chronic 

'er  complaint,  of  indefatigable  industry  and  epigram- 
,tio  speech  ;  who, '  in  the  utmost  enjoyment  of  spoiling 

friend's  self-satisfaction,  was  never  known  to  spoil  a 
stocking.'  A  notable  housewife,  whose  clock-work  regu- 
larity in  all  domestic  affairs  was  such  that  all  her  farm 
work  was  done  by  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning,  when  she 
would  sit  down  to  her  loom." 

Of  the  special  incidents  of  the  childhood  of  Mary  Anne 

Evans  we  know  little ;  but  many  of  the  experiences  of 

Tom  and  Maggie  TuUiver  are  drawn  from  her  own  early 

life,  and  the  sonnets  entitled  Brother  and  Sister  are  still 

ire    plainly  autobiographical.      Her  early  wanderings 

ith  her  brother  through  the  lovely  country  scenes  about 

luneaton  were  always  cherished  as  among  the  dearest 
Lories  of  her  life ;  indeed,  she  tells  us  they 

Were  seed  to  al!  my  after  good. 

My  infant  gladness  tltroiigb  eje,  ear,  and  touch, 
Took  easily  as  warmth  a  various  food 
To  nourish  the  sweet  ekill  of  loving  much." 
Many  of  the  scenes  with  which  she  tt\6Ti  \iec.?ar»B 
were  reproduced  with  the   most  periect  ^4e\\M  N»-' 
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novels.  The  Red  Deeps  which  figure  so  prominently  in 
the  Mill  on  the  Floss  were  a  favorite  resort  of  hers  close 
to  her  own  home.  Cheveril  Manor,  so  beautifully 
depicted  in  Mr.  Gilfil's  Love  Story,  was  Arbury  Hall,  the 
seat  of  the  Newdegate  family,  her  father's  early  employ- 
ers. Knebley,  described  in  the  same  story,  was  Astley 
Church.  The  Shepperton  of  Amos  Barton  was  Chllvers 
Coton,  and  Milby,  in  Janet's  Repentance,  was  Nuneaton 
itself. 

When  Miss  Evans  was  fifteen  her  mother  died,  and  the 
family  removed  to  Foleshill,  near  Coventry,  where  she 
remained  until  the  death  of  her  father  in  1849.  Her 
education  had  been  commenced  at  Nuneaton  under  the 
charge  of  Mrs.  Wallingf ord,  an  excellent  teacher,  to 
whom  she  probably  owed  much  of  her  beauty  of  intona- 
tion in  reading  poetry.  It  was  continued  at  Coventry^ 
where  she  received  instruction  from  Miss  Franklin,  a 
lady  of  whom  she  always  spoke  with  deep  gratitude  and 
respect,  and  from  Mr.  Sheepshanks,  the  head-master  of 
the  grammar-school,  who  taught  her  Greek  and  Latin. 
She  also  received  lessons  in  French,  German,  and  Italian, 
and  acquired  through  her  own  unaided  efforts  a  consid- 
erable knowledge  of  Hebrew,  and  studied  music,  of  which 
she  was  passionately  fond,  with  the  organist  of  a  neigh- 
boring church.  Later  in  life  she  played  well  upon  the 
piano. 

'  It  is  a  satisfaction  to  be  assured  by  her  biographer 
that  her  education  was  not  merely  an  affair  of  the  brain. 
Her  hands  acquired  skill,  and  she  learned  in  early  life 
the  priceless  art  of  laboring  with  patient  cheerfulness  at 
homely  tasks.     Miss  Blind  tells  us,  that, 

"  For  some  years  after  her  mother's  death.  Miss  Evans 

and  her  father  remained  alone  together  at  Griff  House. 

He  offered  to  get  a  housekeeper,  as  not  the  house  only, 

but  farm  msbtters,  had  io  be  looked  after,  and  he  was 
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tiwsya  tenderly  considerate  of  '  the  little  wonch,'  as  ho 
called  her.  But  hia  daughter  preferred  taking  the  whole 
management  of  the  place  into  her  own  liands,  and  she 
vd,s  as  conscientious  and  diligent  iu  the  discbarge  of  her 
domestic  duties  as  in  the  prosecntion  of  the  studies  she 
oarried.on  at  the  same  time.  One  of  her  chief  heaaties 
was  in  her  large,  finely  Bliaped,  feminine  hands — hands 
which  she  has,  indeed,  described  as  characteristic  of 
several  of  her  heroines ;  but  she  once  pointed  out  to  a. 
friend  at  Foleshill  that  one  of  them  was  broader  across 
than  the  other,  saying,  with  some  prido,  that  it  was  due 
to  the  quantity  of  butter  and  cheese  she  had  made  during 
her  housekeeping  days  at  Griff." 
Her  appearance  at  this  time  is  thus  described 
"  She  had  a  quantity  of  soft  pale-brown  hair,  worn  in 
ringlets,  Hor  head  was  massive,  her  features  powerful 
and  rugged,  her  mouth  large,  but  shapely,  the  jaw  singu- 
larly square  for  a  woman,  yet  having  a  certain  delicacy 
of  outline.  A  neutral  tone  of  coloring  did  not  help  to 
relieve  this  general  heaviness  of  structure,  the  complex- 
ion being  pale,  but  not  fair.  Nevertheless,  the  play  of 
expression  and  the  wonderful  mobility  of  the  mouth, 
which  increased  with  age,  gave  a  womanly  softness  to 
the  countenance  in  curious  contrast  with  its  framework. 
Her  eyes,  of  a  gray  blue,  constantly  varying  in  color, 
striking  some  as  intensely  blue,  others  as  of  a  pale, 
washed-out  gray,  were  small  and  not  beautiful  in  them- 
selves, but,  when  she  grew  animated  in  conversation, 
those  eyes  lit  up  the  whole  face,  seeming  in  a  manner  to 
transfigure  it.  So  much  was  this  the  case  that  a  young 
lady,  who  bad  once  enjoyed  an  hour's  conversation  with 
her,  came  away  under  its  spell  with  the  impression  that 
she  was  beautiful,  but  afterward,  on  seeing  George  Hiot 
again  when  she  was  not  talking,  she  conVd  Wt:4\.^  \i^\'OTft 
ier  to  be  the  same  person.     The  charm,  oi  \ieT  Tv'a.'wKe 
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dosed  itself  in  her  manner  and  in  her  voice,  the  latter 
recalling  that  of  Dorothea,  in  being  like  the  voice  of  a 
soul  that  has  once  lived  in  an  ^olian  harp.  It  was  low 
and  deep,  vibrating  with  sympathy." 

At  this  period  of  her  life,  she  was  known  among  the 
residents  of  the  vicinity  as  a  quiet  and  retiring  young 
lady  of  unusual  learning,  who  was  also  an  excellent 
housekeeper  for  her  father.  Her  ability  in  conversation 
was  also  recognized,  for,  although  she  did  not  talk  much, 
she  never  failed  to  say  something  worth  hearing  when 
she  spoke,  whether  discussing  profound  topics  of  science 
or  politics,  or  the  simple  affairs  ft  her  neighbors,  in  which 
she  took  an  unaffected  interest. 

Among  the  more  intimate  friends  whom  she  made  at 
Coventry  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bray,  of  Rosehill,  and  at 
their  house  she  met  many  distinguished  people,  all  of 
whom  soon  learned  to  listen  with  attention  and  respect 
when  she  joined  in  the  conversation.  Sometimes  it  was 
very  amusing  to  observe  the  astonishment  displayed  by 
authors  and  scientists  who  met  her  for  the  first  time, 
when  some  incidental  remark  betrayed  her  unexpected 
knowledge  of  profound  subjects.  Upon  one  occasion 
an  eminent  doctor,  venturing  to  quote  Epictetus  in  the 
presence  of  this  pale,  gray-eyed,  pensive  young  lady,  was 
dazed  at  having  her  turn  towards  him  and  promptly, 
although  with  the  utmost  modesty  and  politeness,  correct 
him  in  his  Greek. 

It  was  at  Rosehill,  too,  that  she  made  the  acquaintance 
of  Emerson,  of  whose  essays  she  had  been  a  frequent  and 
appreciative  reader.  They  had  talked  together  but  a 
short  time  when  Emerson  asked  abruptly : 

"  What  one  book  do  you  like  best  ?  " 

^^  Rousseau's  Confessions,"  she  replied  without  hesita- 
tion. 

^^So  doI/^Bsdd  he  with  a  start  of  pleased  surprise. 
'There  is  a  point  oi  sympathy  between  ms?* 
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IE  He  had  the  pleaaure  of  visiting  Stratford  in  hor  oom- 
feny  and  tliat  of  the  Brays,  gouig,  as  ho  said,  "to  see 
Biakeapeare."  Later  they  mot  again  in  London,  whore 
she  played  for  him  upoa  the  piano,  being  unaware  that 
his  ear  was  what  he  described  as  "  marble  to  such  music," 

J The  impression  which  she  retained  of  him  was  lu  every 

^^uay  agreeable,  while  he  expressed  liis  opinion  of  her  to 

^^Dfr.  Charles  Bray  in  these  words : 

^^L    "  That  youug  lady  has  a  calm,  serious  soul ! " 

Miss  Evans'  first  literary  woi'k   was  a   translation  of 
Strauss'a  Life  of  Jesus,  undertaken  at  the  request  of  Mr. 
pbarles  Henuell,  a  brother  of  Mrs,  Bray.     This  work  liad 
■^een  first  entrusted  to  the  ladj  to  whom  he  was  engaged. 
K^e  had  accomplished  about  a  fourth  of  it,  and  uow  wished 
Bio  relinquish  the  task  on  account  of  her  impending  mar- 
Miss   Evans   took  it   up   and   completed   it,  and 
Iteceived  for  her  careful  and  accurate  labor  of  three  years 
a  of  twenty  pounds. 
.  After  the  death  of  her  father  she  went  abroad  with  the 
JBrays,  and  remained  for  some  time  at  Geneva  for  pur- 
Mses  of  study.     On  her  return  to  England  she  removed 
}  London  and  boarded  with  Dr.  Chapman,  the  editor  of 
1  Westminster  Review.     She  assisted  him  for  several 
"years  in  the  editorship  of  this  periodical,  although  the 
articles,  always  anonymous,  which  she  contributed  to  its 
pages  are   not   very   numerous.      The   most   important 
among  them  are  entitled :  "  Woman  in  Prance — Madame 
De  Sable ; "  "  Evangelical  Teaching,"  "  The  Natural  His- 
tory  of    German    Life,"  "German   Wit"  (on    Heine), 
*'  Worldhness  and  Other  Warldliness "  (on  Young  and 
Cowper).     Her   literary   work   in   London   brought   her 
into   acquaintance   with   many   eminent   men,  including 
Herbert  Spencer,  always  her   warm   friend,  and    George 
Henry  Lewes,  whom  she  afterwards  married. 
It  was  Mr.  Lewes  who  induced  liM  t^  8i\j\«m.'?>'t  Sw^aa 
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and  it  was  he  who  sent  her  first  story, "  The  Sad  For- 
tunes of  the  Rev.  Amos  Barton,"  to  Mr.  Blackwood, 
editor  of  Blackwood's  Magazine,  as  the  work  of  an 
anonymous  friend.  The  editor  at  once  perceived  the 
merit  of  the  tale ;  but  as  it  was  offered  as  the  first  of  a 
series,  he  requested  to  see  the  others  before  coming  to  a 
decision.  His  letter  to  Mr.  Lewes  concluded  with  the 
words  : 

"If  the  author  is  a  new  writer,  I  beg  to  congratulate 
him  on  being  worthy  of  the  honors  of  print  and  pay.  I 
shall  be  very  glad  to  hear  from  him  or  you  soon." 

The  first  half  of  the  story  occupied  the  place  of  honor 
in  Blackwood's  Magazine  for  January,  1857,  and  it  was 
concluded  in  the  following  number.  By  that  time  "  Mr. 
Gilfil's  Love  Story "  waa  completed.  It  had  not  been 
even  begun  when  the  editor  desired  to  see  the  rest  of  the 
series,  and  the  "  Scenes  of  Clerical  Life  "  appeared  regu- 
larly each  month  until  they  concluded  in  the  November 
number  for  the  same  year,  with  "Janet's  Repentance." 
As  they  proceeded,  Mr.  Blackwood  became  more  and 
more  firmly  convinced  of  the  genius  of  his  new  contribu- 
tor. He  did  not  know  her  sex  or  name,  and  during  the 
earlier  portion  of  their  connection  she  had  not  even 
assumed  a  nom- de-plume. 

In  one  letter,  referring  to  her  first  story,  he  addresses 
her,  for  lack  of  any  more  definite  title,  as  "  My  dear 
Amos." 

"  I  forgot,"  he  writes,  "  whether  I  told  you  or  Lewes 
that  I  had  shown  part  of  the  MS.  to  Thackeray.  He  was 
staying  with  me,  and  having  been  out  at  dinner,  came  in 
about  eleven  o'clock,  when  I  had  just  finished  reading  it. 
I  said  to  him, '  Do  you  know  that  I  think  I  have  lighted 
upon  a  new  author  who  is  uncommonly  like  a  first-class 
passenger.'  I  showed  him  a  page  or  two  —  I  think  the 
passage  where  the  curafte  returns  home  and  Milly  is  first 
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Uttrodnced.  He  would  not  pronounce  whether  it  came  np 
to  my  ideas,  but  remarked  afterwards  that  he  would  haTe 
liked  to  read  more,  which  I  thought  a  good  sigt 

Dickens,  leaa  guarded  in  his  praise,  had  the  perception 
discover  the  sex  of  the  u«w  author,  which  was  then 
much  discussed,  the  prevaiHng  idea  being  that  she  was  a 
clergyman.  He  wrote  a  letter  which  he  knew  would  be 
read  to  her,  in  which,  he  gave  her  the  generous  welcome 
which  he  never  failed  to  bestow  upon  merit,  whether 
known  or  not  yet  known. 

Adam  Bede  was  licguu  as  soon  as  the  "  Sceftes"  were 
finished,  and  it  was  hailed  by  Mr.  Blackwood  with 
delight. 

"  Tell  Gleorge  Eliot,"  he  wrote  to  Mr.  Lewes,  "  that  I 
think  'Adam  Bedo'  all  right  —  most  lifelike  and  real. 
I  shall  read  the  MS.  quietly  over  again  before  writing  in 
detail  about  it.  .  .  .  For  the  first  reading  it  did  not  sig- 
nify how  many  things  I  had  to  think  of ;  I  would  have 
hurried  through  it  with  eager  pleasure.  I  write  this  note 
to  allay  aU  anxiety  on  the  part  of  George  Eliot  as  to  my 
appreciation  of  the  merits  of  this  most  promising  opening 
of  a  picture  of  life.  In  spite  of  all  injunctions,  I  began 
'  Adam  Bede '  in  the  railway,  and  felt  very  savage  when 
the  waning  light  stopped  me  as  we  neared  the  Scottish 
border." 

The  book  was  published  in  January,  1859,  the  greater 
part  of  the  second  volume  being  sent  from  Munich,  George 
Eliot  being  in  Germany  at  that  time.  Its  power  was  at 
once  recoguized,  and  public  curiosity  about  the  author 
grew  more  and  more  intouse.  She  had,  in  her  previous 
work,  described  with  close  accuracy  many  of  the  scenes 
'ound  Nuneaton  and  Coventry ;  moreover,  slio  had  not 

intcnted  herself  with  painting  merely  the  background  of 

ir  scenes  from  life,  but,  in  "  Amoa  Ba,TVo"(i"  V^i.  Ona*«tt- 
>#  story  well  kuoTOi  in,  U\6  ^ev^E^oo^^ 
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Amos,  Milly^  and  the  Countess,  under  their  real  names, 
T^rere  a  &miliar  tradition  of  the  place,  and  Millj's  grave  is 
still  pointed  out  in  the  quiet  country  churchyard.  These 
portraits  of  places  and  people  were  soon  recognized,  and 
the  only  question  remaining  to  be  solved  was,  who  among 
the  residents  of  the  regions  described  was  capable  of 
writing  such  a  story? 

The  popular  voice  soon  fixed  upon  a  gentleman  by  the 
name  of  Liggins,  who  had  once  run  through  a  fortune  at 
Cambridge  and  was  accordingly  considered  a  person  of 
marked  accompHshments.  Mr.  Liggins  at  first  denied 
the  authorship  imputed  to  him,  but  he  was  not  believed, 
and  made  no  very  earnest  endeavors  to  convince  his 
admiring  neighbors  of  their  mistake.  At  last,  indeed,  he 
ceased  altogether  to  make  denials,  and  a  claim  was  put 
forward  in  the  Times  in  his  behalf.     It  ran  as  follows: 

"Sir,  —  The  author  of  *  Scenes  of  Clerical  Life'  and 
*  Adam  Bede,'  is  Mr.  Joseph  Liggins,  of  Nuneaton,  War- 
wickshire. You  may  easily  satisfy  yourself  of  my  cor- 
rectness by  inquiring  of  any  one  in  that  neighborhood. 
Mr.  Liggins  himself  and  the  characters  whom  he  paints 
are  as  familiar  there  as  the  twin  spires  of  Coventry. 
Yours  obediently,  H.  Anders,  Rector  of  Kirkby." 

The  next  day,  appeared  George  Eliot's  reply : 

"Sir, — The  Rev.  H.  Anders  has  with  questionable 
delicacy  and  unquestionable  inaccuracy  assured  the  world 
through  your  columns  that  the  author  of  '  Scenes  of  Cleri- 
cal Life'  and  *Adam  Bede'  is  Mr.  Joseph  Liggins,  of 
Nuneaton.  I  beg  distinctly  to  deny  that  statement.  I 
declare  on  my  honor  that  that  gentleman  never  saw  a  line 
of  those  works  until  they  were  printed,  nor  had  he  any 
knowledge  of  them  whatever.  Allow  me  to  ask  whether 
the  act  of  publishing  a  book  deprives  a  man  of  all  claim  to 
the  courtesies  usual  among  gentlemen  ?  If  not,  the  attempt 
to  pry  into  what  is  obviously  meant  to  be  withheld  —  my 
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B — and  to  publish  the  rmuora  which  such  pryiug 
lay  give  rise  to,  eeenis  to  me  quite  indefensible,  still 
(loere  bo  to  state  these  rumors  as  ascertained  truths.  I 
1  Sir,  yours,  etc.,  George  Eliot." 
This  very  gentleman-likc  letter  carried  conviction  to 
post  minds,  although  there  were  still  a  few  who  coi> 
inued  to  place  their  faith  in  Liggins.  Gradually,  how- 
)ver,  it  came  to  bo  known  in  literary  circles,  and  later  to 
1  public,  that  George  Eliot  was  no  other  than  Mrs. 
lewes,  formerly  Mary  Aime  Evans. 
Most  readers  are  aware  that  the  circumstances  attend* 
Wio^  the  mUrriago  of  this  gifted  lady  to  Mr.  Lewes  were 
peculiar.  Miss  Evans,  as  I  have  bceu  told  by  one. of  her 
neighbors,  lived  for  some  years  within  a  short  distance  of 
the  house  of  Mr.  Lewes,  and  was  thus  drawn  into  aii 
intimacy  with  his  family.  She  became,  of  necessity,  a 
confidante  of  its  fatal  secret.  His  wife  had  been  false  to 
him.  She  bad  left  his  house,  and  bad  lived  for  some  time 
in  dialionorable  relations  witli  another.  She  had  returned 
to  him  penitent,  as  he  btdicved ;  he  had  forgiven  hor,  and 
she  bad  resumed  her  place  at  the  liead  of  his  household, 
and  her  duties  as  the  mother  of  his  children.  During 
this  interval,  Miss  Evans  became  warmly  attached  to  tlie 
children  of  the  house,  who  were  very  young,  and  often 
needed  the  tender  care  and  aid  which  mothers  alone 
usually  know  how  to  render,  but  which  in  this  instance 
the  mother  not  unfrequently  left  to  another  to  bestow. 
More  than  once,  I  have  been  credibly  assured,  when  their 
mother  was  absent  from  her  home  in  quest  of  pleasure, 
her  duties  were  performed  by  Miss  Evans,  hastily  sum- 
moned for  the  purpose. 

Time  passed.  Late  ono  afternoon.  Miss  Evans  was 
sent  for  again,  and,  on  reaching  the  house,  she  learned 
that  Mrs.  Lewes  had  once  more  abandoned  her  hovu^^V^^ 
ehildren,  her  duties,  and  had  rcjomed,  tet  ^ani'SQ.'aas- 
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The  hotiBeliold,  as  we  may  readily  conceive,  -was  throw* 
into  confusion.  The  husband,  overwhelmed,  was  unable 
to  lend  his  usual  helping  hand  to  the  indispensable  routine, 
and,  in  particular,  tbere  was  no  one  competent  to  put 
little  children  to  bed,  and  attend  to  them  during  the  night. 
Miss  Evans,  quite  as  a  matter  of  course,  took  the  place  of 
the  absent  mother,  as  she  had  done  before,  and  remained 
an  inmate  of  the  house  until  the  affairs  of  the  familj 
were  again  in  some  orderly  train.  She  continued  to 
watch  over  them,  as  any  affectionate  woman  would  who  ■ 
saw  little  children  left  worse  than  motherless. 

These  things  had  their  natural  effect  upon  the  feelings 
of  the  injured  husband.  In  due  time  he  proposed  to  Iier, 
and  she  accepted  him,  both  assuming  that,  in  so  plain  a 
case,  there  could  be  neither  difficulty  nor  delay  in  com- 
pleting the  requisite  divorce.  The  wife,  who  was  living 
in  open  defiance  of  law,  it  was  well  known  would  offer 
no  opposition  to  the  formal  severance  of  a  tie  already 
rudely  broken  by  her.  Nevertheless,  an  obstacle  arose. 
An  ancient  and  originally  well-meant  provision  of  English 
law  debars  an  injured  husband  from  obtaining  a  divorce 
if  he  has  once  forgiven  an  erring  wife  and  resumed 
cohabitation  with  her. 

The  discovery  of  this  statute  threw  the  parties  con- 
cerned into  painful  embarrassment.  They  thought  at 
first  of  marrying  abroad,  but  no  foreign  marriage  is 
valid  in  England  against  English  law ;  nor  indeed  can  a 
lawful  marriage  be  contracted  in  the  continent  of  Europe 
unless  the  authorities  of  the  country  arc  legally  notified 
that  no  obstacle  exists  in  the  laws  of  the  country  to 
which  the  couple  belong.  In  these  circumstances,  Mr. 
Lewes  invited  a  number  of  his  friends  to  his  house,  in 
whose  presence  and  with  whose  sanction  they  contracted 
matrimony,  deeming  it  within  their  right,  both  as  human 
^beinga  and  aa  citizens,  to  disregard  a  law  bo  manifestly 


I 


the 


OBOBOB   ELIOT.  103 

anjnst.  It  may  have  been  an  error  of  judgment  on  their 
part;  but,  so  far  as  appears,  no  iiicouveuieuccs  resulted 
from  their  action.  Even  those  who  disapproved  made 
charitable  allowance  for  the  peculiarities  of  the  case,  and 
others  felt  that  what  George  Eliot  deliberatelj  concluded 
to  be  right  could  not  be  wrong, 

f  In  Adam  Bede,  her  first  long  novel,  George  Eliot  had 
llrft  Warwickshire,  and  sought  her  scene  in  Derbyshire, 
^e  ancient  home  of  her  ancestors.  In  Adam  himself,  as 
in  Caleb  Garth,  she  depicts  some  of  her  father's  traits  of 
character,  while  Dinah  Morris,  though  by  no  means,  as 
has  been  claimed,  an  exact  portrait,  was  undoubtedly 
suggested  by  her  aunt,  Elizabeth  Evans.  This  lady  was 
a  Methodist,  and  had  been  a  preacher ;  she  was  sweet  and 
gentle  in  manner,  and  possessed  the  clear  grey  eyes  and 
pleasant  voice  attribated  by  the  great  novelist  to  Dinah. 
She  used  to  hold  long  conversations  with  her  niece,  and 
on  one  occasion  related  how  she  had  converted  a  young 
woman  who  was  in  prison  for  the  crime  of  child-murder. 
The  woman  was  hardened,  ordinary,  and  miintercsting, 
atie  said,  and  she  entered  into  no  details  regarding  the 
matter.  Prom  this  simple  incident  arose  Hetty  and 
Dinah,  and  that  marvelous  scene  in  the  prison.  Other 
portions  of  the  book  have  also  their  foundation  in  life — ■ 
the  death  of  Adam's  father,  for  example — but  in  all  a  I 
hint  has  sufficed,  and  she  has  not  sought  to  retain  j 
le  actual  details.  Many  people,  however,  insisted  that  j 
i  was  much  more  indebted  to  her  aunt  than  this ;  and, 
one  of'their  most  frequent  assertions,  she  writes  to  I 
her  friend,  Miss  Hennell : 

"How  curious  it  seems  to  me  that  people  should  think  I 
Dinah's  sermon,  prayers,  aud  speeches  were  copied,  when 
they  were  written,  with  hot  tears,  as  tliey  surged  op  i 
my  own  mind !  " 
k  Ser  next  book,  issued  in  April,  lS6(i,'waa  "■'YVve.  "1 
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on  the  Floss.''  It  sustained  the  reputation  which  Adam 
Bede  had  won  for  her,  but  did  not  enhance  it.  The  title 
first  given  to  the  work  was  "  Sister  Ma^e,"  but  this  was 
afterwards  discarded  as  not  being  sufficiently  distinctiye, 
and  the  title  which  it  now  bears  was  suggested  by  the 
editor  of  Blackwood. 

In  the  description  of  Maggie  TuUiver,  and,  more 
especially,  in  the  awakening  and  development  of  her 
religious  nature,  George  Eliot  spoke  from  the  heart. 
Many  of  Maggie's  struggles,  failures,  and  triumphs  were 
her  own.  It  is  well  known  that,  in  her  early  youth,  she 
was  deeply  religious,  perhaps  even  morbidly  so.  She 
spent  much  of  her  time  in  prayer  and  tears  ;  and  she  did 
not  escape  into  a  healthy  clearness  of  view  until  she  came 
.under  the  influence  of  her  friends,  the  Brays.  The 
"Imitation  of  Christ"  of  Thomas  ik  Kempis,  which 
plays  so  important  a  part  in  the  novel,  was  one  of  her 
own  favorite  books;  and  she  has  given  us  few  more 
touching  pictures  than  that  of  poor,  untaught,  passionate 
Maggie  Tulliver  poring  over  the  little  worn  volume  with 
the  faded  pen  marks  running  along  its  leaves,  where  some 
one  else  before  her  had  sought  and  found  comfort ;  she 
now  reading  "  where  the  quiet  hand  pointed." 

"  Silas  Marner,"  which  many  consider  the  most  perfect 
of  all  her  works,  and  the  noblest  of  all  fictions,  came 
after  "  The  Mill  on  the  Floss."  Romola,  that  wonderful 
living  picture  of  ancient  Florence,  followed ;  then,  after 
three  years,  "  Felix  Holt ; "  then,  after  a  longer  pause  of 
five  years, "  Middlemarch;"  then  Daniel  Deronda,  her  last 
novel,  and  finally  the  little  volume  of  sketches,  entitled, 
"  Theophrastus  Such."  The  Spanish  Gypsy  and  other 
poems,  beside  one  or  two  short  stories,  formed  an  inter- 
lude between  the  periods  of  her  more  extended  labors. 

Among  the  few  letters  of   George  Eliot  which  have 
^^eea  printed  since  ber  death,  there  are  tTfO  ox  \3E!a^ 
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addressed  to  a  German  critic,  Professor  Eanfmann, 
who  had  writteu  a  generous  review  of  Daniel  Deronda, 
and  sent  the  authoress  a  copy  of  it.  Her  acknowledg- 
ment of  the  courtesy  led  to  a  correspondence,  which  was 
continued  to  near  the  close  of  her  life.     The  letters  were 

■furnished  by  Professor  Xauf  mann  to  an  English  periodical : 
I  "  The  Priort,  21  North  Bahk,  May  31,  77. 

f  "  Mt  Dear  Sir. — Hardly,  since  I  became  an  author, 
pave  I  had  a  deeper  satisfaction,  I  may  say  a  more  heart- 
felt joy,  than  yon  have  given  me  in  your  estimate  of 
'  Daniel  Deronda,' 

"  I  must  tell  you  that  it  is  my  rule,  very  strictly  ob8er\'ed, 
not  to  read  the  criticisms  on  my  writings.     For  years  I 
have  found   this  abstinence    necessary   to   preserve   me 
from  that  discouragement  as  an  artist  which  ill-judged      ^i 
praise,  no  less  than  ill-judged  blame,  tends  to  produce  in    ^H 
me.     For  far  worse  than  any  verdict  as  to  the  proportion     ^H 

■of  good  and  evil  in  our  work,  is  the  painful  impression    ^^V 
Biat  we  write  for  a  public  which  has  no  discernment  of 
jjeod  and  evil, 
"  My  husband  reads  any  notices  of  me  that  comes  before     ^^1 
him,  and  rejmrts  to  me  (or  else  refrains  from  reporting)    ^^| 
the  general  character  of  the  notice  or  something  in  par-    ^^| 
ticular  which  strikes  him  as  showing  either  an  cxcep-    ^^M 
tional  insight  or  an  obtuseness  that  is  gross  enough  to    ^H 
be  amusing.     Very  rarely,  wlien  he  has  read  a  criti(|ue  of    ^^M 
,  ho  hag  banded  it  to  me,  saying,  "  Tou  raust  read     ^^ 
3."     And  your  estimate  of  *  Daniel  Deronda'  made  one 
f  these  rare  instances. 
"Certainly,  if  I  had  been  asked  to  choose  what  should 
I  written  about  my  book  and  who  should  write  it,  t 
ihould  have  sketched — well,  not  anytt\m^  a.ft  ^wA  %» ■^■so- 
;  wn'ttcn,  but  an  nrtk-Je  ivliieh  must  \« ■wrvttKR.^il  "^M 
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Jew  who  showed  not  merely  sympathy  with  the  ^  best 
aspirations  of  his  race,  but  a  remarkable  insight  mto  the 
nature  of  art  and  the  processes  of  the  artistic  mind. 
Believe  me,  I  should  not  have  cared  to  devour  even 
ardent  praise  if  it  had  not  come  from  one  who  showed 
the  discriminating  sensibility,  the  perfect  response  to  the 
artist's  intention,  which  must  make  the  fullest,  rarest 
joy  to  one  who  works  from  inward  conviction  and  not  in 
compliance  with  current  fashions.  Such  a  response 
holds  for  an  author  not  only  what  is  best  in  "  the  life 
that  now  is,"  but  the  promise  of  "  that  which  is  to  come." 
I  mean  that  the  usual  approximative,  narrow  perception 
of  what  one  has  been  intending  and  professedly  feeling 
in  one's  work,  impresses  one  with  the  sense  that  it  must 
be  poor,  perishable  stuff,  without  roots  to  take  any  lasting 
hold  in  the  minds  of  men ;  while  any  instance  of  com- 
plete comprehension  encourages  me  to  hope  that  the 
creative  prompting  has  foreshadowed,  and  will  continue 
to  satisfy,  a  need  in  other  minds. 

"  Excuse  me  that  I  write  but  imperfectly,  and  perhaps 
dimly,  what  I  have  felt  in  reading  your  article.  It  has 
affected  me  deeply,  and  though  the  prejudice  and  igno- 
rant obtuseness  which  has  met  my  effort  to  contribute 
something  to  the  ennobling  of  Judaism  in  the  conception 
of  the  Christian  community,  and  in  the  consciousness  of 
the  Jewish  community  has  never  for  a  moment  made  me 
repent  my  choice,  but  rather  has  been  added  proof  to  me 
that  the  effort  was  needed — ^yet  I  confess  that  I  had  an 
unsatisfied  hunger  for  certain  signs  of  sympathetic  dis- 
cernment, which  you  only  have  given.  I  may  mention  as 
one  instance  your  clear  perception  of  the  relation  between 
the  presentation  of  the  Jewish  element  and  those  of 
English  social  life. 

"J  work  under  the  pressure  of  small  hurries ;  for  we 
SUV  Just  moving  into  the  country  for  ttiQ  axmimaT^  «ivd  all 
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tngs  sre  in  a  vagrant  condition  aronnd  me.  But  I 
wished  not  to  defer  answering  your  letter  to  an  nuccrtain 
opportunity 

"  Mj  husband  haa  said  more  than  once  that  he  feels 
grateful  tn  you.  For  he  is  more  sensitiTe  on  my  behalf 
than  on  his  own. 

»"  Always  yours  faithfully, 
*'  M.  E.  Lewes." 
... 
"October  12.77. 
"  My  Deah  Sie, — ..  trust  it  will  not  be  otherwise  than 
gratifying  to  you  to   know  that  your  stirring  article  on 
'  Daniel  Deronda'  is  now  translated  into  English  by  a 
son  of  Professor  Ferrier,  who  was  a  philosophical  writer 
of  considerable  mark.     It  will  be  issued  in  a  handsomer 
form  than  that  of  the  pamphlet,  and  will  appear  within    < 
this    autumnal    publishing    season,   Messrs.   Blackwood 
having  already  advertised  it.     Whenever  a  copy  is  ready 
we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  sending  it  to  you.     Tliere 
is  often  something  to  be  borno  with  iu  reading  one's  own 
writing  in  a  translation,  but  I  hope  that  in  this  case  you 
will  not  be  made  to  wince  severely. 

"  In  waiting  to  send  you  this  news  I  seem  to  have 
deferred  too  long  the  expression  of  my  warm  thanks  for 
your  kindness  in  sending  me  the  Hebrew  translations  of 
Leasing  and  tlie  collection  of  Ifebrew  poems,  a  kinduess 
which  I  felt  myself  rather  presumptuous  in  asking  for, 
since  your  time  must  be  filled  with  more  important 
demands.  Yet  I  must  further  beg  yon,  when  you  have 
an  opportunity,  to  assure  Herr  Bacher  that  I  was  most 
gratefully  touched  by  the  sympathetic  verses  with  which 
he  enriched  the  gift  of  his  work. 
"I  see  by  your  last  letter  to  my  huahau.d.^W^~3>:t' 
^^J!(ieological  Semliu 
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month,  so  that  this  too  retrospective  letter  of  mine  will 
reach  you  in  the  midst  of  yotir  new  duties.  I  trust  that 
this  new  Institution  will  be  a  great  good  to  professor  and 
students,  and  that  your  position  is  of  a  kind  that  you 
contemplate  as  permanent.  To  teach  the  young  per- 
sonally has  always  seemed  to  me  the  most  satisfactory 
supplement  to  teaching  the  world  through  books,  and  I 
have  often  wished  that  I  had  such  a  means  of  having 
fresh,  living,  spiritual  children  within  sight. 

"  One  can  hardly  turn  one's  thought  toward  Eastern 
Europe  just  now  without  a  mingling  of  pain  and  dread  ; 
but  we  mass  together  distant  scenes  and  events  in  an 
unreal  way,  and  one  would  like  to  believe  that  the  present 
troubles  will  not  at  any  time  press  on  you  in  Hungary  with 
more  external  misfortune  than  on  us  in  England. 

"  Mr.  Lewes  is  happily  occupied  in  his  psychological 
studies.  We  both  look  forward  to  the  reception  of  the 
work  you  kindly  promised  us,  and  he  begs  me  to  offer 
you  his  best  regards. 

"  Believe  me,  my  dear  sir, 

"  Yours  with  much  esteem, 

''M.  E.  Lewes." 

Apart  Irom  her  works  George  Eliot  was  little  known 
to  the  public.  She  was  always  in  delicate  health,  and 
led  a  retired  life,  visiting  but  little,  and  caring  nothing 
for  general  society,  although  delighting  to  receive  and 
entertain  her  chosen  friends. 

An  American  lady,  who  enjoyed  the  privilege  of 
attending  one  of  her  receptions,  describes  her  as  the 
most  charming  of  hostesses,  her  conversation  simple  yet 
often  profound,  and  often  "  when  you  least  looked  for  it 
taking  an  odd,  quaint  turn  that  produced  the  effect  of 
wit."  Not  only  did  she  talk  herself,  but  she  possessed 
the  gift  of  making  others  talk,  and  of  drawing  from  each 
the  beat  that  was  in  him.    Her  voice  was  beautiful,  and 
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IKmiudod  the  hearer,  as  Ijefore  remarked,  o£  Caleb 
Garth's  description  of  Dorothea  Brooke: 
"  She  speaks  in  such  [lUin  words,  and  a  Toico  like 
muBic.  Bless  me,  it  reminds  me  of  bits  in  the  '  Messiali!' 
— '  aud  strjiightway  tliero  appeared  a  multitude  of  the 
heavenly  host,  praising  God  and  saying;'  it  has  a  toue 
witli  it  which  satisPics  your  ear." 
George  Eliot*s  features,  aa  is  well  known,  remained  to 
the  last  imposiug  rather  than  pleasing,  bearing  a  striking- 
resemblance  to  those  of  Savonarola,  But  she  retained 
lier  abundant  hair,  and  her  clear,  expressive  grey  eyes, 

I  aud  her  face  continued  to  lighten  Up  so  beautifully  wlien 
she  smiled  or  became  interested,  that  no  one  who  knew 
her  well  could  think  of  her  as  plain.  Her  head,  although 
very  massive,  did  seem  out  of  proportion  to  her  small 
and  fragile  figure.  She  wore,  as  her  American  visitor 
reports,  a  high-bodied  black  velvet  dress,  with  rich  laco 
in  tite  neck  and  sleeves.  At  her  thi'oat  was  a  fine  cameo 
Bet  in  pearls.  Her  hair  was  brought  low  upon  her  fore- 
head and  around  her  ears,  and  coiled  at  the  back ;  aud  a 
square  of  lace,  matching  that  in  her  dress,  was  pinued' 
lightly  upon  tJie  top  of  her  head. 

Her  reception  room  was  both  home-like  and  elegantLi 

Over  the  piano  hung  a  fine  engraving  of  Guide's  Aurora, 

water-color   paintiDgs   of    bright    flowers     adorned    the 

'  corners  of  the  wall,  and  small  tables  standiug  upon  soft 

^^H   Persian  ruga    supported  vases  filled  with  flowers,  easel 

^^1  pictures,   and    small   casts   of   antique   statues,      Bookft* 

^^V  "Were  everywhere. 

This  is  surely  a  pleasant  picture  of  her  winter  home.' 
Her  summers  were  passed  sometimes  in  visitiug  the  con- 
tinent, aud  later  at  Witley,  among  the  lovely  hills  of' 
Surrey. 

Her  married  life  was  one  of   great  happiness. 
Htod  tails  U8  that  "  it  acemed  to  feOBa  --wViQ  gwi 
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sr  their  niilon  that  they  could  never  bo  apart.    Each 

(med  to  gaiu  streiigtJi  by  contact  with  the  other.  Mr. 
mercurial  disposition  now  assumed  a  stabiiity 
greatly  enhancing  his  brilliant  talents,  and  for  the  tirst 
time  facilitating  that  concentration  of  intellect  so  neccs- 
eary  for  tlie  production  of  really  lasting  philosoijliic 
work.  On  tho  other  hand,  George  Eliot's  still  dormant 
faculties  were  roused  and  stimulated  to  tho  utmost  by  the 
man  to  whom  this  union  with  her  formed  the  most  memo- 
rable year  of  his  life.  By  his  enthusiastic  belief  in  her 
he  gave  her  the  only  thing  she  wanted — a  thorough 
hclief  iu  herself.  Indeed,  he  was  more  than  a  husband ; 
ho  was,  as  an  intimate  friend  once  pithily  remarked,  : 
very  mother  to  her.  Tenderly  watching  over  her  delicate 
health,  cheering  the  grave  tenor  of  her  thoughts  by  his 
inexhaustible  buoyancy,  jealously  shielding  her  from  e^  cry 
adverse  breath  of  criticism,  Mr.  Lewes  in  a  manner  ei-e- 
atcd  the  spiritual  atmosphere  in  which  George  Eliot  could 
best  put  forth  all  the  flowers  and  fi'uits  of  her  genius." 

He  died  iu  1878.     Among  the  many  letters  of  sympathy 
which  she  received  after  her  loss,  was  one  from  Professor   ! 
Eatifmann,  her  reply  to  which  has  been  published  since  ■ ' 
her  death. 

"  My  dear  Sir,"  she  writes,  "  your  kind  letter  has 
touched  me  veiy  deeply.  I  confess  that  my  mind  had 
more  than  once  gone  out  to  you  as  one  from  whom  I 
should  like  to  have  some  sign  of  symiiathy  with  my  loss. 
But  you  were  rightly  inspired  in  waitiug  until  now,  for  U 
during  many  weeks  I  was  unable  even  to  listen  to  the 
letters  which  my  generous  friends  were  continually  send- 
ing me.  Now,  at  last,  I  am  eagerly  interested  in  every 
communication  that  springs  out  of  an  acquaintance  with 


7 
\i 

E.y  husband  and  liis  works.  ^^1 

"  I  thank   you   for   telling  me   about  the  Hungarian  ,^^| 
aiisintlim  of  his  '  History  of  Fliilosophy,'  but  what  would  ^^| 
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t  not  have  given  if  the  volumes  could  have  como  a  few 
I  days  before  his  death ;  for  his  mind  was  perfectly  clear, 
I  and  he  would  have  felt  some  joy  in  that  sign  of  his  work 
I  being  effective.     I  do  not  know  whether  you  enter  into4 
I  the  comfort  I  feel  that  he  never  knew  he  was  dying,  and  I 
I  lell  gently  asleep  after  ten   days  of  ilhiesa,  in  which  thel 
I  BufForiug  was  comparatively  mild. 

"  One  of  the  last  things  he  did  at  his  desk  was  to  I 

I  despatch  a  mannscript  of  miiio  to  the  publishers.     ThoJ 

I  book  (not  a  story  and  not  bulky)  is  to  appear  near  the  1 

l«nd  of  May,  and  as  it  contains  some  words  I  wanted  to  'j 

l»ay  about  the  Jews,  I  will  order  a  copy  to  be  scut  to  you.  f 

"  1  bojie  that  your  label's  have  gone  on  uninterruptedly  1 

[  for  the  benefit  of  others,  in  spite  of  public  troubles.    The  j 

aspect  of  affairs  with  us  is  grievous — industry  huiguish-l 

iiig  and  the  best  part  of  our  nation  indignant  at  i 

having  been  betrayed  into  an  unjustifiable  war  (iu  South! 

L  Africa). 

"  I  have  been  occupied  in  editing  my  husband's  M8S.,  I 

1  far  as  they  are  left  in  sufficient  completeness  to  be  1 

prepared  for  publication  without  the  obtrusion  of  another  | 

liniud   instead  of   his.     A  brief  volume   on  'The  Study  | 

lof  Psychology'  will  appear  immediately,  and  a  furthiT  I 

■Tolumo  of  psychological  studies  will  follow  in  the  autumn. 

But  hia  work  was  cut  short  while  he  still  thought  of  it  as  | 
Jthe  happy  occupation  of  far-reaching  months.  Once  more  ^ 
llet  me  thank  you  for  remembering  me  iu  say  sorrow,  and  I 
(believe  me, 

"  Yours  with  high  regard, 

"  M.  E.  Lewes." 

In  1880,  George  Eliot    again   married,  becoming  the  j 

wife  of  Mr.  John  Walter  Croes,  long  the  fi'icnd  of  herself  | 

and  her  husband.     Her  second  union  gave  everj  i^tqv&v^si  J 

of  happiness,  and  a  wedding  tour  in.  Itsiy  av'^*'^^^  ^ 

itore  her  health,  wliich  had  bctn  tVvoov^vv?,  ftvn.t.c  '' 
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death  of  Mr.  Lewes.  But  the  winter  which  followed  her 
return  to  England  was  unusually  rigorous,  and  she  was 
unable  to  bear  its  severity.  She  died  only  two  weeks 
after  removing  to  her  new  home  at  Cheyne  Walk,  Chelsea. 

She  lies  buried  in  Highgate  Cemetery,  beside  the  grave 
of  George  Henry  Lewes.  Her  funeral  took  place  on  a 
day  of  mist  and  rain ;  yet,  in  addition  to  the  numerous 
friends,  distinguished,  most  of  them,  in  science,  art,  or 
philanthropy,  who  came  to  do  her  honor,  there  was 
gathered  a  crowd,  quiet,  orderly,  and  sorrowful,  of  people, 
friends  also,  who  had  never  known  her  face  or  voice.  All 
stood  silent  while  the  Unitarian  service  was  concluded  by 
her  grave ;  then  they  slowly  dispersed,  each  pausing  a 
moment  to  look  down  upon  the  coffin  covered  with 
flowers. 

If  George  Eliot's  work  in  literature  is  of  the  highest, 
so,  too,  is  her  place  as  a  friend  and  helper  among  men. 
No  one  reading  her  works  can  think  of  her  as  an  artist 
merely,  high  and  honorable  although  that  title  is.  She 
is  much  more ;  she  is  that  which  she  longed  to  be  when 
she  wrote  the  aspiration  that  closes  her  volume  of 
poems : 

**0  may  I  join  the  choir  invisible 
Of  those  immortal  dead  who  live  again 
In  minds  made  better  by  their  presence ;  live 
In  pulses  stirred  to  generosity, 
In  deeds  of  daring  rectitude,  in  scorn 
For  miserable  aims  that  end  with  self, 
In  thoughts  sublime  that  pierce  the  night  like  stars, 
And  with  their  mild  persistence  urge  man's  search 
To  vaster  issues." 
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THIS  lady,  who  has  been  for  some  years  past  oar  1 
neighbor   and  oar  occasional   visitor,  always   wel- 
sixth  child  of  the  Queen  of  England.     If 
my  suppose  that  people  who  inhabit  royal  palaces  are   | 
isempt  either  from  the  sorrows  or  from  the  apprehen-   i 
■ions  of  the  human  lot,  they  have  but  to  turn  to  the 
letters  of  Prince  Albert  in  which   the  Prince  mentions 
tho  birth  of  this  daughter,  to  discover  their  mistake.     It 
was  in  1848,  the  year  of  revolution  in  Europe,  when 
Louis  Philippe  of  Fi-anco  fled  across  the  sea,  and  every 
throne  on  tlie   continent   seemed   tottering  to   its  fall- 
There  was  panic  in  every  royal  abode.     At  Euokingham  1 
Palace,  where  the  Queen  of  England  was  then  expecting 
the  birth  of  her  child,  if  there  was  less  alarm,  there  was 
not  less  grief  for  the  troubles  and  perils  of  near  and  dear 
relations.      In   the   midst   of    the   political    convulsion, 
Prince  Albert  received  the   news  of  the   death   of  his 
grandmother,  and  he  wrote  of  this  sad  event  quite  in  the  J 
human  style,  as  though  he  were  no  Prince  at  all.  I 

"Alaa!"  said  he,  "the  news  you  sent  were  heavy  news  " 
,  indeed.  The  dear,  good  grandmamma !  She  was  an  aiigel 
I  upon  earth,  and  to  us  ever  so  good  and  loving.  What 
'  dismal  times  are  these !  I  cannot  give  full  way  to  my 
.  own  grief,  harrassed  as  we  both  are  with  the  t«rriblo 
I  present,  Augustus,  Clementine  Nemours,  and  the  Duch- 
i  ess  of  Montpensier  have  come  to  us,  one  by  one,  like 
[  people  Bhipwreckcd ;  Victorie,  Alexander,  the  Rin^,  y»»J 
I  Queen,  are  still  tossing  upon  the  "«a7jeB,oT:  Va^e,  iv&t'w 
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to  otlier  shores ;  we  know  nothing  of  them.  France  is  m 
flames;  Belgium  is  menaced.  We  have  a  ministerial, 
money,  and  tax  crisis;  and  Victoria  is  on  the  point  of 
being  confined.    My  heart  is  heavy." 

These  words  were  written  February  29,  1848.  One 
aft^r  another,  the  French  princes  and  ministers  came 
straggling  in  from  frantic  France  to  steady-going  Eng- 
huid,  finding  refuge  in  her  royal  palaces.  In  a  few  days 
the  Prince  wrote  joyfully  to  his  staunch  and  able  friend, 
B^rou  Stockmar: 

"I  have  good  news  for  you  to-day.  Victoria  was 
safely  delivered  this  morning,  and,  though  it  be  a 
daughter,  still  my  joy  and  gratitude  are  very  great,  as  I 
was  often  full  of  misgiving  because  of  the  many  moral 
shocks  which  have  crowded  upon  Victoria  of  late.  V. 
and  the  baby  are  perfectly  well." 

Thus,  the  Princess  was  born  in  the  midst  of  the  storm 
that  swept  over  the  world  in  March,  1848.  The  tempest 
was  of  such  a  nature  that  no  precautions  could  prevent 
the  thunder  of  it  penetrating  the  apartments  of  th^ 
Queen.  She  was  able,  nevertheless,  to  preserve  her 
tranquility  through  it  all. 

"  From  the  first,"  she  wrote  to  King  Leopold,  as  soon 
as  she  held  a  pen,  ^'I  heard  all  that  passed;  and  my 
only  thoughts  and  talk  were  politics.  But  I  never  was 
calmer,  and  quieter,  or  less  nervous.  Great  events  make 
me  calm ;  it  is  only  trifles  that  irritate  my  nerves." 

A  few  weeks  later,  while  public  affairs  were  still 
stringent  and  alarming,  the  child  was  baptized  in  the 
chapel  of  Buckingham  Palace,  when  she  received  the 
names  of  Louise  Caroline  Alberta.  For  this  interesting 
occasion  Prince  Albert  adapted  the  music  of  a  chorale 
which  he  had  composed  some  years  before.  It  was 
performed  at  the  christening,  and  has  since  become  a 
popular  tune  in  England  under  the  name  of  Gotha.    It 
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was  about  this  time  tliat  Prince  Albert  made  hie  SrBt 
public  address  in  England,  which  was  well  received  by 
the  people,  and  caused  him  to  write  wilh  exultatioii  that 
"  monarchy  never  stood  lii^her  in  England  than  it  does 
at  the  present  moiuciit," 

The  life  of  a  Princess,  viewed  from  the  exterior,  is  but 
a  series  of  pageants,  of  which  in  this  country  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  tell  the  significance,  and  therefore  tlicy  need  not 
occupy  us.  The  Princess  Louise  shares  to  the  full  that 
temperament  of  the  artist,  that  taste  for  everything 
beautiful  and  high,  which  characterizes  several  of  Prince 
Albert's  children.  Her  talenta  were  cultivated  under  the 
best  infiuences  and  appliances.  At  the  age  of  twenty- 
three  years  she  departed  from  the  usage  of  royal  families 
in  marrying  the  Marquis  of  Lorue,  the  eldest  eon  and 
heir  of  the  Duke  of  Argyle,  the  author  of  the  "  Reign  of 
Law,"  and  of  other  works  that  hover  along  the  verge  of 
heterodoxy.  In  1878,  the  late  Lord  JJeaconsfield,  who 
knew  so  well  how  to  pay  court  to  the  royal  family,  named 
Lord  Lome  Governor- General  of  the  Dominion  of  Canada, 
to  succeed  Lord  Dufferin,  the  most  gifted  jwrsoii  who 
ever  held  the  office.  It  was  a  severe  test  to  a  young  man 
of  twenty-tliree,  though  invested  with  the  prestige  of  a 
royal  alliance.  It  will  probably  be  found  when  the 
account  comes  to  be  made  up,  that  the  young  Governor, 
by  his  extensive  tours  in  the  remote  parts  of  the  Domin- 
ion, has  done  as  much  to  make  Canada  known,  and  to 
attract  emigration,  as  the  brilliant  and  humorous  speeches 
of  his  more  experienced  predecessor. 

Certainly,  our  friends,  the  people  of  Canada,  have  been 
jery  happy  of  late  in  seeing  the  Marquis  of  Lome  and 
I  Princess  Louise  the  occupants  of  their  Govornor- 
teneral's  mansion.     The  British  empire  in  general  gets  a 

reat  deal   of   comfort  and  exhilaration  from  \V&  \o"s^  J 

tnily,  and   no  poi'fion  of    the  em\nte  taove    -watYti-JJ 
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ty  than   the  distattC^H 

)iiig  across  the  border   ^ 


cherisheB    the    sentiment  of    loyalty  than   the 
colonies. 

We  can  observe  this  by  just  stepping  across  the  border 
line  between  Canada  and  tlie  United  States.  Recently,  I 
spent  a  day  or  two  at  Calais,  in  Maine,  wliich  is  separated 
from  St.  Stephens,  iu  New  Brunswicit,  by  tlie  river  St. 
Croix,  a  stream  so  narrow  that  it  is  crossed  by  a  covered 
wooden  bridge.  The  two  towns  are  not  more  than  a 
hundred  yards  apart.  People  cross  and  recross  as  freely 
as  they  go  from  one  street  to  another  of  their  own  town. 
Calais  ladies  who  want  a  pair  of  kid  gloves  step  over  to 
New  Brunswick  and  buy  tliem ;  and  St.  Stephens  ladies 
in  quest  of  a  patent  nutmeg-grater  cross  to  tlie  United 
States  and  supply  their  want.  Between  the  inhabitants 
of  the  two  places  there  is  tlie  most  perfect  friendliness  of 
feeling.  They  intermarry ;  tliey  become  partners  iu 
business  ;  they  go  to  one  another's  parties,  lectures,  con- 
certs, churches  ;  in  short,  they  mingle  iu  every  way,  and 
co-operate  in  everything — except  one !  , 

The  exception  is  politics.  Over  Calais  wave  the  stars 
and  stripes  ;  over  St.  Stephens  "  the  meteor  flag  of  Eng- 
land," At  Calais — town  meetings,  republican  rallies, 
democratic  caucuses,  the  Maine  Law,  Fourth  of  July,  and 
Hurrah  for  Blaine.  At  St.  Stephens — our  gracious  queen, 
gossip  of  changes  in  the  dominion  ministry,  and  portraita 
of  the  Marquis  of  Lome  and  the  Princess  Louise.  It  is  like 
two  people  sitting  side  by  side  with  theii-  hands  almost 
touching ;  but,  near  as  tliose  hands  are,  each  draws 

I  life  blood  from  another  heart,  and  its  nervous  force  from' 
another  brain. 
Some  of  the  polite  inhabitants  of  St.  Stephens  have 
"  Peerage  "  upon  their  tables ;  while  two-thii-ds  of  tl 
people  of  Calais  scarcely  have  an  idea  what  a  Peerage 
A  little  information,  thci-efore,  concerning  the  m 
Gofcniur-Genera}  may  not  he  unaccoYiLivbIc  ou  our  side 
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le  river.  Lord  Duffcrin,  in  speaking  ot  his  siiccesBor, 
said  that  the  Marquis  of  Lome  "  came  of  good  Whig 
stock,"  or,  in  other  words,  of  a  family  whose  historical 
importance  was  founded  upon  "the  sacrifices  they  had 
made  in  the  cause  of  constitutional  liberty." 

"  When  a  couple  of  a  man's  ancestors,"  added  Lordl 
Dufferin,  "have  perished  on  the  scaffold  aa  martyrs  to] 
the  cause  of  political  and  I'eligious  freedom,  you  may  ha] 
sure  there  is  little  likelihood  of  this  descendant  scekingi 
to  encroach  upon  the  privileges  of  Parliament,  or  the 
independence  of  the  people," 

Lord  Dufferin  referred  in  this  passage,  first,  to  the  Earl 
of  Argyll,  executed  in  1600,  for  ttie  firmness  with  which 
he  maintained  the  independence  of  the  Scottish  Presby- 
terian Church.  It  was  he  who  said,  as  he  laid  his  head 
upon  the  block : 

"  1  could  die  like  a  Roman,  but  choose  rather  to  die  aa 
B  Chi'istian." 

Tiie  son  of  this  nobleman,  another  Eiarl  of  Argyll,  lost 
his  head  a  few  years  after,  in  the  reign  of  James  IL 
Being  called  upon  to  fake  what  was  called  the  test  oath 
of  1661,  he  refused  on  two  grounds :  first,  that  the  oath 
was  inconsistent  with  itself ;  and,  secondly,  that  it  was 
iuconsistent  with  the  Protestant  religion.  Upon  this  htti 
was  convicted  of  high  treason,  sentenced  to  death,  hii 
estates  confiscated,  and  his  arms  torn  down.  He  escaped 
into  Holland;  whence  returning,  after  the  death  of 
Charles  tlie  Second,  he  joined  the  Duke  of  Monmouth  in 
his  rebellion,  and  soon  shared  the  misfortunes  of  that 
incompetent  leader.  Argyll  being  taken  prisoner,  was 
executed  upon  his  former  sentence,  and  met  his  deatHi 
with  fortitude. 

The  family  from  which  the  Marquis  of  Lorno  descends' 

one  of  the  most  ancient  in  Europe :  it  may  cvwv  V»j 
the  most  ancient ;  for  there  is  some  rcaaon.  \«  "CioaJfc-' 
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'hilo  tlie  BotnaiiB  possessed  Britain  oue  of  his  ancestors 
'Teas  already  cliief  of  a  Scottish  clan,  afterwards  known 
as  tlio  Clan  Campbell.  From  about  tlie  year  1250  the 
history  of  the  family  ia  recorded  and  traceable  ;  the  pres- 
ent Duke  of  Argyll,  father  of  the  Marquis  of  Lome, 
being  the  twenty-first  lineal  inheritor  of  the  family 
honors.  Two  centuries  before  the  discovery  of  America 
the  head  of  the  Campbells  fought  for  Robert  Bruce  ;  and 
one  of  bia  sous  appears  to  haye  founded  a  line  from  which 
sprang  Duiicau,  King  of  Scotland,  who  was  murdered  by 
Macbeth.  About  the  year  1300  the  chief  of  the  Camp- 
bells married  Marguerite,  daughter  of  the  King  of  Scot- 
land. Two  centuries  later,  Colin  V,  the  first  of  the 
Campbells  who  was  called  Count  of  Argyll,  married 
Isabello  Stnai-t,  another  princess  of  the  blood  royal.  The 
present  Marquia  of  Lome,  therefore,  is  the  third  of  hisi 
family  who  has  married  a  princess  of  royal  lineage. 

During  many  ages  the  chief  of  a  Scottish  clan  was  little 
more  than  the  head  of  a  nuiaerous  band  of  robbers,  who 
lived  in  rude,  precarious  abuudancc,  in  habitations  which 
had  no  other  desirable  quality  but  that  of  strength  to 
repel  attacks.  His  laaded  possessions  were  extensive, 
but  little  productive,  until  better  modes  of  culture  and 
the  working  of  mines  and  quarries  enabled  the  lands  to 
support  a  more  numerous  population.  The  present  Duke 
of  Argyll  is  one  of  the  few  great  landowners  of  his  coun- 
try. He  has,  it  is  said,  an  estate  so  extensive  that  he 
can  ride  tliirty  miles  in  a  straight  line  without  going  off 
his  own  land.  This  seems  highly  absurd ;  and  it  is 
reasonable  to  think  that,  in  the  course  of  another  cen- 
tury or  so,  social  science  will  have  devised  some  agreea- 
ble and  just  mode  of  relieving  the  family  of  a  part  of 
this  burden. 

During  the  last  two  or  three  generations  the  Dukes  of 
ATgyU,  though  descended  from  this  long  line  of  maiJKiiajii; 
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ofaiefB,  men  of  the  epear  and  the  battle-axe,  have  been 
noted  for  literary  taBtes,  a  lovti  of  Bcience,  and  a  devotion 
to  the  general  intellectual  intereata  of  their  country.  A 
Duke  of  Argyll  of  the  laRt  century  collected  one  of  the 
befit  private  libraries  iu  Europe.  The  present  Duke,  as 
jufit  remarked,  has  written  a  work  of  much  celebrity 
called,  "The  Reign  of  Law."  He  has  written  also  an 
essay  upon  the  ecclesiastical  history  of  Scotland  from 
the  time  of  John  Knox.  His  eldest  son,  the  Marquis 
of  Lome,  is  the  author  of  a  small  book  of  travels,  called 
"A  Trip  to  the  Tropics  and  Home  through  America." 
He  also  gave  the  world,  a  year  or  two  since,  a  book  of 
poems,  which  I  should  judge,  from  the  extracts  published 
in  the  English  papers,  to  be  of  a  mild  and  harmless 
quality,  not  exactly  what  we  should  expect  from  a 
descendant  of  the  Scottish  Chiefs. 

The  reader,  perhaps,  may  like  to  know  the  name  of  the 
Governor-General,     He  ia  well  supplied  with  the  article 

ijof  name.  It  ia  John  George  Edward  Henry  Douglas 
^therland  Campbell,  Marquis  of  Lorno.  He  ia  now 
thirty-eight  years  of  age.  He  has  served  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  and  as  private  secretary  to  his  father,  when 
his  father  was  m  the  ministry.  In  1871  he  married  the 
Princess  Loniae,  a  princess  of  whom  such  good  things 
are  spoken  that,  doubtless,  she  would  have  been  beloved 
if  she  had  not  been  a  princess.  Lord  DufFerin,  who 
began  his  public  life  na  Lord-in-waiting  to  Queen  Victoria, 
an  office  which  brought  him  iuto  familiar  intercourse 
with  the  Queen  and  her  children,  pronounced  a  noble 
eulogium  upon  her,  on  taking  leave  of  the  people  of 
Canada.  He  spoke  of  her  "  artistic  genius,"  of  her  devo- 
tion to  good  objects,  of  her  ready  sympathy  with  the  poor 
4nd  lowly.     He  described  her  as  being  not  only  a  princess 

Npf  what  he  called  "majestic  lineage,"  but  a  good  aud  \\v>\s\fe 
Oman,  in  wboui  the  humblest  seUlev  m  Canada  "W«n^^ 
wtcHigent  and  sympathetic  !ric"ai. 
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"She  will  soon  be  among  you,"  said  he,  "taking^ 
hearts  by  storm  by  the  grace,  tlic  auavity,  the  sweet  sim- 
plicity of  her  mauners,  life,  and  conversation.     Gentle- 
men, if  ever  there  was  a  lady  who  in  her  earliest  youth  J 
had  formed  a  high  idea)  of  what  a  noble  life  should  be^fl 
if  ever  there  was  a  human  being  who  tried  to  malce  the  T 
most  of  the  opportunities  within  her  reach,  and  to  create 
for  herself,  in  spite  of  every  possible  trammel  and  impedi- 
ment, a  useful  career   and    occasions  of   benefiting  her 
fellow-creatures,  it  is  the  Princess  Louise,  whose  unpro-   i 
tendiug  exertions  in  a  Imndrcd  different  directions  to  be 
of  service  to  her  country  and  generation  have  already  < 
won  for  her  an  extraordinary  amount  of  popularity  at  I 
home." 

The  people  of  Canada  are  to  be  congratulated  upon 
having  at  the  head  of  their  government  two  individuals 
wlio  are  exempt  from  the  harsh  criticism  to  which  par- 
tisan stiife  usually  subjects  party  leaders.     This,  indeed, 
IB  one  of  the  excellent  poiats  of  their  system ;  the  head 
of  the  .government  being  removed  from  party  contests, 
not  affected  by  party  changes,  not  liable  to  party  auimosi- 
ties,  a  center  to  which  all  eyes  are  directed  with  fond- 
ness and  pride.     The  republicans  of  the  future  will  probar 
bly  have  this    advantage,    without   the    inconvcnicnceaj 
attached  to  hereditary  rank.     The  French  Republic  enjoyftB 
it,  in   some  degree,   at   the   present  moment,  since  the^ 
president  governs  through  ministers,  wlio  go  out  of  office 
when  they  cannot  command  a  majority  of  the  national 
legislature.     Thus  there  is  a  happy  blending  of  the  fixed 
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I  and  the  changeable;  of  the  useful  and  the  ornamental&^H 
of  the  conservative  and  the  progressive.  ^^| 

It  is  not  improbable  that  we  may  have  something  CI^^H 
the  kind  in  due  time ;  a  president  elected  for  a  somewha^^H 
longer  term  than  at  present,  not  eligible  for  a  secon^^^^ 
term,   and  governing   tlirough   miiiistei's   sitting  in  th^^^| 
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House  of  Representatives.  The  president  cotild  then  be 
something  more  of  an  ornamental  person  than  he  now  is, 
aud  be  free  from  the  excessive  toils  of  administration. 
I  am  glad  we  have  the  Dominion  of  Canada  for  a  neigh- 
bor, that  each  country  may,  now  and  then,  get  a  valuable 
notion  from  the  other. 


IX. 

FANNY  MENDELSSOHN. 

WOMEN  occupy  themselves  so  much  with  music, 
that  it  is  surprising  so  few  of  them  compose  it. 
In  some  branches  of  the  fine  arts  women  have  won  the 
first  rank ;  in  others,  high  rank ;  but  the  sex  has  not  yet 
furnished  one  composer  of  music  who  can  be  named  with 
the  great  masters,  nor  with  any  masters.  The  career  of 
Fanny  Mendelssohn  riiay  throw  some  light  upon  the  reason 
why  this  is  so.  She  had  the  requisite  genius ;  she  was 
nurtured  in  the  atmosphere  of  music ;  she  was  trained  in 
her  art  to  a  certain  point ;  she  gave  more  than  promise 
of  Original  power.  But  she  was  a  woman,  and  the  tradi- 
tions of  all  the  past  ages,  speaking  to  her  with  the  voice 
of  her  father,  said :  Thus  far^  and  no  farther!  Living 
when  she  did,  and  where  she  did,  her  cheerful  obedience 
was  wise. 

She  was  the  child  of  a  gifted  and  noble  race.  Her 
grandfather,  Moses  Mendelssohn  Bartholdy,  once  said : 

"  Formerly,  I  was  the  son  of  my  father ;  now,  I  am  the 
father  of  my  son.'' 

That  father  of  whom  he  spoke,  was  the  famous  Jewish 
philosopher,  Moses  Mendelssohn ;  his  son  was  the  great 
composer,  Felix  Mendelssohn  Bartholdy.  The  family  of 
which  these  two  men  were  the  public  representatives,  was  a 
most  remarkable  one,  for  there  was  not  a  member  of  it 
who  was  not  endowed  in  an  unusual  degree  with  intelli- 
gence and  talent.  These  hereditary  powers,  combined 
with  a  family  affection  beautiful  to  witness,  reached  their 
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rest  derelopmGiit  in  the  four  cliildren  of  Abraham 
MeiideUsuha  Bartholdy — Faimy,  Felix,  Rebecca,  and 
Paul — Iho    most   brilliant    of    whom    weve    tlie    eldest 

lugliter  Faiiuy,  and  her  renowned  brother  Felix. 

Fanny  McndelBsohn  was  born  at  Hamburg,  Nov.  14, 
^805,  in  a  pretty,  irregular  little  cottage,  called  Martin's 
Mill,  the  balcony  of  which  commanded  a  view  of  tho 
river  Elbe.  Her  father,  in  writing  to  announce  the  birth 
to  old  Madame  Salomon,  his  mother-in-law,  mentions  a 
curiously  prophetic  remark  of  his  wife's  concerning  her 
first-born,  tlien  but  a  few  days  old : 

"  Leah  says  that  the  child  has  Bach-fugue  fingers. 

From  her  earliest  years  the  little  ^rl  showed  the  same 
rvelous  rauaical  talent  as  her  brother  Felix,  who  was 

iru  in  1809.     The  two  were  educated  together,  i 

structiou   obtainable,   and   displaying  equal 
aptitude  and  application.     Both  began  to  compose  at  a 

iry  early  age,  and  both  displayed  extraordinary  memory, 

.uny,  when  only  thirteen,  learnt  twenty-four  of  Bach's 

ludes,  and  played  thtm  without  notes  as  a  surprise  for 

,er  father.     At  fifteen,  while  she  was  away  from  home, 

she  sent  him  in  a  letter  a  number  of  songs  of  her  own 

composition. 

"  They  went  over  your  Romances  yesterday  at  Viry 
he  wrote  to  her,  "  and  you  will  be  glad  to  hear  that  Fanny 
Sebastiani  sang  *  Lea  Soina  dc  mon  Troupeau,'  very  nicely 
and  correctly,  and  likes  tliem  much.  I  confess  that  I 
prefer  that  song  to  all  the  others — so  far  as  I  can  judge 
of  them,  for  they  were  only  very  imperfectly  performed. 
It  is  bright,  and  has  an  easy,  natural  flow,  which  most  of 
^le  otliers  hare  not ;  some  of  them  are  too  ambitious  for 
the  words.  But  that  one  song  I  like  so  ranch  that  since 
yesterday  I  have  often  sung  it  to  myself,  whilst  1  remem- 
ber nothing  of  the  others,  and  I  think  facility  owa  oi  *0oa 
loet  important  qualities  of  a  song.     At  flic  aaoiG  Vlvoiai 
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far  from  trivial,  and  the  pasaage  '  si  j'ai  tronr^  pour 
eux  une  fonta.ine  claire'is  even  very  felicitous;  only  it 
appears  to  mo  to  give  too  decided  an  end  to  the  lines 
immediately  following  the  words  '  s'ila  sont  heureux,'  Ii 
strongly  advise  you  to  keep  as  much  as  possible  to  thts^ 
lightness  and  naturalness  hi  your  future  composition  a." 

It  U  a  curious  fact  that  the  author  of  this  careful 
criticism  (he  was  a  man  of  business)  had  no  technical 
knowledge  of  music,  yet  his  ear  was  so  exquisite  and  his 
taste  so  perfect,  that  liis  children,  iiicluding  Felix  whesi 
at  the  height  of  his  fame,  always  considered  him  as  ths' 
highest  authority  upon  their  compositions. 

Fanny's  music,  wliile  she  was  yet  a  child,  earned  her' 
two  triumphs,  of  which  she  fully  appreciated  the  value. 
Felix,  when  eleven  years  of  age,  spent  some  time  at 
Weimar,  where  ho  was  constantly  in  the  society  of  Goethe, 
who  became  very  fond  of  him,  and  listened  every  day  to 
his  playing.  Sometimes  ho  improvised,  or  played  com- 
positions of  his  own  or  Fanny's.  In  a  letter  to  th«j 
family  he  says,  after  relating  various  bits  of  news: 

"Now  something  for  you,  my  dear  coughing  Fanny  I 
Yesterday  morning  I  took  your  songs  to  Frau  von  Goethe, 
who  has  a  good  voice  and  will  sing  them  to  the  old  gentle- 
man.    I  told  him  that  yon  had  written  them,  and  I  asked' 
him  whether  lie  would  like  to  hear  tliem.     Ho  said, '  Yei 
yes,  with  pleasure.'     Frau  von  Goethe  likes  them  vei 
much   indeed,   and   that  is   a  good    omen.     To-day 
to-morrow  ho  is  to  hear  them." 

Goethe  was  so  pleased  with  the  songs  wlicn  ho  did  hear" 
them,  that  he  at  once  composed  a  beautiful  little  poem  for 
Fanny,  wrote  it  down  himself,  and  gave  it  to  Zelter  (her 
music  teacher  and  her  brother's)  with  the  words 

"  Take  that  to  the  dear  child," 

Her  second  success,  although  it  won  her  no  such  liant 
as  UuB,  was  perhaps  even  more  gratifj'ing  in  its  resnl 
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'Sumy's  father  and  motber  had  been  brought  up  in  fho 
Jewish  faith,  but  ■were  extremely  liberal  in  tlieir  ideas, 
regarding  the  spirit  as  all,  the  form  as  nothing,  and  they 
desired  to  have  their  children  educated  as  Christians. 
This  was  done,  though  at  first  secretly,  in  order  not  to 
wound  the  feelings  of  their  grandparents,  who  were  much 
more  strict  in  their  adherence  to  the  ancient  belief. 
Madame  Salomon,  especially,  was  so  orthodox  a  Jewess, 
that  she  had  cursed  and  cast  off  her  own  son  for  adopting 
Christianity.  With  this  formidable  old  lady,  however, 
Fanny  was  a  great  favorite,  and  she  used  often  to  -v-isit 
Jier  and  play  to  her.  One  day,  after  she  had  been  playing 
exquisitely  well,  Madame  Salomon  told  her  to  choose 
■what  she  would  like  best  for  her  reward.  To  Madame'a 
at  surprise,  the  reply,  given  without  a  moment's  hesita^ 
a,  was : 

'  "Forgive  Uucle  Bartholdy." 

I  The  request,  so  earnest  and  so  unexpected,  touched  the 
lid  lady's  heart,  and  eventually  brought  about  a  recon- 
uliation,  "  for  Fanny's  sake,"  as  she  wrote  to  her  son. 

Although  Fanny  Mendelssohn  received  a  thorough 
muBical  education,  studying  always  with  her  brother,  and 
as  earnestly  and  aptly  as  he,  and  although  her  talent  was 
recognized  by  the  family  as  being  almost,  if  not  quite, 
equal  to  his,  yet  none  of  them  for  a  moment  thought  of 
regarding  music  as  her  career.  In  the  eyes  of  Abraham 
Mendelssohn,  as  in  those  of  most  men  at  that  time,  there 
was  hut  one  worthy  profession  for  a  woman  —  that  of 
housewife ;  and  so  Fanny,  in  spite  of  some  irrepressible 
longings  for  the  distinction  which  she  felt  it  within  her 
power  to  attain,  acquiesced  in  his  views.  In  the  very 
letter  in  which  he  praised  her  Romances,  her  father  wrote 
to  her: 

"  What  you  said  to  me  about  your  miia\ca\  owm-^^Cxqw^I 

I  »itb  reference  to  and  in  comparison,  ■wittv  ¥e\«,  ■w^ia' 
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rightly  tlionglit    and    exprcsBed.      Music    will    perhaps 
become  liia  profeaaion,  whilst  for  you  it  caii  and  must 
oiilj  be  au  ornament,  never  the  root  of  your  being  and 
doing.      We  may  therefore   pardon  him  aome  amhitioi 
and  desire  to  be  acknowledged  in  a  pursuit  which  appeal 
Tery  im[)ortant  to  Iiim,  because  he  feels  a  vocation  for 
whilst  it  does  you  credit  that  you  have  always  showi 
yourself  good  and  sensible  in  these  matters ;  and  yoi 
very  joy  at  the  praise  he  earns  proves  that  yon  might, 
his  place,  have  merited  equal  applause.     Remain  true 
these  sentiments   and  to  this  line  of  conduct;  they  arel 
feminine,  and  only  what  is  truly  feminine  ia 
to  your  ses." 

Between  Felix  and  Fanny  there  was,  from  the  first, 
beautifully  intimate  relation.  They  worked  together' 
daily,  each  fully  appreciating  and  admiring  the  labors  of 
the  other.  Felix  concealed  nothing  from  his  sister,  and, 
as  she  afterwards  declared,  she  was  acquainted  with  his 
couifiositiouB  from  their  birth. 

"Up  to  (be  present  moment,"  she  wrote  aftermany  yea 
"  I  possess  his  unbounded  confidence,  I  have  watched  flw 
progress  of  his  talent,  step  by  step,  and  may  even  aay, 
have  contributed  to  his  development.  I  have  always^ 
been  his  only  musical  adviser,  and  he  never  writes  down 
a  thought  before  submitting  it  to  my  judgment.  For 
instance,  1  have  known  his  operas  by  heart  before  a  note 
was  written." 

Wlien  she  was  seventeen,  a  plump,  pleasing  girl,  wi) 
a  face  spirited  and  rcfmed  rather  than  beautiful,  and 
pair  of  magnificent  dark  eyes,  Fanny  won  the  heart 
Wilhelm  Hensel,  a  young  artist  of  great  promise,  whof 
affection  she  reciprocated.  The  young  man,  howevei 
liad  as  yet  attained  no  recognized  position ;  he  was  pool 
and  had  relatives  dependent  .upon  him  for  suppoi 
Marriage   was  as  yet  impossible,  attd  ^anw^'a  discn 
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parenis  Tould  not  permit  her  as  yet  to  become  formally      i 

engaged. 

It  was  in  1821  that  the  young  people  made  each  other's 
acquaintance.  In  that  year  the  Grand  Duke  Nichohia  of 
Russia  and  his  wife  visited  Berlin,  and  court  festivities  of 
the  most  elaborate  description  were  given  in  their  honor. 
The  entertainmeut  provided  for  one  evening  in  particular 
was  a  representation,  by  means  of  tableaux  and  panto- 
mime, of  scenes  from  Moore's  Oriental  poem,  Lalla  Rookh, 
the  characters  being  assumed  by  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  ' 
of  the  court.  The  exhibition  was  characterized  by 
artistically  grouped  figures,  beautiful  faces,  and  a  lavish 
display  of  costly  draperies,  gorgeous  jewels,  aud  rare 
articles  of  Eastern  manufacture.  Wlieu  the  pei^formance 
was  at  last  ended,  Lalla  Rookh  (roprcscnted  by  the  Grand 
Duchess  herself)  exclaimed  with  a  sigh : 

"Is  it  really  over  now?     And  are  those  who  como 
after  us  to  have  no  remembrance  of  this  happy  evening?"       i 

These  words  reaching  the  ear  of  the  King,  he  resolved 
to  have  the  scenes  painted  in  an  album,  the  performers      I 
all  sitting  for  their  portraits,  and  the  work  wlien  complete      I 
to  bo  presented  to  the  Grand  Duchess.    This  commission 
was  awarded  to  Wilhelm  Hensel,  who,  before  the  book      1 
was  sent  away  to  St.  Petersburg,  exhibited  it  for  a  few      I 
days  in  his  studio,  where  it  was  viewed  by  many  visitors,      1 
among  whom  came  Fanny  Mendelssohn  and  her  parents.      I 
The   exquisite   manner   in  which   these   drawings  were 
executed  brought  llie  young  artist  at  once  into  favorable 
notice,  and  he  soon  received  from  the  Prussian  govern- 
ment a  scholarsliip,  which  enabled  liim  to  study  in  Rome, 
accompanied  by  an  order  for  a  copy  of  Raphael's  Trans- 
figiiralion,   to   be   of   the   size    of  the   original.     Before       ) 
setting  out  he  wished  to  become  engaged  to  Fanny  ;  but       I 
this,  as  we   have  seen,  her  parents  would  not  permit,      | 
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not  feel  convinced  of  the  depth  of  a  lore  founded  npon 
short  an  acquaintance,  and  tlicy  were,  besides,  afraid 
lis  becoming  a  Catliolic,  aa.  liia  sister  Louise  had  done. 

Fanny,  althongti   she  had  iiorfect   coiifidpnce  in  hi 
snbmitted  without  protest  to  the  family  decree,  and  tl 
two  were  not  even  allowed  to  correspond.     Her  motlu 
however,  wrote  to  him  frequently,  so  that  he  did  not  lack 
news  of  his  sweetheart ;  while  she,  in  her  turn,  knew  that 
she  was  not  forgotten,  for  the  young  lover,  when  the  pen 
was  forbidden  to  liirn,  turned  to  his  old  ally,  the  pencil. 
Beautiful   drawings,  from    memory,  of  her  four   lovely 
children  were  constantly  received  by  Madam  Meudelssohn, 
whose  heart  could  not  fail  to  be  softened  by  such  plcasinj 
homage.     They  were  all   addressed  to  her,  none  to 
daughter,  but  in  each   picture  Fanny  Iield  the   post 
honor,  and  it  was  her  face  lliat  was  most  carefully  and 
delicately  elaborated ;  her  dark  eyes  that  gazed  with  the 
most  lifelike  expression  from  the  paper.     Wilhelm  Ki 
ael  spent  five  years  in  Italy. 

In  1825,  Abraham  Mendelssohn  purchased  the  boi 
and  grounds  known  as  No.  3  Leipsick  Street.     Here 
and  his  wife  passed  the  remainder  of   their   lives,  an 
here,  too,  Fanny  was  married  and  lived  mitil  her  deal 
The  house  was  spacious  and  beautiful,  with  lofty  ceiling*-' 
and  large  windows.     One   room,  in   particular,  so  coiHi| 
sti'ucted  as  to  overlook   the   garden,  and  opening  by 
series  of  three  arches  into  an  adjoining  apartment,  was 
of  stately  proportions,  and  peculiarly  adapted  to  theatrical 
purposes.     Ordinarily,  it  was  Madam  Mendelssolui's  sit- 
ting-room, but,  upon  Christmas,  birth-Jays,  and  othi 
festive  occasions,  it  was  the  scene  of  all  kinds  of  joyoi 
celebrations  —  songs,  plays,  tableaux,  and  operettas.    Tl 
garden    waS    still    more    attractive,   being,   as    Madam 
Mendelssohn  wrote  to  Hensel,  "  quite  a  park,  with  splen- 
did  trees,  a  field,  grass-plots,  and  a  delightful  summer 
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reBidence."  This  summer  residence  was  a  roomy,  mm- 
biiag,  oue-storicd  garden-house,  freeziag  cold  in  winter, 
but  a  paradise  in  summer,  where  Wilholm  Heusel  and 
Fanuy  afterwards  lived. 

Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  3,  soon  became  the  scene  of  what 
Fanny's  son,  Sebastian  Hejisul,  described  as  a  "  singularly 
beautiful,  poetic  life."  Indeed,  there  can  be  no  lovelier 
thing  to  contemplate  than  a  gifted,  affectionate,  and  united 
family,  surrounded  by  a  circle  of  faithful  friends,  passing 
their  time,  after  the  performance  of  their  daily  duties,  in 
the  enjoyment  of  music,  literature,  and  the  natural 
gayeties  of  youth.  Their  dearest  and  merriest  friend  was 
Kliugemann,  a  diplomatist,  and  the  author  of  the  words 
of  Felix's  opera,  "  Son  and  Stranger,"  whose  correspond- 
ence with  Fanny  and  Felix  it  ie  a  delight  to  read.  Gietz, 
a  violinist,  was  another  member  of  the  circle,  aud  Marx, 
the  editor  of  a  musical  paper,  besides  several  more.  In 
the  garden-house,  too,  lived  an  old  lady  with  a  bevy  of 
nieces  and  granddaughters,  all  bright,  pretty,  and  intel- 
ligent, who  added  their  share  to  the  general  enjoyment. 

During  the  summer  of  182t),  this  gay  party,  favored 
by  beautiful  weatlier,  passed  the  greater  part  of  their 
time  out  of  doors,  wandering  at  will  in  the  old  garden, 
filling  their  hours  with  music,  poetry,  games,  tricks,  and 
dramatic  representations.  In  one  of  the  smnmer-houses 
writing  materials  were  kept  constantly  at  hand,  and  who- 
ever had  any  pretty  fancy  or  odd  conceit,  hastened  to  put  it 
down  on  paper.  From  these  jottings  they  formed  a  little 
journal  called  the  Garden  Times,  which  was  afterwards 
continued  in  winter  under  the  name  of  Tea  and  Snow 
Times,  and  proved  a  great  success.  At  tills  period,  too, 
they  read  much,  the  favorites  being  Jean  Paul  and 
Shakespeare.  Shakespeare's  comedies  especially  they 
delighted  in,  and,  above  all,  the  Midaummer-Nighfa 
DrBJjtt^^^m^^^'  among  the  trees  aai  ^w'sw*-),'?!'- 
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^^B  the  quiet  walks  and  shady  allcje  of  the  old  garden,  ntil 
^^M    company  of  congenial  friends,  siirri>iiiidcd  hj  tho  spiri 
^H    of  lightness,  grace,  and  affection,  that  Felix  MeudcUt^ohll 
^^M    hecame  acquainted  with  that  airy  fantasy  and  set  it  i 
^^M    music  worthy  of  it.     It  was  in  this  year  that  he  com 
^^r    posed  the  overture  to  the  Midsuinmer-Xight's  Dream,  anffl 
so  fully  did  it  espreas  the  spirit  of  the  play  that,  wheffl 
twenty  years  after  he  wished  to  continue  the  work,  hffl 

I  allowed  the  overtnre  to  remain  nntonchcd,  not  finding  1 
necessary  to  alter  a  note  in  the  work  of  his  youth. 
At  this  time,  too,  and  evidently  inspired  hy  the  sam 
feeling,  he  set  to  music,  as  a  birthday  present  for  1 
friend  Rietz,  the  stanza  from  the  Walpurgis-Night  Dre 
in  Faust: 
"  The  flight  of  the  clouds  and  thn  veil  of  the  mist 
Are  lighted  from  above, 
A  breeEC  in  the  leaves,  a  wind  in  the  reeda 
And  all  has  vanished.^' 
"And  he   has  been   really  successful,"   says   FannK 
proudly.     "  To  me  alone  he  told  his  idea :  the  whole  piei 
ia  to  be  played  staccato  and  pianissimo,  the  tremulandoa 
coming  in  now  and  then,  the  trills  passing  away  with  the 
quickness  of  lightning ;  everything  new  and  strange,  and, 

■  at  the  same  time,  most  insinuating  and  pleasing.  One 
feels  BO  near  the  world  of  spirits,  carried  away  in  the 
air,  and  half  inclined  to  snatch  up  a  broomstick  and 
follow  the  aerial  procession.  At  the  end,  the  first  violiit 
takes  a  flight  with  feather-like  lightness,  and  —  all 
vanished." 

I  In  the  autumn  of  1827,  the  merry  KHngemann  went 
to  London,  and  his  friends  of  Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  Sy 
missed  him  sadly,  although  an  animated  correspondenoo 
was  kept  up  between  him  and  Fanny. 
"  I  only  wish  I  were  less  near-sighted,"  he  writes  in  hi( 
Srst  letter,  "especially  for  the  saJce  of  the  English  ■  "■  " 
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They  do  not  know  how  to  bake  a  pancake,  and  are  moatly 
occupied  with  useleas  things,  but  they  look  desperately 
pretty.  A  peripatetic  girls'  school,  dozens  of  which  you 
see  daily  in  Regent's  Park,  wlitsro  they  come  for  freah 
air,  appears  to  mc  like  as  many  pathetic  Peris,  one  more 
beautiful  than  the  other,  marcliing  two  and  two,  the 
grown-up  ones  together  and  conscious  enough  of  their 
\ictoriou8  gifts,  the  severe  Ayah  iu  the  rear  looking 
daggers  at  every  male  person.  My  idea  of  English 
ladies  formed  long  ago  at  Paris  was  quite  erroneous.  .  .  . 
By  the  way,  they  are  ridiculously  learned." 

"  If  you  were  here,"  Fanny  wrote  in  reply, "  you  would 
find  plenty  of  scope  for  your  wit  and  fim  in  the  taste  for 
learning  which  the  public  exhibits  this  year.  Of  Alex- 
ander von  Humboldt's  lecture  on  pliysical  geography  at 
the  university,  you  must  have  lieanl.  But  do  yon  know 
that  at  His  Majesty's  desire  lie  lias  begun  a  second  course 
of  lectures  iu  the  hall  of  tlie  Singakademie  attended  by 
everybody  who  lays  any  claim  to  good  breeding  and 
fashion,  from  the  king  and  the  whole  court,  ministerB, 
generals,  officers,  artists,  authors,  beaux  eaprits  (and  ugly 
ones,  too),  students,  and  ladies,  down  to  your  unworthy 
correspondent?  The  crowd  is  fearful,  the  public  is 
imposing,  and  the  lectures  are  very  interesting  indeed. 
Gentlemen  may  laugh  as  much  as  tliey  like,  but  it  is 
delightful  that  we,  too,  have  the  opportunity  given  us  of 
listening  to  clever  men.  We  fully  enjoy  this  happiness, 
and  must  try  to  bear  the  scoffing.  And  now  1  will  give 
up  completely  to  your  mockery,  by  confessing  that  we  are 
hearing  another  course  of  lectures,  from  a  foreigner,  about 
experimental  physics." 

tTIiose  confessions  sound  oddly  in  our  day  of  lady 
ctors  and  female  colleges.     Poor  Fanny  was  evidently 
doubt  as  to  how  they  would  be  recewed  \iy  ft\e  fta.tc^j^'i 
:*"■"■"■"■'*■"■'""""■ . 
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"  Now  do  not,  for  heaven^s  sake,'*  he  wrote,  "  believe 
that  I  mean  to  become  satirical  as  regards  the  progress 
of  mj  young  lady  friends  in  the  knowledge  of  the  chem- 
ical elements  of  a  collar  or  a  cake;  they  are  deeply 
important  and  necessary  things.  And  why  should  not  a 
young  lady  know  how  and  where  her  shawl  has  grown, 
quite  as  well  as  the  professor,  who  is  behind  her  in  the 
knowledge  of  its  practical  use?  And  another  great 
advantage:  suppose  you  were  suddenly  cast  away  in 
Mongolia,  you  would  only  have  to  submit  some  mountain 
or  river  or  earth  to  a  trifling  investigation  to  say  for 
certain,  here  I  am  in  Mongolia ;  consequently  so  and  so 
many  post  stages  from  Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  3,  and 
quietly  order  your  horses.  .  .  One  thing,  however,  I 
have  to  reproach  you  with,  which  is,  that  you  follow  the 
false  principle  that  prevails  among  women  and  do  not 
carry  your  knowledge  into  life  and  letters.  I  find  (in 
your  letter)  no  comparison  or  metaphor  from  chemistry, 
and  yet  they  would  be  so  ornamental !  If  I  did  but  know 
anything  of  the  matter,  I  would  make  a  better  use  of  it ! " 

In  October,  1828,  Wilhelm  Hensel  returned  from  Italy. 

He  found  Fanny  grown  from  a  gay  girl  of  seventeen  to  a 

brilliant  young  woman  of  twenty-two,  surrounded  by  a 

circle  of  intimate  and  admiring  friends,  whom  she  won 

alike  by  lier  personal  charms  and  by  her  art.     The  circle, 

which  went  by  the  name  of  "  The  Wheel,"  was  so  close, 

so  complete  in  itself,  it  possessed  so  many  jokes  and 

by-words  that  he  could  not  understand,  so  many  memories 

that  he  did  not  share,  that  at  first  he  felt  himself  a 

^  stranger,  and  was  jealous.     Fanny's  friends  in  their  turn 

regarded  him  somewhat  in  the  light  of  an  intruder,  come 

to  carry  away  a  prize  which  several  secretly  coveted  for 

themselves,  and  few  were  willing  to  see  bestowed  upon 

another.     But  these  feelings  were  but  transient  and  super- 

^e/aJ,  as  Hensel  himself  soon  recognizeSL*    l\i  ^«u^^  %& 
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,  hifl  art  to  whicli  be  resorted  to  break  down  the 
Ibarrier. 

a  daintily  executed  drawing  he  depicted  tbe  Leip- 

ziger  Strasse  coterie  as  a,  real  wlieel,  tbe  hub  formed  by 

Felix  in  a  Scotch  costume  (an  allusion  to  the  journey  he 

.  was  about  to  undertake)  and  occupied  with  his  rauaic, 

while  the  spokes  were  composed  of  the  various  members 

kof  the   little  societj',  two  and  two,  with  costumes  and 

tttributes  su^ested  by  the   iiickuames  which  they  bad    i 

Kstowed  upon  each  other.     Tamiy  and  Rebecca,  embrao- 

ihg,  each  holding  .a  sheet  of  music,  formed  one  spoke, 

■Vhile  upon  the  outside  of  the  wheel  appeared  Hensel  him- 

lelf,  bound  like  Ision,  one  end  of  tbe  chain  which  fettered 

»im  being  lield  in  tbe  hand  of  Fanny,  who  seemed  about 

J  draw  him  into  tlie  charmed  circle.     This  bright  little 

1  had  its  due  ellfect,  and  Hensel  soon  became  one  of 

9ie  most  animating  members  of  the  Order  of  The  Wlieel. 

The  formal  betrothal  took  place  in  January,  1829,  a 

Ktonth  before  Felix's  journey  to  England,  so  that  between 

ler  brother's  near  departure  and  her  own  approaching 

marriage,  Fanny's  days  passed  in  unusual  excitement. 

"  We  are  going  to  send  you  Felix,"  she  wrote  to  the 
Bympathetic  Klingemann.  "  He  baa  left  himself  a  beauti- 
fal  memorial  here  by  two  crowded  representations  of  the 
[^Passion'  for  tbe  benefit  of  the  poor.  What  used  to 
appear  to  us  as  a  dream,  to  he  realized  in  the  far-off 
Eature  times,  has  now  become  real :  the  '  Passion '  baa 
;  to  the  public,  and  is  everybody's  property, 
tefore  I  can  tell  you  more  about  it,  there  are  other  sub- 
jects— ^Felix's  jouruey  and  my  engagement ;  and  1  really 
ibotdd  not  know  iu  this  throng  of  events  how  to  begin, 
I  I  made  this  at  all  a  matter  of  reflection.  So  then. 
Jtour  last  letter,  in  which,  not  guessing  what  has  happened 
I,  you  gave  us  a  minute  descriptiou  oi  bJ^  W\e  -Kawsrj 
iDd  ridicale  o£  tie  affianced,  state,  Uaa  amuacA  ^oa  ^^^ 
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siyely,  and  1  assure  you  that  your  sarcasms  did  not  touch 
us  in  the  least.  You  may  believe  my  assurance,  that  we 
belong  to  the  better  class  of  our  order,  and  are  not  a 
nuisance  to  other  people.  Only  ask  my  brother  and  sister. 
Nor  do  I  think  it  difficult  to  appear  merry  when  one  is 
inwardly  happy,  and  to  behave  decently  when  one  has 
been  well  brought  up.  I  repeat  it,  I  cannot  comprehend 
those  couples  who  are  intolerably  sentimental.  I  must 
not  forego  the  pleasure  I  have  in  telling  you  that  your 
letters  have  acquired  you  the  affection  of  Hensel,  who 
formerly,  like  all  the  rest  of  your  far-off  friends,  did  not 
know  you.  And  last,  not  least,  let  me  thank  you  for 
offering  to  become  one  of  my  female  friends,  and  accept 
my  assurance  that  our  friendship  will  remain  unchanged, 
as  my  speedy  answer  may  show.  My  memory,  such  a 
bad  one  for  learning,  is  faithfully  retentive  for  all 
experiences  in  life,  nor  shall  new  ties  or  any  decree  of 
fate  make  me  forget  the  friends  and  companions  of  my 
happy  youth.  Our  correspondence,  moreover,  will  gain  a 
new  impulse  by  Felix's  visit  to  England.  .  .  Take 
good  care  of  him,  and  let  him  find  one  warm  heart  for 
ttie  many  he  leaves  behind  ! " 

In  a  later  letter  to  the  same  faithful  friend  we  get 
another  glimpse  of  her  tender  relation  to  her  brother,  and 
her  anxiety  to  accommodate  herself  to  his  mood  in  spite 
of  time  and  distance.  * 

"Here  comes  again  a  little  request,"  she  says ;  "Felix 
will  receive  by  the  next  courier  a  parcel  containing  love- 
tokens  and  sentimental  keepsakes ;  be  so  kind  and  carry 
it  to  him  yourself,  and  take  care  that  it  finds  him  in 
good  humor;  and  should  a  copyist  or  a  fly  just  then  have 
vexed  him,  better  keep  it  till  some  better  day." 

Felix  and  Klingemann  both  deserved  all  the  affection 

which  Fanny  bestowed  upon  them.     They  traveled  through 

Scotland  together  and  were  untiring  corTe&i^iid&iit&^aead- 
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ing  ter  the  most  delightful  letters,  long,  graphic,  goHsipy, 
and  gay,  intersi^rsed  with  rhymes  by  the  one,  and  music 
_bj  the  other.     Felix  had  of  course  inteuded  to  return  in 
me  for  Fanny's  wedding,  but  wliile  in  London  he  waa 
hrown  from  a  carriage  and  his  knee  so  severely  injured 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  leave  in  season.     He 
)  terribly  difiappointed,  aud  so  was  Fanny.    Ho  could 
fcut  submit  and  console  himself  as  best  he  might  with 
the  friendly  nonsense  of  Kllngemann,  who  promptly  in- 
stalled himself  as  nurse,  and  the  devoted  attentions  of 
the  many  friends  he  had  in  England. 

"  Live  and  prosper,"  he  wrote  to  his  sister ;  "  get  mar- 
ried and  be  happy ;  shape  your  household  so  that  I  shall 
find  you  in  a  beautiful  home  when  I  come  (that  will  not 
be  long),  and  remain  yourselves,  you  two,  whatever 
storms  may  rage  outside.  However,  I  know  you  both, 
and  that  is  enough.  Whether  I  address  my  sister  hence- 
forward as  Mademoiselle  or  Madame  is  of  no  consequence. 
Wbat  is  there  in  a  name?  .  .  Much  better  tilings  I 
ought  to  have  written,  but  it  will  not  do.     Say  wbat  yoii 

I  like,  body  aud  mind  are  too  closely  connected.  I  saw  it 
(he  other  day  with  real  vexation  when  they  bled  me,  and 
Itll  those  free  and  fresh  ideas  which  I  had  before,  tri<;lcled 
^op  by  drop  into  the  basin,  aud  I  became  weak  and  weary, 
Klingemann's  epigram  proves  also  how  they  rob  me  of 
the  little  bit  of  poetry  left ;  and  this  letter  shows  it — I 
tun.  sure  in  every  line  it  is  written  that  I  may  not  bend 
my  leg." 

Klingemann,  too,  wi-ote  her  a  congratulatory   letter, 

talf  merry  and  half  serious,  wishing  her  joy  and  hoping 

fee  clergyman  would  keep  his  oration  witliin  due  Ixiunds. 

The  wedding  took  place  upon  the  thu-d  of  October,  and 

■iras  a  joyful  and  beautiful  occasion.     Fanny  passed  wsj 

A4iiale  of  the  church  in  her  bridal  Qrca,^  Vjo  ^X^i^  ^nNix^ 
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of  a  wedding  anthem  of  her  own  composition,  m  which 
her  hopes  and  happiness  found  lovely  musical  expression. 
She  was  a  happy  and  confident  bride,  and  it  was  her  good 
fortune  to  become  also  a  happy  wife  and  a  happy  mother. 
In  the  simimer  of  1830  her  son  Sebastian  was  born, 
and  she  and  her  husband  took  possession  of  the  garden- 
house  at  Leipziger  Strasse,  No.  3,  which  had  received  the 
addition  of  a  studio  built  to  accommodate  Hensel.  Here 
the  greater  part  of  Fanny's  future  life  was  passed,  o^A 
here  the  young  couple  soon  became  the  center  of  another 
and  a  wider  "  Wheel,"  frequented  by  authors,  artists, 
actors,  singers,  musicians,  and  scientists.  Here  Hensel 
began  and  carried  to  completion  that  marvelous  collec- 
tion of  pencil  and  crayon  portraits,  which  at  the  time  of 
his  death  filled  forty-seven  volumes,  and  contained 
upwards  of  a  thousand  drawings.  These  were  likenesses 
of  relations,  friends,  and  visitors,  all  made  without  for- 
mal sittings,  being  sketched  in,  frequently  without  iiie 
knowledge  of  the  subject,  during  the  conversation  or 
music  which  usually  passed  away  the  time  of  an  evening. 
The  faces,  probably  for  this  reason,  have  a  singularly 
animated  look,  and  the  value  of  the  collection  is  enhanced 
by  the  autograph  signatures  attached  to  the  portraits  by 
their  originals. 

Even  more  famous  than  her  husband's  portrait  gallery 
were  Fanny  Hensel's  musical  matinees,  which  took  place 
every  Sunday  morning.  These  beautiful  celebrations, 
originating  in  the  meeting  of  a  few  musical  friends  to 
play  or  sing  together  upon  holidays  and  Sundays,  gradu- 
ally developed  into  regular  concerts  with  choral  and  solo 
singing,  trios  and  quartets,  participated  in  by  the  best 
musicians  in  Berlin,  and  listened  to  by  an  audience  that 
crowded  the  beautiful  parlor  which  opened  into  Hensel's 
studio  upon  the  one  hand,  and  upon  the  other  on  the  gar- 
den  terrace. 
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111  the  Spring  of  1836,  Fanny  received  from  Felix  a 
I  letter  describing  his  first  performance  of  one  of  Iier  songs 
||n  public. 

"  1  must  write  you  about  your  song  yesterday,"  he  said. 
f'How  beautiful  it  was!  you  know  what  my  opinion  of  it 
llways  has  been,  but  I  was  curious  to  see  whether  my  old 
Eavorite,  which  I  had  only  heard  hitherto  sung  by  Rebecua 
0  your  accompaniment  in  the  gray  room  with  the  eugrav- 
,  would  have  the  same  effect  here  in  the  crowded 
hall,  with  the  glare  of  the  lamps,  and  after  1  had  Iwen 
listening   to  noisy  orchestral  music.     I   felt   so   strange 

I  when  1  began  your  soft,  pretty  symphony,  imitating  the 
vaves,  witli  all  the  people  listening  in  perfect  silence; 
fcut  never  did  the  song  please  me  better.  The  people 
(inderstood  it,  too,  for  there  was  a  hum  of  approbation 
bach  time  the  refrain  returned  with  the  long  E,  and 
^nch  applause  when  it  was  over.  Mme.  Grabow  sang  it 
correctly,  though  not  nearly  as  well  as  Rebecca,  but  she 
did  the  last  bars  very  prettily.  Bennett,  who  was  in  the 
orchestra,  sends  his  compliments,  and  begs  me  to  tell  you 
I  bU  that  you  already  know  ahout  the  song,  and  I  thank 


Iul  that  you  already  know  ahout  the  song,  and  I  thank  ^m 

fou  in  the  name  of  the  public  of  Leipzig  and  elsewhere  ^M 

^r  publishing  it  against  my  wish."  ^M 

t   The  last  sentence  refers  to  a  song  which  Fanny  had  ^M 

[rablished  and  which  had  met  with  great  success.     Several  ^M 

(tf  her  Bongs  had  appeared  among  her  brother's  works,  ^M 

but  without  her  name,  and  with  nothing  to  distinguish  ^| 

them  as  the  work  of  another,  although  Felix  made  no  ^| 

^^  aeeret  of  their  authorship,  which  was  well  known  to  the  ^| 


nends  of   the  family.      An   incident  which  took  ph 
buriug  a  later  visit  of  Felix  to  England  owed  its  origin  to 
s  fact.    He  visited  Prince  Albert  and  Quoeu  Victoria 
Buckingham    Palace,   and   wrote    home   a    glowing 
Kicount  of  the  event.     Prince  Albert  played  aud  sa-ViS 

ling,  tUQ  Qa&eii.  ftO'asfc's* 
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^^  After  some  consultation  with  her  husband/'  wrote 
Felix, "  he  said :  *  She  will  sing  you  something  of  Gluck's.' 
Meantime,  the  Princess  of  Gotha  had  come  in,  and  we 
five  proceeded  through  various  corridors  and  rooms  to 
•  the  Queen's  sittmg-room,  where  there  stood  by  the  piano 
a  mighty  rocking-horse  and  two  great  bird-cages.  The 
walls  were  decorated  with  pictures;  beautifully  bound 
books  lay  on  the  tables,  and  music  on  the  piano.  The 
Duchess  of  Kent  came  in,  too,  and  while  they  TOre  all 
talking  I  rummaged  about  amongst  the  music,  and  soon 
discovered  my  first  set  of  songs.  So,  of  course,  I  begged 
her  rather  to  sing  one  of  those  than  the  Gluck,  to  which 
she  very  kindly  consented ;  and  which  did  she  choose  ?  • — 
^Schoner  und  schoner  schmiickt  sich' — sang  it  quite 
charmingly,  in  strict  time  and  tune,  and  with  very  good 
execution.  .  .  .  Then  I  was  obliged  to  confess  that 
Fanny  had  written  the  song  (which  I  found  very  hard, 
but  pride  must  have  a  fall),  and  to  beg  her  to  sing  one  of 
my  own  also." 

The  Queen  complied,  singing,  as  Felix  declares, 
"  really  quite  faultlessly,  and  with  charming  feeling  and 
expression ; "  and  when  she  had  concluded  he  sat  down 
to  play,  introducing  into  a  beautiful  improvisation  the 
songs  which  she  and  the  Prince  had  sung.  A  handsome 
ring,  the  gift  of  the  Queen,  remained  to  keep  fresh  the 
memory  of  this  pleasant  visit  when  it  was  nimibered 
among  the  things  of  the  past. 

Later  in  her  life,  in  fact,  only  a  year  before  she  died, 
Fanny  Hensel  issued  a  volume  of  her  own  compositions 
which  met  with  the  success  it  deserved.  Felix,  who 
never  quite  desired  her  to  publish,  generously  conquered 
his  prejudice  on  this  occasion,  and  wrote  to  wish  her  good 
fortune  in  her  venture : 

"My  dearest  Fance — Not  till  to-day,  just  as  I  am  on 
^Ae  point  of  startingy  do  I,  umx9itQ;r9\  biotiv^t  t\xat  X  am^ 
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find  time  to  thank  you  for  your  charming  letter,  and  send 
you  my  profeaaiuual  blessing  on  your  becoming  a  meraljcr 
of  tlie  craft.  This  I  do  now  in  full,  I'ance,  and  may  you 
have  much  happiness  in  giving  pleasure  to  othera  ;  may 
you  taste  only  the  sweets,  and  none  of  the  hitteriiesses  of 
authorship ;  may  the  puhlic  pelt  you  with  roses,  and 
never  with  sand ;  and  may  the  printer's  ink  never  draw 
black  lines  upon  your  soul  —  all  of  which  I  devoutly 
believe  will  be  the  case ;  so  what  is  the  use  of  my  wish- 
ing it  ?  But  it  is  the  custom  of  tlie  guild,  so  take  my 
blessing  under  my  hand  and  seal.  Tlie  journeyman 
tailor,  Felix  Mondelssohn-Bartlioldy." 

The  greatest  joys  of  Fanny  Hensel's  life,  apart  from 
her  music  and  her  pride  in  the  successes  of  her  husband 
and  brother,  were  probably  her  two  journeys  to  Italy,  of 
which  a  full  account  is  given  in  her  delightful  diary. 
Yet  her  home  life  was  most  beautiful  and  most  happy, 
and  she  seemed  continually  learning  to  appreciate  it 
more.  One  of  the  last  entries  in  her  diary  bears  touch- 
ing witness  to  this  fact ; 

"  Yesterday,"  she  wrot«,  **  the  first  breath  of  spring 
was  in  the  air.  It  has  been  a  long  winter,  with  much 
frost  and  snow,  universal  dearth  and  distress ;  indeed,  a 
winter  full  of  suffering.  What  have  we  done  to  deserve 
being  among  the  few  happy  ones  in  the  world?  My 
inmost  heart  is  at  any  rate  full  of  thankfulness,  and 
rhen  in  the  morning,  after  breakfasting  with  Wilhelm, 
each  go  to  our  own  work  with  a  pleasant  day  to  look 
ik  upon  and  another  to  look  forward  to,  I  am  quite 
overcome  with  my  own  happinesB." 

Oa  the  afternoon  of  May  14, 1847,  while  sitting  at  the 
piano  playing  the  accompaniment  for  her  little  choir 
which  was  rehearsing  for  the  performance  of  the  next 
Sunday,  she  was   suddenly  seized  witb   tQ.O'rt,?\  "^"cvesa. 
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move ;  and  soon  she  became  unconscious.  Before  mid« 
liigbt  she  was  dead. 

While  she  lay  in  her  coffin,  surrounded  by  flowers,  her 
husband  drew  her  likeness.  It  was  one  of  the  most  per- 
fect portraits  he  ever  made,  and  it  was  his  last.  He 
resigned  all  his  commissions  and  never  again  painted 
anything  worthy  of  himself.  The  happiness  and  inspira- 
tion of  his  life  were  gone,  and  during  his  fifteen  remain- 
ing years  he  was  restless  and  unhappy,  and  devoted 
himself  to  politics,  which  he  had  formerly  abhorred.  He 
died  at  length  of  injuries  received  in  saving  a  child  from 
being  run  over. 

Upon  Felix,  although  he  was  in  the  full  enjoyment  of  a 
happy  household  of  his  own,  the  blow  fell  with  yet  more 
crushing  weight.  He  never  recovered  from  it.  He  sur- 
vived his  sister  only  a  year. 

Fanny  Hensel  lies  buried  in  the  church-yard  of  the 
Holy  Trinity  at  Berlin,  between  the  brother  and  husband 
to  whom  she  was  so  devoted. 

It  is  to  her  son,  Sebastian  Hensel,  that  we  owe  the 
precious  volume  upon  the  Mendelssohn  Family  in  which 
her  story  is  given  to  the  world.  It  is  one  of  the  most 
pleasing  exhibitions  of  domestic  happiness,  ennobled  by 
high  feeling  and  great  talent,  ever  given  to  the  world.* 

*  The  MendelBBohn  Family.  From  Lettera  and  Journals.  By  Sebastian  Hensel. 
Translated  by  Carl  mingamtain  and  an  Amflrifaw  OoUaborator.  S  yoIs.  Hazper  A 
Brothers,  N.  Y.,  188S. 


1  name  of  Angelica  Kaufiuanii  has  outlive) 
celebiuty  of  her  works.  Most  of  us  have  heard 
enough  of  lier  to  know  that  she  was  in  her  day  an  artist 
8f  note ;  but  few  besidea  those  who  have  read  the  charm- 
ing romance  of  "Miss  Angel,"  which  Mrs.  Richmond 
mtcliie  (Miss  Thackeray)  has  founded  upon  her  career, 
know  or  caie  to  know  much  more.  Some  of  her  pi»tureB, 
but  chiefly  those  which  she  considered  as  of  muior  import- 
ance, are  still  popular  in  the  form  of  engravings  and 
photographs;  but  the  originals  are  little  cared  for,  and 
hold,  in  the  opinion  of  critics,  by  no  means  so  high  a, 
place  as  was  once  awarded  them. 

The  truth  seems  to  be  that,  altliough  she  was  a  pains- 
taking and  gifted  artist,  deserving  of  recognition,  the 
extent  and  duration  of  her  fame  are  duo  rather  to  her 
precocity,  her  sex,  and  her  attractive  personality,  thaa 
to  the  merit  of  her  work. 

Maria  Anne  Ajigelica  Catharine  Kaufmann  —  she  was 
well  provided  with  names  —  was  born  at  Coire,  in 
Switzerland,  October  30,  1741.  She  was  the  daughter 
rof  Johu  Joseph  Kaufmaun,  an  artist  of  limited  reputa- 
He  was  one  of  those  artists  who,  if  his  own 
lintiags  were  mediocre,  was  an  excellent  teacher.  Very 
tarly  in  life  she  displayed  a  marked  inclination  for  music 
od  painting,  and  her  father  cultivated  these  tastes  to 
uttermost.  Her  instruction  in  art  and  its  theories 
was,   under  his   care,  exceptionally   thorough,   and   sha 
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proved  herself  an  apt  and  diligent  pupil.  Wliilo  stiU  a 
child  she  was  deep  in  the  mysteries  of  light  and  shade, 
of  perspective  and  coloring,  working  many  hours  a  day 
and  delighting  in  the  ever-increasing  mastery  which  she 
obtained  over  her  pencil  and  brush.  Her  progress  at  this 
stage  of  her  career  was  indeed  extraordinary.  Nor 
were  the  other  elements  of  her  education  neglected.  She 
studied  all  the  ordinary  branches,  acquired  several  lan- 
guages, read  history  and  poetry  with  an  eagerness  and 
intelligence  beyond  her  years,  while  of  music  she  made  a 
serious  pursuit,  devoting  to  it  nearly  as  much  time  as  to 
painting.  Yet  in  spite  of  this  unusual  mental  activity 
she  preserved  her  health  and  her  simplicity,  retaining  all 
the  frankness  and  grace  of  ordinary  childhood. 

While  residing  with  her  father  at  Morbegno  before  she 
was  twelve  years  of  age,  the  Bishop  of  Como,  who  had 
heard  of  her  talents,  came  to  see  her  and  examined  some 
of  her  works.  Her  youth,  her  beauty,  and  her  modesty 
so  pleased  him  that  he  desired  to  sit  to  her  for  his 
portrait,  and  this  important  commission  she  did  not 
hesitate  to  undertake.  She  executed  it,  moreover,  with 
promptitude  and  success,  fully  satisfying  the  prelate  and. 
his  friends,  who  spread  the  fame  of  the  achievement  far 
and  wide.  She  became  the  fashionable  artist  of  the 
moment,  orders  showered  upon  her  from  all  sides,  and 
the  Duke  of  Modena  became  her  patron.  A  portrait  of 
Cardinal  Roth,  painted  shortly  afterwards,  was  still  more 
admired  and  revealed  a  great  advance  in  skill.  All  this 
occurred  before  she  had  ceased  to  be  a  child. 

At  Milan,  whither  she  removed  at  the  age  of  fifteen, 
she  was  placed  under  the  most  famous  masters  of  the  day 
and  continued  her  studies  with  unabated  eagerness.  Lat^ 
she  traversed  Italy,  visiting  Bologna,  Venice,  and  Rome, 
feted,  admired,  and  made  much  of  wherever  she  went. 

WJnckelmanny  who  met  her  at  Rome,  writes  of  her  to 
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Tib  friend  Franke,  describing  her  "popularity,  her  pleas- 
ing mannera,  and  her  interesting  convei^ation,  which  she 
carried  on  with  equal  fluency  in  Italian,  German,  French, 
or  English. 

*'  She  may  be  styled  beautiful,"  he  says,  "  and  in  sing- 
ing may  vie  with  our  best  virtuosi." 

Her  Toice  was  excellent  and  well  trained ;  indeed,  she 

had  become  so  proficient  in  music  that  when,  at  twenty, 

she  made  her  final  choice  of  a  profession,  she  hesitated 

long  as  to  whether  she  should  adhere  to  painting,  or 

adopt  music  and  the  operatic  stage.     Many  of  her  best 

friends    adi-ised   the   latter   course,   assuring    her    that 

iccess  lay  within  her  easy  grasp.     She  finally  resolved 

t  pursue  the  career  in  which  she  had  already  made  so 

topeful  a  beginning,  rather  than  to  enter  upon  an  untried 

Kth.     That  the  choice  was  no  easy  one  we  may  infer 

1  that  picture  in  which  she  has  represented  herself  as 

inding   between   music  and   painting,  yielding  to  the 

(presentations  of  the  latter,  but  addressing  to  the  other 

a  affectionate  and  regretful  farewell. 

f  During  her  stay  at  Venice  she  made  the  acquaintance 

E  Lady  Wentworth,  the  wife  of  the  English  ambassador. 

!he  acquaintance  ripened  into  intimacy,  and   Angelica 

was  at  length  induced  by  her  new  friend  to  go  with  her 

to  England.     In  London,  she  soon  became  as  popular  as 

she  had  been  in  Italy.     Lady  Wentworth  introduced  her 

mto  society,  and  her  agreeable  gifts  rendered  her  every- 

khere  a  welcome  guest.     She  made  the  acquaintance  of 

lany  distinguished  people,  several  of  whom  became  her 

■arm  friends  for  life.     Foremost  among  these  was  Sir 

loshua  Reynolds,  in  whose  note-books  frequent  references 

9  her  appear,  sometimes  as  "  Miss  Angelica,"  but  oft«ner 

fcnder  the  abbreviated  title  of  "  Mias  Angel." 

\  Heartily  as  she  entered  into  the  gaities  of  the  cw^ifcek,  J 

a,  did  not  sacrifice  her  work  to^iBt  ^\BB®ai%, 
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painted  constantlj  and  successfully,  one  of  het  edrliedtr 
efforts  being  a  portrait  of  Garrick,  which  was  exhibited, 
as  a  contemporary  chronicle  informs  us,  at ''  Mr.  Moreing's 
great  room  in  Maiden  Lane,"  where  it  found  immediate 
favor.  Other  works  rapidly  followed.  She  executed 
portraits  of  several  members  of  the  royal  family,  with 
whom  she  was  a  great  favorite,  and  the  marked  kindness 
which  they  showed  her  greatly  increased  her  popularity. 
She  also  painted  a  likeness  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  thus 
courteously  returning  a  compliment  which  the  illustrious 
artist  had  previously  paid  to  her. 

Her  life  up  to  this  time  appears  to  have  been  a  singu- 
larly happy  one.  Her  father,  of  whom  she  was  extremely 
fond,  was  devoted  to  her ;  she  had  plenty  of  friends ;  she 
was  beautiful,  gifted,  and  admired ;  and  her  career  in  art 
had  been,  even  from  childhood,  a  series  of  notable  suc- 
cesses. But  the  spell  was  soon  to  be  broken.  First, 
according  to  a  well  supported  tradition,  her  dear  friend 
Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  fell  in  love  with  her.  He  was  then 
a  man  of  middle  age,  hardly  past  his  prime,  and  at  the 
height  of  his  renown.  He  had  already  won  her  friend- 
ship, even  her  affection,  but  she  had  no  wish  to  marry 
him,  and  it  could  not  but  have  been  painful  to  her  to  dis- 
appoint him.  Their  intimacy,  however,  remained  u  nbroken, 
i^nd  in  the  bitter  trial  which  was  about  to  come  upon  her 
she  had  no  friend  more  faithful  or  more  untiring  in  her 
service  than  he. 

About  the  year  1768,  London  society  was  agitated  by 
the  advent  of  a  brilliant  and  dashing  foreigner,  who  gave 
his  name  as  Count  Horn  of  Sweden.  He  was  handsome ; 
he  dressed  elegantly  and  expensively ;  he  employed 
numerous  servants  in  gorgeous  liveries ;  he  drove  about 
in  costly  equipages ;  and  lived  upon  a  scale  of  extrava- 
gance beyond  what  his  rank  required.  He  was,  moreover, 
fiu^nt,  and   perauasive    of    speech.      Angelica's    fame 


PAKOEUCA   EADFMAMN.  14T  I 

attracted  hla  notice ;  he  obtained  an  introduction  to  her^  i 
courted  her,  at  length  fasciiiated  lier,  and  after  a  brief  ] 
delay  they  were  married.     Shortly  after  the  marriage  a 
ten'ible  truth  came  to  light :  the  pretended  count  was  no 
count   at   all,  but   an   imposter,   a   scoundrel   who   had 
formerly  been  in  the  seri'ice  of  a  nobleman  bearing  the 

I  name  and  title  which  he  had  assumed.   •' 
For  a  time  his  unfortmiate  wife  was  overwhelmed  by  I 
the  shame  and  hori'or  of  this  discovery.     She  left  him  at  I 
once,   and,   at   lon^h,  thanks  to  the   exertions   of   Sir  [ 
Joshua  and  other  jnflucntial  friends,  the  marriage  was  I 
aunulled.     She  gradually  recovered  from  the  Bhock,  and  J 
devoted   herself  with  increased  earnestness  to  her  art/fl 
encouraged  and  assisted  by  Reynolds.     It  was  probably  § 
due  to  him  that  her  name  is  found  among  the  signatures  ' 
to  tlie  famous  petition  to  the  king  for  the  establishment 
of  the  Royal  Academy.     In  its  first  catalogue  her  name 
appears,  followed  by  the  "R.  A.,"  and  she  contributed 
fonr  classical  compositions,  one  representing  the  Parting  1 
of  Hector  and  Andi-omache.     The  honor  of  membership  1 

>8he  shared  with  one  other  lady,  Mary  Moser,  From  this  4 
time  she  was  an  annual  contributor  to  the  Academy,  send"  f 
ing  occasionally  as  many  as  seven  pictures,  usually  npoa  J 
—  classical  or  allegorical  subjects.  In  1778  she  exhibited  I 
one  of  her  most  noted  productions,  representing  Leonardo  1 
da  Vinci  expiring  in  the  arms  of  Francis  the  First.  J 
Previous  to  this  she  had  been,  with  others,  appointed  by  I 
the  Academy  to  the  honorable  task  of  decorating  St.  I 
Paul's,  and  it  was  she  who,  in  concert  with  Beaggio  1 
Rebecca,  painted  tlie  Academy's  old  lecture-room  atl 
Somerset  House, 

In  1781,  after  the  death  of  her  first  husband,  she  was  1 
again  married,  this  time  happily.     The  man  of  her  choice 
_   was  Antonio  Zucchi,  a  Venetian  landscape  paintev  tV«Si 
_  living  in  England,  where  hia  works  met  m'Oa,  tcxisSa.  V&sot^ 
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After  the  wedding  she  and  her  husband  removed  to 
Venice,  and  the  remainder  of  her  life  was  spent  in  Italy. 
For  a  few  years  she  enjoyed  a  life  of  tranquil  industry ; 
then  again  misfortune  came  upon  her.  She  lost  her 
fortune,  and  her  husband  died. 

"  Poverty  does  not  terrify  me,"  she  exclaimed,  "  but 
isolation  kills  mS"!" 

Even  her  art  failed  her.  She  ceased  to  paint,  and 
drooped  beneath  a  constantly  increasing  melancholy. 
She  was  in  Rome  when  it  was  invaded  by  the  French,  and 
although  treated  with  distinction  by  the  conquerors,  her 
grief  was  increased  by  the  fall  of  her  beloved  city.  She 
never  recovered  her  health,  but  slowly  sank  under  the 
burden  of  a  sorrow  which  she  could  not  control,  and  died 
in  November,  1807.  She  was  buried  in  the  chapel  of  St. 
Andrea  delle  Frate,  and  was  honored  by  a  splendid  funeral 
under  the  direction  of  Canova.  The  Academy  of  St. 
Luke  followed  her  in  a  body  to  the  grave,  and,  as  at  the 
funeral  of  Raphael,  two  of  her  pictures  were  carried  in 
the  procession.     They  were  the  two  last  she  had  painted. 

People  to  day  are  not  fond  of  allegorical  subjects  and 
classical  groups,  unless  exceptionally  treated.  The 
loftier  attempts  of  Angelica  Kauf mann  (she  retained  her 
maiden  name  until  her  death)  have  lost  much  of  their 
charm ;  but  those  who  have  seen  the  photographs  of  her 
"Vestal  Virgin"  which  are  to  be  found  in  our  art  stores, 
will  admit  that  in  simpler  subjects  her  style  is  graceful, 
pleasing,  and  expressive. 
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HERE  waa  upon  the  London  stage,  in  the  year  1815, 
a  pretty  actress  named  Harriet  Mellon,     ller  abili- 
though  by  no  moans  commanding,  were  yet  coneid- 
,n4  in  a  certain  line  o£   parts  she  was  at  that 
time  without  a  superior.     She  played  sonbrette  rdlcs,  for 
vhich   she  was  fitted  by  her  style  of    beauty   and   her 
manners.       Leigh    Hunt  refers   to   her  with 
raise,  speaking  especially   of  Iter  acting   of   chamber- 
ids'  parts. 

"  She  catches  with  wonderful  discrimination,"  he  says, 
leir  probable  touches  of  character  and  manner." 
Besides  being  an  agreeable  actress,  Miss  Mellon  waa  a 
ion  of  nnblemished  reputation  at  a  time  when  there 
■e  many  engaged  in  hor  profession  of  whom  the  same 
Id  uot  be  said.     Hor  first  London  engagement  was 
ned  tlirough  the  efforts  of  Sheridan,  wlio  was  visit- 
ing a  friend,  a  banker,  in  the  town  of  Stafford,  while  she 
was  acting  there  with  a  strolling  co^mjiany.     This  gentle- 
daughters  had  made  lier  acquaintance,  and  were  so 
latly  pleased  with  her  that  they  insisted  on  Sheridan's 
ling  to  see  her  act.     He  did  this,  and  was  so  well  satis- 
that  shortly  afterward  he  obtained  her  a  situation  at 
the  Drury  Lane   Theatre,  where  she  first    appeared  as 
Lydia  Languish  in  Jiis  own  play  of  The  Rivals.      Her 
success  was  immediate,  and  aha  was  for  several  years  a 
favorite  with  London  audiences. 

Among  the  frequenters  of  the  theater  Wwe  i^aa\! 
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formed  was  Thomas  Coutts,  a  well-known  banker  of  great 
wealth.  Although  a  man  of  business,  and  famous  for 
his  success  in  the  business  world,  he  possessed  a  marked 
taste  for  literature  and  the  drama,  and  counted  among 
his  friends  many  of  the  most  noted  authors  and  actors  of 
the  day.  Nor  was  he  without  a  tinge  of  romance  in  his 
composition,  and  the  unusual  circumstances  of  his  first 
marriage  were  no  secret.  His  wife,  whose  maiden  name 
was  Elizabeth  Starkey,  was  in  the  house  of  his  niece  in 
the  capacity  of  a  servant,  when  he  fell  in  love  with  her 
and  married  her.  They  lived  together  very  happily  for 
many  years,  and  had  three  daughters,  Susan,  Frances, 
and  Sophia,  all  of  whom  grew  to  womanhood  and  made 
advantageous  marriages.  About  1815  Mrs.  Coutts  died, 
and  not  very  long  afterward  the  widower,  then  eighty- 
four  years  of  age,  became  enamored  of  Miss  Mellon,  pro* 
cured  an  introduction  to  her,  courted  her,  and  married 
her. 

The  young  lady  was  accustomed  to  relate  that  the  first 
she  knew  of  her  future  husband  was  his  sending  her  five 
guineas  on  her  benefit  night ;  and  these  coins  she  never 
spent,  keeping  them  always  laid  carefully  away  by  them- 
selves.  Upon  her  marriage  she  retired  from  the  stage, 
and  made  a  most  excellent  and  devoted  wife  to  her  very 
aged  husband  during  the  remaining  seven  years  of  his 
life.  When  he  died,  at  the  age  of  ninety-one,  he  be- 
queathed to  her  the  whole  of  his  immense  wealth.  At 
the  expiration  of  five  years  she  married  again,  becoming 
the  wife  of  the  Duke  of  St.  Albans.  Ten  years  later 
she  died,  leaving  the  fortune  which  she  had  received 
from  her  first  husband  to  his  grandchild,  Miss  Angela 
Burdett,  the  youngest  daughter  of  Sir  Francis  Burdett 
and  of  his  wife,  Sophia  Coutts.  The  sole  condition 
attached  to  the  inheritance  was,  that  the  young  lady,  in 
^^dition  to  her  own  name  and  arms,  should  adopt  the 

^  and  arms  of  Coutts. 
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The  fortune,  at  the  time  Miss  Burdett-Coutts  received 
it,  was  estimated  at  about  three  million  pounds  sterling. 
To  make  a  proper  use  of  so  vast  a  sum  is  in  itself  a 
career,  aud  an  arduous,  difficult  career.  Miag  liurdett- 
CouttB — or  simply  Miss  Coutts,  as  she  was  usually  called 

■perceived    this,   aud   devoted    herself    with   courage, 
istancy,  and    intelligence    to    the    task    of    wielding 

irthily  the  powerful    instrument   for  good  or  for  evil 

lich  bad  been  entrusted  to  her  hands.  The  mistakns 
which  she  has  made  in  this  endeavor  have  not  been  few, 
nor  insignificant ;  her  successes  have  been  many  and 
glorious. 

She  is  a  lady  who  can  listen  to  advice  ;  but,  also,  she 
is  capable  of  deciding  whether  the  advice  is  good  or  ■ 
otherwise,  and  of  acting  according  to  her  decision.  She 
had  common  sense,  reasonable  docility,  aud  a  strong  will. 
A  person  in  lier  position  needs  to  be  able  to  say  No,,  per- 
haps even  more  than  to  be  able  to  say  Yei,  and  Misa 
Coutts  lias  always  been  able  to  utter  the  harder  mono- 
syllable. Tliia  useful  quality  of  decision  she  probably 
derived  from  her  father.  Sir  Francis  Burdett,  who  was  a 
man  of  strong  and  peculiar  character.  Impressed  while 
traveling  In  France  at  the  time  of  the  Revolution  witli 
the  most  ultra-liberal  ideas,  Sir  Francis,  on  hia  return  to 
England,  gave  open  expression  to  them  in  private  and 
in  Parliament.  For  a  letter  which  ho  wrote  to  his  con- 
stituents denying  the  right  of  government  to  commit  for 
libel  (as  had  recently  been  done)  his  arrest  was  ordered 
by  the  House  of  Commons,  Officers  were  sent  to  his 
house,  but  he  refused  to  surrender,  barricaded  the  doors 
and  windows,  and  maintained  the  siege  for  three  days,  at 
the  end  of  which  he  was  cajitured  with  much  difficulty. 
Another  letter,  written  at  the  time  of  the  Manchester 
riots,  brought  u[)on  him  a  trial  for  libol',  \\e  ■«aa  \wsn.^ 
tf  Bad  sentenced  to  three  moutW  im.^TOO'osftftn.V.  ^\A, 
ifl  of  a  thousand  pounds.  j 
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A   daughter  of    this   vigorous   gentleman   we   shot 
scarcely  expect  to  find  lacking  in  firmness 

Miss  Coittts  has  given  large  sums  of  money  to  publidl 
charities  which  she  knew  to  be  useful  and  carefully  c 
ducted.  In  this  way  siie  has  done  much  good ;  but  b 
has  not  contented  herself  with  beneficence  made  easy.l 
I  She  has  herself  originated  and  founded  charities ;  she  faai 
by  her  own  efforts  abolished  abuses :  and  she  hasfl 
matured  educational  schemes  which  her  government  hacfl 
seen  iit  to  approve  and  adopt. 

A  member  of  the  Church  of  England,  liberal  in  hei 
views,  always  tolerant  of  those  who  differ,  while  ardently  ' 
upholding  her  own  faith,  she  has  long  been  known  for  ^m 
•  her  munificence  toward  religious  objects.     She  has  con- 
tributed toward  the  building  of  numerous  churches,  and 
has  erected  two  solely  at  her  own  expense — one  at  Car- 
lisle, the  other  St.  Stephen's  at  Westminster,  a  beautiful 
ediHce,  witha  parsonage  and  three  schools  belonging  to  J 
it.      The  three    colonial  bishoprics  of    Adelaide,  Capftfl 
Town,  and  British  Columbia,  were  founded  and  endowed* 
by  her  at  an  expense  amounting  in  all  to  nearly  fifty 
thousand  pounds.     She  also  founded  in  South  Australia 
an  establishment  for  the  improvement   of  the  natives. 
She  procured  Greek  manuscripts  from  the  East,  for  the  J 
purpose  of  verifying  the  New  Testament.     She  supplie^l 
the  funds  for  Sir  Henry  James's  Topographical  Survey  of* 
Jerusalem,  and  offered  to  restore  the  ancient  aqueducts 
of   Solomon  to   provide  the    city   with   water ;    but   the 
government,  although    it    accepted    her    proposal    and . 
promised    the   work    should    be    accomplished    (at  he) 
'   expense),  neglected  to  keep  its  word. 

With  regard  to  matters  of  education,  Miss  Oontta  li 
been  equally  active  in  her  sympathies.  Observing  that  iikl 
the  national  schools  girls  were  taught  many  things  whiebl 
re  majority  of  them  would  not  req^mrc  u^n  \ea.vui:(^  th* 
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institution,  while  Bewiug  and  other  familiar  household 
branches  were  ignored,  she  exerted  herself  to  tlie  utmost 
to  reverse  this  arrangement,  and,  in  the  end,  after  much 
delay  and  difficulty,  with  success.  Then  in  order  that 
remote  rural  schools  and  those  of  neglected  city  suburbs 
might  be  enabled  to  undergo  the  gOYernment  inspection 
necessary  before  receiving  their  share  of  the  public  money 
granted  for  educational  purposes,  she  worked  out  a  plan 
for  having  theiri  visited  by  regularly  appointed  traveling 
school-masters.  This  scheme  was  submitted  to  the  Privy 
Council  and  adopted. 

But  it  is  perhaps  within  the  area  of  the  city  of  London 
that  Miss  Coutts'  good  works  have  been  most  successful, 
or,  at  least,  that  their  results  are  most  apparent.  She 
founded  there  a  shelter  and  reformatory  for  young  women 
who  had  gone  astray.  Of  those  who  received  its  benefits 
during  a  period  of  seven  years,  half  were  known  to  have 
begun  new  Uvea,  to  have  remained  virtuous  and  become 
fairly  prosjjerous,  in  the  colonies.  In  Spitalfields,  when  that 

region  of  London  had  become  a  haunt  of  misery  and  des-        n 

titution,  she  established  a  sewing  school  for  grown  ^H 
women,  where  they  were  not  only  taught,  but  provided  ^H 
with  food  and  work — government  contracts  being  under^  ^H 
taken  for  them  and  executed  by  their  labor.  Prom  this 
institution  nurses  are  seut  out  among  the  sick  of  the 
neighborhood,  who  are  supplied  with  wine  and  proper  nour-  ^i 
ishmcut.  Thence,  too,  outfits  are  provided  for  poor  serv-  ^^| 
ants,  and  winter  clothes  distributed  among  needy  women.      ^H 

In  the  same  squalid  region  was  a  place,  a  plague-spot  ^H 
upon  the  city  for  years,  known  and  dreaded  by  the  police  ^^M 
under  the  title  of  Nova  Scotia  Gardens.  This  place  Miss  ^^M 
Coutts  purchased,  and,  clearing  the  ground  of  all  the  ^^ 
refuse,  filth,  and  squalor  that  had  so  long  polluted  it,  she 
erected  tliereon  the  block  of  model  dwe\VTO^a,Tio™  tsiJife^ 

Kumbia  Squaj-e.     Tliin  block,  conaista  oi  aevoisAft  \»twi-  ^^ 
J 
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ment»  let  at  low  weekly  rents ;  it  is  occupied  to-day  by 
more  than  three  hundred  families.  Within  a  short  dis- 
tance stands  Columbia  Market,  one  of  the  most  magnifi- 
cent buildings  in  northeastern  London,  and  connected 
with  the  Great  Eastern  Railway  by  a  horse-car  railroad 
under  especial  parliamentary  regulations.  This  spacious 
and  costly  edifice  was  presented  by  Miss  Ooutts  as  a  free 
gift  to  the  Corporation  of  London,  in  order  that  cheap 
and  wholesome  food,  particularly  fish,  might  be  con- 
veniently supplied  to  a  neighborhood  more  than  all  others 
in  need  of  it. 

In  Yietoria  Park  near  by,  stands  a  superb  drinking 
fountain ;  another  for  both  men  and  animals  adorns  the 
entrance  to  the  Zoological  Gkirdens  in  Regent's  Park,  and 
a  third  stands  close  to  Columbia  Market  itself.  All  these 
are  the  gifts  of  the  same  generous  lady. 

Amoiig  the  miscellaneous  charities  of  Miss  Coutts  may 
be  mentioned  an  arrangement  with  Sir  Samuel  Cunard  by 
which,  in  a  time  of  great  distress,  many  families  were 
enabled  to  emigrate.  Again,  when  the  people  of  Girvan 
in  Scotland  were  reduced  to  extremities,  she  advanced  a 
liirge  amount  of  money  to  enable  those  who  wished  to  do 
so  to  seek  better  fortune  in  Australia.  In  Ireland,  too, 
when  the  people  of  Cape  Clear  near  Skibbereen  were 
perishing  of  starvation,  she  sent  them  food,  clothes,  and 
money,  assisted  many  to  emigrate,  and  provided  a  vessel 
and  suitable  fishing  tackle  to  enable  others  to  carry  on 
more  efficiently  their  old  means  of  earning  a  livelihood. 
She  also  greatly  aided  Sir  James  Brooke  in  improving 
and  civilizing  the  Dyaks  of  Sarawak,  and  a  model  farm 
is  still  carried  on  in  that  region  at  her  expense,  from 
which  the  natives  acquire  some  knowledge  of  agricul- 
ture. Already,  it  is  said,  tlie  productiveness  of  their 
country  has  been  much  improved. 

One  of  her  most  popular  schemes  was  \ke  ^tabliahment 
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I  the  "Shoe-black  Brigade,"  in  which  boys  were  tested  as 
their  real  character  and  general  fitness  for  promotion,  and 
due  time  were  provided  witli  work  by  railway  conipaniea 
or  were  admitted  to  the  army  or  navy  service,  A  most 
timely  and  helpful  act  was  the  institution  of  an  organization 
and  fund  for  the  relief  of  Turlciah  and  Bnlgariaii  jteasantry 
during  the  Russian  invasion,  in  connection  with  which  ehe 
9ent  to  the  British  ambassador  more  than  $150,000.  In 
Ijoudon,  where  her  labors  were  so  incessant,  she  connected 
with  the  emigration  scheme  a  reformatory  or  home  for  poor 
and  unfortunate  women,  which  was  established  at  Shepherd's 
Bufih,  in  London.  After  a  jreriod  of  seven  years'  residence 
and  training  in  this  noble  institution,  the  inmatee  were  sent 
to  the  colonies  to  start  life  afresh,  which  many  of  them  did 
most  worthily. 

It  will  not  surprise  our  readers  to  learn  that  the  Baronees 
is  the  Patron  of  the  Royal  Society  for  the  Prevention  of 
Cruelty   to  Animals.     The   deep,  tender   feeling  towards 
suffering  humanity  which  ia  the  spring  of  all  her  charities 
to  the  poor,  could  not  esist  in  a  bosom  inaccessible  to  the 
unworded  appeals  of  the  lower  animals  in  their  sufferings. 
Her  exertions  on  behalf  of  the  society  have  been  nnremit- 
J^^^ug,  and  they  are  singularly  illustrative  of  her  sympathetic 
^^BkI  kindly  nature.     No  pain  tltut  can  be  spared  or  alleviated 
^^Bems  to  esca|>e  her  watchful  eye.     To  mention  a  siogle  ei' 
^^^Inple:   Some  years  ago  she   wn>tc  to  the  London  Times 
(Bepteraber  14th,  1869),  complaining  of  the  cruel  usage  to 
which  cattle  were  subjected,  and  sn^esling  "to  all  persons 
engaged  in  teaching,  in  whatever  rank  of  life,  that  some 
plan  should  be  adopted  for  inculcating,  in  a  definite  manner, 
principles  of  humanity  towards  animals,  and  a  knowledge 
of  their  structure,  treatment  and  value  to  man."     The  cat- 
tle sent  up  to  London  from  the  remote  districts  of  England 
and  Scotland  used   to  suffer  intensely  \n  \Jne\T  VTMi%\\iVj 
iSJa-af  froai  thirst,  aod  often  &om  bungit.     K.\,  Vcc  w«^ 
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ezpenae  ahe  provided  the  fittings  for  trucks  coDatrncted  e 
U8  to  enable  the  cattli;  to  cat  and  driuk  od  tlie  road  to  Lon-  I 
doQ,  &nd  saoh  trucks  are  now  ia  general  use  on  all  the  J 
great  railroads. 

In  all  these  widely  varied  sotiemes  ahe  was  a  thoi]ghtfal| 
aod  conscientious  worker.     On  coming  into  possession  of  J 
her  wealth  in  1837, she  began  a  life  of  studious  and  system-j| 
atic  beneficence,  giving  largely,  not  to  one  particular  favor-^ 
ite  scheme  of  charit)',  but  to  many  and   widely-difiering 
objects;    and   not   indiacriminately,   but  considerately,  by 
keeping  atatistlcs  of  work  accompjishccl  and  to  be  acnom- 
plished,  and  gathering  innumerable  facts  with  painstaking 
care,  that  her  noble  deeds  might  not  fail  of  their  intention. 
This    method    of  action  she    never  abandoned.     The  evil 
efieclfl  usually  attending  lavish  gifts,  such  as  injuring  the 
self-reliance  and  self-respect   of  recipients  or  encouraging 
pauperism,  she  avoided  as  far  as  possible  by  moat  vigilant 
and  continuous  supervision.  -  -'J 

Miaa  Coutts'  private  charities  it  is  of  course  impossible] 
to  estimate ;  but  they  are  known  to  have  been  large.  Sbe^ 
has  always  been  a  liberal  and  discriminating  patron 
of  music,  painting,  and  the  drama.  She  possesses  many 
valuable  works  of  art,  selected  with  excellent  taste  and 
judgment,  and  arranged  in  the  most  favorable  manner.^ 
The  entertainments  given  at  her  house  have  been  fre* 
quently  graced  by  the  presence  and  talents  of  the  bes 

'  actors  and  singers  of  the  day,  while  the  conversation  hai 
been  of  the  animated  kind  that  occurs  when  artists 
authors,  men  of  science,  and  men  of  the  world  mingla 
freely  in  discussion  or  exchange  interesting  glimpse 
of  their  different  professions  and  experiences.  Ha( 
hospitality  has  been  at  times  upon  the  most  geneM 
ous  scale.  Upon  one  occasion  she  gave  a  dinner  pai 
(one  of  the  largest  upon  record)  to  two  thousand  Belgiai 

\FoJuuteei'3,  who   weie   invited  to  meet  'i^ie  Yrvrnw  « 


Princess  of  Wales,  aitd  five  hundred  other  distinguished 
guests.  Yet,  in  spite  ol  the  immense  numher  to  be 
accommodated,  we  are  assured  tliat  the  enteitainment 
passed  off  aa  easily  and  pleasantly  as  if  there  had  been  hut 
a  dozen  ])eoitle  present. 

She  is  hospitable  to  the  poor  aa  well  as  to  the  wealthy. 
The  beautiful  garden  and  grounds  of  her  villa  at  High- 
gate  are  open  to  school  children,  who  visit  them  literally 
iu  thousands. 

The  public  and  patriotic  benevolence  of  Miss  Goatta 
has  not  passed  unrecognized.  She  is,  and  has  long  been, 
one  of  the  most  beloved  women  in  England,  Mr  Julian 
Young  relates  that  in  1868,  wlien  the  great  Reform  pro- 
cession was  passing  her  house,  she  was  at  the  window  look- 
ing on,  accompanied  by  himself  and  a  group  of  friends. 

"Tliough  she  stood  more  out  of  siglit  than  any  of  us," 
lie  says, "  in  one  instant  a  shout  was  raised.  For  upwards 
of  two  hours  and  a  half  the  air  rang  with  the  reiterated 
huzzas — huzzas  unanimous  and  heartrfclt,  as  if  represent- 
ing a  national  sentiment." 

In  Juno,  1871,  the  Queen  bestowed  upon  Miss  Contts  a 
peerage,  and  she  became  Baroness  Burdett-Coutts.  In 
1872,  she  was  admitted  to  the  freedom  of  the  city  of 
London,  and  in  1874  to  that  of  the  city  of  Edinburgh. 

In  1881,  she  was  married  to  Mr.  William  Ashmead- 
Bartlett,  an  American  gentleman  naturalized  in  England, 
who  had  long  been  her  confidential  adviser,  friend,  and 
man  of  business.  Some  were  surprised  by  this  marriage, 
their  grouncfs  of  objection  being  the  difference  in  age 
between  the  parties,  Mr,  Aslimead-Bartlett  being  the 
younger  of  the  two,  and  also  the  fact  tliat  a  portion  of  the 
Baroness's  jiropeity  was  held  upon^such  a  tenure  that  she 
forfeited  it  if  she  married.  For  the  first  objection,  it  was 
certainly  the  affair  of  no  one  but  the  two  moat\wt\vai\A^ 

kDcerned,  and    their  minds  were  already  iD.a,4ft  xv^  i 
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regard  to  it ;  for  the  second,  it  was  evident  that  she  could 
afford  the  loss.  Neither  of  them  appeared  at  all  disturbed 
by  the  stir  which  their  engagement  created,  and  the  wed* 
ding  took  place  in  due  season,  the  bridesmaids  upon  the 
occasion  being  little  girls  carrying  large  bouquets. 

It  is  not  desirable,  perhaps,  that  an  individual,  and  least 
of  all  a  lady,  should  be  burthened  with  the  care  and 
expenditure  of  so  great  an  estate  as  that  which  has  fallen 
to  her  lot,  and  it  is  probable  that,  as  society  matui*es  and 
social  science  is  perfected,  such  anomalies  will  cease  to 
exist.  It  is  also  true  that  the  best  schemes  which  she 
has  executed. belonged  properly  to  the  government  of  her 
country.  Such  scenes  of  pollution  as  Nova  Scotia  Gardens 
could  not  be  permitted  by  a  government  attentive  to  its 
duties.  But  so  long  as  governments  expend  their  chief 
energies  and  a  great  part  of  their  resources  upon  distant 
and  illegitimate  objects,  leaving  their  very  capitals  to 
grow  foul  and  hellish  under  their  eyes,  so  long  will 
it  be  necessary  *f or  private  generosity  to  mitigate  evils 
which  only  the  well  directed  resources  of  the  whole 
people  could  remove. 
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P  the  great  Elizabeth  was  the  most  wary  of  sorereigna, 
it  was  because  she  grew  from  childhood  to  maturity 
with  the  headsmau's  axe  always  before  her,  glittering  aud 
terrible.  Her  first  recollection  must  have  been  of  her 
father's  awful  frown.  Henry  YlII  had  put  away  his  law- 
ful wife,  Catherine  of  Aragoii,  and  married  Anne  Boleyn, 
hoping  thereby  to  get  an  heir  to  his  throne.  He  had 
longed  for  a  son,  and  it  was  a  daughter  who  came. 

From  that  hour  tlie  heart  of  tlie  kiug  was  dead  to  his 
wife,  and  this  became  more  and  more  manifest  from  day 
to  day.  Elizabeth  was  born  aud  lived  the  first  three  years 
of  her  life  in  the  palace  of  Greenwich  on  the  Thames,  a 
few  miles  below  Loudon,  a  palace  which  is  now  the  naval 
hospital.  On  the  day  of  Anne  Boleyn's  arrest  she  made 
one  last  attempt  to  soften  the  heart  of  her  husband. 
Seeing  him  standing  at  a  window  she  approached  as  a 
suppliant,  holding  out  to  him  with  her  Iiand  their  only 
child,  the  Princess  Elizabeth,  then  a  little  more  than  three 
years  old.  He  frowned  upon  them  both,  turned  toward 
the  window  again,  and  with  a  menacing  gesture  ordered 
them  away.  Before  the  sun  set  the  traitor's  gate  of  the 
Tower  opened  to  receive  one  of  the  royal  barges,  which 

intained  this  hapless  queen,  destined  ere  long  to  lay  her 

iautiful  head  upon  the  block. 

The  little  girl  was  sent  to  one  of  the  king's  houses  at 
llunsdon,  thirty  miles  north  of  London,  with  her  ^>y»«rsf 
esB,  Lady  Bryan,  s  relation  oE  lier  deaA  moftviv. 
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king  appeared  to  have  forgotten  her  and  left  her  unpro- 
vided with  many  things  that  a  cliild  needs.  Her  gov- 
erness, not  daring  to  address  the  king,  who  was  absorbed 
then  in  the  pursuit  of  a  new  wife,  wrote  to  a  gentleman 
of  the  court,  begging  him  to  intercede  and  cause  the  child 
to  be  furnished  with  suitable  clothing  and  other  articles 
necessary  to  her  comfort.     Lady  Bryan  wrote: 

"  She  hath  neither  gown  nor  kirtle,  nor  peticoat  nor  no 
manner  of  linen,  nor  forsmocks  (aprons),  nor  kerchiefs, 
nor  rails,  nor  body  stichets,  nor  handkerchiefs,  nor  sleeves, 
nor  mufflers,  norbiggens"  (hoods). 

She  entreats  her  correspondent  to  use  all  his  influence 
to  get  the  king  to  supply  these  articles,  and  to  soften  his 
heart  toward  the  family  of  Anne  Boleyn,  suddenly  reduced 
from  royal  state  to  poverty  and  disgrace.  The  governess 
added  that  her  "  Lady  Elizabeth  "  had  much  pain  in  get- 
ting her  large  teeth. 

"  They  come  very  slowly  forth,"  she  wrote,  "  which 
causeth  me  to  suffer  Her  Grace  to  have  her  will  more 
than  I  would." 

Mothers  who  have  teething  children  can  understand 
this  passage  perfectly  well.  The  governess  goes  on  to 
say  that  when  the  little  lady  had  got  all  her  teeth  well 
cut,  she  hoped  to  make  her  better  behaved,  so  that  '^  the 
King's  Grace  shall  have  great  comfort  in  Her  Grace." 
She  described  her  as  a  promising  and  gentle  child,  and 
one  that  would  do  great  honor  to  the  King  by  and  by. 

The  biggins,  the  kerchiefs,  and  the  body  stichets  arrived 
before  long,  and  the  child  appears  to  have  enjoyed  some 
of  the  comfort  and  dignity  appertaining  to  her  rank. 
Meanwhile,  Henry  VHI  married  his  third  wife,  Jane 
Seymour,  who  gave  him  the  long  desired  heir,  the  prince 
who  afterwards  reigned  as  Edward  VI.  The  Princess 
Elizabeth's  first  appearance  in  public  was  at  ihe  baptism 
o/  thi8  childf  born  little  more  than  a  ye^  after  her  own 
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ither's  death.  At  the  baptisiu  her  sister  Mary,  seven- 
:ii  years  older  tliaii  herself,  led  Elizabeth  to  the  font, 
lere  she  also  held  the  infant  in  her  arius.  Elizabeth 
then  four  years  old,  but  she  already  showed  a  certain 
ideiice   and   propriety   of  demeanor  not  usual  in   so 

child. 

These  two  children,  four  years  apart  in  age,  spent  mnch 
'their  childhood  together,  having   some    of   the  same 
ihers,  and  pursuing  the  same  studies.     They  appear 
have  been  tenderly  attached    to   one  another.     Once 
then  they  were  parted,  Elizabeth  proposed  a  correspond- 
;e,  and  Edward's  answer  to  the  proposal  has  been  prc- 
ed.     It  is  very  much  such  a  letter  as  an  intelligent 
of  ten  might  now  write  to  a  sister  of  fourteen  who 
gone  into  the  country. 
At  length,  that  monstrous  father  of  theirs  died,  and 
ic  little  boy  was  styled  king.     They  had  an  interview 
Before  Edward  went  away  to  London  to  be  invested  with 
royal  state,  and,  strange  to    say,  they  both  shed  teara 
while  conversing  of  their  father's  death.     In  their  subse- 
quent correspondence,  too,  they  spoke  of  their  father  as 
if  he  had  been  an  affectionate  parent,  and  the  young  king 
1  congratulates  his  sister  upon  the  fortitude  with  which 
had  borne  and  was  bearing  their  father's  death. 
We  sJiould  suppose  that  the  dangers  which  had  sur- 
>unded  the  childhood  of  Elizabeth  were  now  at  an  end. 
The  brother  with  whom  she  had  studied  side  by  side,  and 
who  was  strongly  attached  to  her,  was  nominally  King  of 
gland;  but  he  was  only  a  boy;  studious  indeed,  and 
loughtful  beyond  his  years,  hut  not  robust  in  body  or 
iind,   and  doomed  to  early  death.     The   power   of  the 
lalm  was  wielded  by  ambitious  nobles,  who  endeavored 
various  ways  to  use  the  young  Princess  Elizabeth  for 
ends.     Her  head  was  never  quite  saift  w^^^*^"*^ 
lOulders,  and  even  her  maidenly  diata.cte'c-waa'u^w^'^'^^ 
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The  manners  of  the  age  were  rude,  and  she  was  closely 
watched  by  hostile  spies. 

Her  brother  Edward,  however,  remained  her  steadfast 
friend,  and  she  herself  acquired  an  extraordinary  tact  and 
caution  in  avoiding  the  perils  which  beset  her.  When 
she  was  seventeen  and  the  king  thirteen,  he  made  her  a 
present  of  a  country  house  at  Hatfield,  a  day's  ride  north 
of  London,  now  the  seat  of  Lord  Salisbury,  a  member  of 
the  last  Beaconsfield  Cabinet.  Here  she  maintained  a 
liberal  establishment,  and  had  a  considerable  retinue  of 
servants  and  retainers. 

In  one  of  these  retainers  she  was  fortunate  above  all 
the  princesses  of  her  time.  I  mean  Roger  Ascham,  her 
tutor,  and  afterwards  her  secretary.  In  truth  the  school 
children  of  all  the  world  might  very  properly  unite  in 
building  a  monument  to  Roger  Ascham.  He  was  the 
great  apostle  of  the  gentle  and  kind  system  of  teaching. 
He  was  among  the  first  to  discover  and  to  teach  that 
there  are  other  ways  of  training  and  instructing  the 
young  than  by  the  lash.  He  was  also  the  first  to  come 
out  distinctly  against  the  cramming  and  forcing  system. 
Over  and  over  again,  he  advises  schoolmasters  not  to 
teach  their  pupils  too  much  and  too  long. 

"  If,"  said  he  in  one  of  his  letters,  "  if  you  pour  much 
drink  at  once  into  a  goblet,  the  most  part  will  dash  out 
and  run  over.'' 

He  was  born  in  England  about  1616,  and  showed  such 
excellent  traits  in  his  childhood  that  a  gentleman  of  rank 
and  wealtli  took  him  into  his  family,  educated  him  with 
his  own  children,  and  sent  him  to  the  University  of  Cam- 
bridge. After  graduating,  he  became  a  tutor  at  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  was  the  room-mate  for  several  years  of 
William  Grindall,  who  was  appointed  tutor  to  Queen 
Elizabeth.  Ascham  liimself  had  given  lessons  in  pen- 
manship  to  the  children  of  Henry  VIH,    He  wrote  a 
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llKaatiful  nand.  Readers  wlio  liave  seen  tlie  writing  of 
Queen  Elizabeth  must  liave  noticed  how  elegantly  and 
clearly  she  wrote ;  and  it  was  from  Roger  Aschain  that 
idie  learned  how  to  use  the  pen  so  well. 

The  princess,  when  she  was  a  yonng  lady,  remembered 
with  pleasure  her  old  writing  master,  and  William  Grin- 
dall  frequently  wrote  to  his  tutor  at  the  University,  ask- 
ing his  advice  how  to  proceed  with  his  distinguished  pupil. 
The  consequence  was  that  when  Grindall  suddenly  died 
■of  the  plague,  the  princess  asked  that  Roger  Ascham 
might  be  appointed  his  successor.  Her  request  was 
granted ;  Ascham  resigned  a  Cambridge  professorship, 
and  went  to  live  at  the  court  of  the  princess. 

one  of  the  most  learned  and  accomplished  men 
then  living;  an  excellent  mathematician,  well  versed  in 
the  Greek  language,  an  enthusiast  for  Greek  art  and 
learning,  a  musician,  a  man  of  wit,  taste,  and  agreeable 
conversation.  Tlie  princess  became  warmly  attached  to 
him,  and,  with  some  intervals,  he  remained  in  her  service 
all  the  rest  of  his  life.  There  was  a  great  revival  of 
learning  in  England  then,  and  many  a  promising  child 
Jell  a  victim  to  the  excessive  zeal  of  teachers.  Elizabeth's 
own  brother,  the  young  King  Edward,  probably  owed  his 
premature  death  to  this  cause.  He  was  early  put  to 
studying  the  works  of  Cyprian,  Jerome,  Augustine,  Plato, 
Cicero,  Seneca,  and  a  long  list  of  other  authors,  Greek 
and  Latin,  pagan  and  Christian,  The  poor,  sickly  little 
king  was  crammed  to  death.  Five  times  a  week,  we  are 
told,  his  tutor  and  himself  studied  together  in  the  morn- 
ing, Herodotus,  Isocrates,  and  Demosthenes,  and  in  the 
afternoon,  by  way  of  recreation,  they  translated  one  of 
the  Greek  tragedies. 

Roger  Ascham,  alive  to  the  danger  of  dealing  thus  with 
the  tender  mind  of  youth,  pursued  an  opposite  courea, 
tliat  his  royal  puipW.  \«i'iB.tQRi 
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the  most  learned  of  women ;  perhaps  the  most  learnetf  I 
woman  of  her  day.     Among  his  writings  is  a  treatise  otKM 
tlie  art  of  teaching,  in  wliich  he  explains  his  method;  a*! 
work  which,  I  suppose,  has  had  more  effect  in  sol'tening 
the  modes  of  training  the  joung  than  any  other  of  thel 
kind  in  the  English  language.     The  reader  will  be  amueec 
at  its  quaint,  old-fashioned  title-page,  which  I  will  hen 
copy  with  its  ancient  epelling: 

"The  Scholemaster,  or  plaine  and  periite  way  of,! 
teachynge  children  to  understand,  write  and  speak  the 
Latin  tongue,  but  specially  purjiosed  for  the  private 
brynging  up  of  youth  in  Jentlemen  and  Noblemen's 
bouses,  and  commodious  also  for  all  such  as  have  forgot 
the  Latin  tongue,  and  would  by  themselves  without  i 
Scholemaster  in  shoH  tyme,  and  with  small  paiaes  recover  J 
ft  sufficient  habilitie  to  understand  write  and  speak  Latin.?i 

Before  the  appearance  of  .this  vhe  and  good  little  book^S 
the  modes  of  education  were  almost  universally  barbarous^ 
and  had  been  so  from  ancient  times.     In  the  buried  citjd 
of  Pompeii,  the  common  sign  of  a  scliool  was  a  pictural 
or  carving  which  represented  the  master  whipping  a  boyj 
upon  his  naked  back.     Luther  speaks  of  his  school  a 
purgatory,  and  mentions  that  in  the  course  of  one  moriM^ 
iug  he  was  wliipped  fifteen  times.     In  Shakespeare  there 
are  thirteen  allusions  to  going  to  scliool,  all  of  which  are 
in  harmony  with  the  well-known  passage  which  represents 

I"  the  scliool-boy  creeping  like  a  snail  unwillingly  ' 
school."  Children  had  to  learn  most  things  by  rote,  v 
little  explanation,  or  none,  and  for  every  offence  : 
every  infirmity  there  was  only  one  remedy,  bodily  tornn 
Roger  Ascham  rose  against  this  barbarous  system,  : 
denounced  it  with  quaint  but  eloquent  indignation, 
and  over  again,  he  says  that  a  kind  and  gentle  manni 
accompanied  by  just  praise  for  good  conduct,  would  |. 
face  better  results  than  keeping  the  pupils  iu  perpetn 
ar. 
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"If  ten  gentlemen,"  he  remarks,  "be  asked  why  they 
foi'got  8o  Booii  ill  court  that  which  they  were  learning  so 
long  in  school,  eight  of  them,  or  let  me  be  blamed,  will 
lay  the  fault  on  their  ill  handling  by  their  schoolmnstcrs." 

A  school,  he  says,  should  be  "  a  sanctuary  against  fear," 

I  and  nothing  should  be  learned  unless  the  mind  of  the 
|Hipil  grasps  it  and  goes  along  with  it.  Ho  enforces  his  ■ 
doctrine  by  two  illustrious  examples,  Lady  Grey  and 
fi^een  Elizabeth.  It  is  from  Roger  Aacham's  "  School- 
■uister  "  that  we  have  lliose  agreeable  glimpses  of  Lady 
Inlie  Grey  which  have  made  her  name  bo  interesting  to 
IJosterity.  Ascham  visited  her  at  her  father's  seat  when 
she  was  a  girl  of  fourteen,  aii<i  foimd  lier  reading  Plato, 
while  all  the  rest  of  the  family  were  out  hunting  in  the 

►park.     He  asked  her  why  she  did  uot  join  in  the  hunt. 
Hie  answered  with  a  smile : 
"  I  wist  all  their  sport  ia  but  a  shadow  to  that  pleasure 
that  I  find  in  Plato.     Alas,  good  folk!  they  never  felt 
what  true  pleasure  meant." 

He  asked  her  how  she  acquired  this  taste  for  learning. 

Her  answer  shows  the  barbarous  manneis  of  the  period, 

and  illustrates  in  the  most  striking  manner  Roger  Ascliiim*3 

doctrine.     She  told  him  that  she  had  been  blessed  with 

^^■evere  parents  and  a  gentle   achoolmaBter.    \Vhcn  she 

^^^ks   in   presence   cither  of  father  or  mother,  she   was 

^^^Hways  in  trouble  or  disgrace. 

^^H'*'  Whether  I  speak,  keep  sil«ucc,  sit.  stand,  or  go ;  eat, 
^^^■ink,  be  merry,  or  sad;  be  sewing,  playing,  dancing,  or 
^^Koing  anything  else,  I  must  do  it,  as  it  were,  in  such 
weight,  measure,  or  number,  and  even  so  perfectly  as  God 
made  the  world,  or  else  I  am  so  sharply  taunted,  so  crnelly 
threatened,  yea,  presently,  sometimes  with  pinches,  nips, 
and  bobs  (or  in  other  ways  which  I  will  not  name  for 
the  honor  I  bear  them),  bo  without  measme  ftiswre^'iK^,, 
«t  I  think  myself  in  hell." 
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But  then,  she  added,  would  come  the  BUmmoiia  to  hi 
tutor,  Mr.  Elmer,  who  taught  80  gently  aud  so  ]>lGasaiitlj 
that  time  passed  without  ker  kuowing  it,  and  she  crii 
vlien  obliged  to  leave  him.     Thus  it  was,  she  said,  tl 
she  became  so  fond  of  learning. 

Ascliam  dwells  fondly  upon  this  nnb1«,  ill-starred  ladyj 

and  claims  her  as  a  bright  proof  of  the  excellence  of  this 

gentle  system.     Not  less  does  he  extol  his  own  pupil,  who 

3  Queen  when  he  wrote  this  book.     While  she  was  stiU-i 

under  his  care  he  was  full  of  enthusiasm  for  her  talent 

learning,     "  She   shone  like  a  star  among  all  tl 

ladies  "of  England."     She  had  "the  genius  of 

without  the  weakness  of  a  woman."     Slie  was  not  only  a 

deep  and  sound  theologian,  but  she  spoke  Latin  and  Greek 

well  that  she  could  defend  her  opinions  so  as  to  be 

victorious  over  the  most  learned  doctors.     Wlien  she  waa 

queen,  she  still  kept  up  her  habits  of  daily  study  with  Iter 

old  tutor. 

"Point  forth,"  he  says,  "  six  of  the  best  given  gentl 
men  of  tliis  court,  and  they  altogether  show  not  so  mm 
good  will,  spend  not  eo  much  time,  bestow  not  so  manj 
hours,  daily,  orderly,  and  constantly,  for  the  increase 
learning  and  knowledge,  as  doth  the   Queen 
herself." 

He  declared  that,  besides  her  familiarity  with  Lat 
^^  Italian,  French,  and  Spanish,  all  of  which  she  had  occasJi 
^H  to  use  frequently  in  public  business,  she  read  more  Grei 
^^B  every  day  than  some  dignitaries  of  the  Church  read 
^^1  Latin  in  a  whole  week.  Seldom  has  a  work  been  writtf 
^^H  more  adroitly  than  this  Sehoolmaster  of  Roger  Ascham. 
^^B  The  great  examples  which  he  adduces,  and  the  skillfnl' 
^^K  manner  in  which  he  introduces  tliem,  greatly  contribui 
^^H  to  its  influence.  He  is  certainly  entitled  to  the  gratitui 
^^^L  of  the  wlioie  world  of  scholars  and  students. 
^^H    lie  (lied  ill  1568,  in  his  fifty-IouTth  jcau,  Q,«een  Eli 
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Ifceth  being  then  tliirty-fivo  years  of  age.  When  the 
|ueen  heard  of  his  death  she  exclaimed  that  slie  would 
jwtlier  have  lost  ten  thousaud  pounds  tlmn  her  tutor 
jJLBcham.  Nevertheless,  she  did  not,  in  his  lifetime, 
compensate  him  too  liberally.  His  salary  was  twenty 
pounds  per  annum  ;  but  I  think  that  sum  was  fully  equal 
to  ten  times  the  amount  in  tlie  money  of  to-day. 

Tliere  can  be  no  doubt  that  the  praises  which  Ascham 
bestowed  upon  the  queen  were  in  some  degree  deserved, 
She  was  in  truth  a  highly  educated  lady,  with  all  her 
foiblca  and  faults.  At  Oxford  you  may  see  her  copy  of 
»^t.  Paul's  Epistles,  with  the  binding  ornamented  with 
designs  by  her  own  hand,  and  with  her  thoughts  written 
I  Latin  that  were  suggested  by  reading  the  epistles. 
W&  have  also  some  verses  of  her  composition  whicli  are 
mt  wanting  in  force  and  fluency.  She  did  credit  to  her 
Ichool  master. 

Tliis  renowned  princess  in  some  particulars  lived  with 
Atremo  simplicity,  for  even  kings  in  that  age  enjoyed 
few  of  the  comforts  and  decencies  of  civilization.  The 
liousekeepiug  books  of  some  of  the  groat  families  of  that 
period  have  been  published,  from  which  we  learn  that  few 
tiouees  tlien  had  the  luxury  of  a  chimnoy,  and  that  only 

Pinces'  beds  were  provided  with  two  sheets.  Carpets 
ire  unknown,  and  floors  were  strewn  with  rushes. 
The  houseliold  of  the  Princess  Elizabeth  were  called  at 
SIX  in  the  morning,  and  tlie  whole  of  them,  perhaps  sixty 
in  number,  repaired  at  once  to  tlie  chapel,  where  Mass 
-Was  said,  as  the  Church  of  England  prayers  were  still 
frequently  called.  At  seven  o'clock  the  Princess  and  her 
idies  sat  down  to  breakfast.  And  what  did  they  have  for 
reakfast  ?  Not  coffee,  tea,  chocolate,  or  cocoa.  Before 
ich  person  was  placed  a  pewter  pot  of  beer,  and 
kOother  of  wine.  On  fast  days  the  breakiasX.  (iVxeft-j  w«ir 
fated  of  salt  fish,  and  on  other  dajs  a.  ^\eaV  ^wx^ 
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mutton  or  beef,  wiHi  bread.  Vegetables  were  few  in 
number,  and  only  of  the  coarser  kindB,  such  aB  cabbages 
and  turnips.  The  potato  was  unknown,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  more  delicate  vegetablcB,  of  which  the  poorertt 
family  now  has  a  share. 

It  IB  really  surprising  to  read  of  the  way  in  whit 
people  in  good  circumstances  were  then  accommodated.] 
The  Princess  Elizaijetb,  wben  she  was  eighteen  years 
age,  may  have  had  sheets  upon  her  bed,  but  probably  she 
had  no  garment  similar  to  the  modern  nightgown.  Her 
bed  was  probably  stuffed  with  coai-se  wool,  and  it  she 
had  a  pillow  at  all,  it  was  filled  with  bran,  or  chaff. 
Prosperous  farmers  in  that  age  slept  upon  straw  beds, 
and  had  "  a  good  round  log  under  their  head  for  a  pillow," 
As  for  Bervants,  thoy  lay  upon  the  straw  without  any 
intermediate  fabric  to  protect  what  an  old  writer  styles 
their  '*  hardened  hydes." 

The  Princess  Elizabeth  may  liave  had  one  or  two  silver 
spoons  for  her  own  use,  though  most  of  her  household 
had  spoons  only  of  pewter  or  wood.  And  yet  at  that 
time  people  wrote  of  the  prevalence  of  luxury,  and  of  the 
consequent  degeneracy  of  the  race,  just  as  we  do  in  these 
days.  The  historian  Hume  quotes  a  curious  passage  from 
an  author  of  Queen  Elinabetli's  day  : 

"  In  times  [last  men  were  contented  to  dwell  in  houses 
builded  of  sallow,  willow,  etc, ;  bo  that  the  use  of  the  oak 
was  in  a  manner  dedicated  wholly  unto  churches,  religions 
houses,  princes'  palaces,  navigation,  etc. ;  but  now  willow, 
etc.  are  rejected,  and  nothing  but  oak  anywhere  regai-ded, 
And  yet  see  the  change;  for  when  our  houses  were 
huilded  of  willow,  then  had  we  oaken  men  ;  but  now  that£' 
our  houses  are  come  to  be  made  of  oak,  oui-  men  are  wAi\ 
only  become  willow,  but  a  great  many  altogether  of  straw, 
which  is  a  sore  alleration.  Now  we  have  many  chimncya;, 
and  yet  our  /ej/Jcrlines  complain  ot  tUewm,  tutttrth,  ai 
"  Ccolda). 
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Tliis  fine  old  couservative  lamented  that  the   liousefll 

1  vere  no  longer  Qlltid  with  smoke,  which,  he  said,  notl 

Diilf  hardened  the  timber  of  o.  house,  but  kept  the  good! 

L  man  and  bis  family  from  taking  cold  and  catching  dis 

The  Princess  Elizabeth  was  twenty  years  of  age  whenJ 
I  the  dcatli  of  lier  brother  Edward  VI  raised  to  the  Ihionei 
hor  sister  Mary.  Her  conduct  at  tbia  terrible  crisis  wasl 
*  equally  prudent  and  right.  I'he  auibitious  Noi'tfaumbeNfl 
i  land  offered  her  money  and  lands  if  she  would  consent  twl 
V  the  setting  aside  of  Mary,  and  thu  elevation  to  the  tlironalT 
L  of  Lady  Jane  Gray.  She  simply  and  firmly  replied  that^l 
'<  BO  long  as  her  sister  Mary  was  alive,  she  bad  no  rights  tol 
y  the  throne  eitlier  to  claim  or  to  surrender. 

During  the  reign  of  Mary  elie  was  frequently  in  thel 
[  most  imminent  and  deadly  peril ;  not  from  any  hostility 
p  borne  her  by  her  sister,  but  through  the  intrigues  of  cor- 
rupt and  ill-disi;>osed  men  who  wished  to  use  her  intense 
popularity  for  their  own  advajitage.  In  her  twenty-fifth 
I  year,  after  a  series  of  vicissitudes  and  escapes,  Elizabeth 
I  reigned.  On  hearing  the  news  of  lier  sister's  death,  she 
►  apjieared  stunned.     Drawing  a  deep  sigh,  she  kneli 


I  and  H 


"  Tins  is  the  Loi'd's  doiug,  and  it  is  marvcloua  ij 


XIIL 

THE  WIFE  OP  THOMAS  CARLYLE. 

^^  I  "\ON'T  many  a  man  of  genius,"  Mrs.  Carlyle  used 
I  J  to  say,  in  moments  of  depression,  to  her  intimate 
friends.  Who  would  like  to  be  judged  by  the  words  that 
escape  when  the  burthens  of  life  press  too  heavily,  or 
when  morbid  conditions,  distort  the  view?  Carlyle 
inherited  from  a  line  of  laborious  ancestors  the  frame 
and  constitution  of  a  bricklayer,  with  the  peasant  instinct 
of  mastership  over  the  female.  A  little  Latin,  Greek, 
and  Oerman  do  not  radically  change  a  man's  nature. 
The  old  saying,  that  it  takes  three  generations  to  make  a 
gentleman,  is  not  destitute  of  truth,  and  the  process  did 
not  begin  in  Thomas  Carlyle  till  he  was  already  too  old 
to  take  to  it  kindly.  The  true  moral  to  be  deduced  from 
the  mass  of  Carlylian  material  with  which  we  have  been 
recently  favored,  is:  Destroy  your  letters,  or  else  have 
them  edited  by  a  person  who  can  discriminate  between 
words  that  express  an  exceptional  and  transitory  feeling, 
and  those  which  reveal  the  state  of  mind  which  is  habitual 
and  characteristic. 

Jeannie  Welsh,  at  all  periods  of  her  life,  was  a  cheery, 
fascinating  creature.  The  very  earliest  incidents  related 
of  her  exhibit  to  us  a  little  person  of  will,  opinion,  and 
talent.  She  was  quick  at  her  lessons,  a  capital  mimic, 
and  possessed  by  a  wide  and  intelligent  curiosity  which 
it  was  not  always  easy  to  satisfy.  The  usual  girl's  educa- 
tion was  not  enough  for  her :  modern  languages,  music, 
and  drawing  were  well  in  their  way ;  but  she  aspired  to 


THE   WIFG    OF   THOMAS    CABLYLE.  173. 

I  the  dignity  of   Latin,  nndotcrred  by  ber  father's  good- 

I  natured  indifference  and  her  motber's  opposition.     It  was 

I  not  ber  custom  eitber  to  tease  or  pout ;  she  simply  took 

I  tbo  matter  into  her  own  hands,  sought  out  a  scliool-boy^ 

I  whom  sbe  induced  to  teach  her  tlie  mysteries  of  nouns  o£l 

I  the  first  declension,  and  pursued  her  studies  by  herself.  ■ 

rOne  night  when  she  was  sLipposed  to  be  in  bed,  a  smallJ 

rToice  was  heard  issuing  from  beneath  a  table,  murmuringl 

diligently  to  itself,  "penna,  a  pen ;  pennae,  of  a  pen." 

Amid  the  laughter  of  the  family  she  crawled  from  bei^| 

liidiug  place  and  running  to  ber  father,  said : 

"  I  want  to  learn  Latin ;  please  let  me  be  a  hoy." 
The  school  of  Haddington,  lier  native  place    (a  larg»l 
[market  town  twenty  miles  east  of  Edinburgh),  was  bu6^ 
I  ft  short  distance  from  her  father's  bouse,  and  thither  she 
I  was  soon  afterward  permitted  to  go,  attired,  as  Carlyla 
*  tells  as,  in  a  light  blue  pelisse,  black  belt,  dainty  Httlo 
cap,  caught  up  with  a  feather,  and  her  satchel  carried  in  J 
her  hand. 

"Fill  that  little  figure  witb  elastic  intellect, love,  andj 
[generous  vivacity  of  all  kinds,"  he  adds,  "  and  where  ii 
i.liature  will  you  find  a  prettier  ? " 

The  little  lady's  vivacity  and  generosity  were  both  sooafl 

I  displayed   to  her  school-fcllowa.      The    boys    and   girlgl 

lally  said  their  lessons  in  separate  rooms,  but  aritli*! 

I  metic  and  algebra  they  recited  together.     Moat  of  the  boyafl 

T  were  devoted  to  her,  but  now  and  then  dilficuItieB  a 

I  due,  perhaps,  to  her  so  easily  surpassing  them  all.     Once^j 

I  when  the  master  had  left  the  room,  one  of  tbem  said'l 

I  something  disagreeable  to  her;  instantly  her  temper  wasf 

furoused,  and  doubling  up  her  little  fist  sbe  struck  him  onrl 

the  nose  and  made  it  bleed.     At  that  moment  the  mafiterl 

returned  and  demanded  to  know  who  had  been  fighting.  I 

There  was  silence,     Figbting  was  punished  wvlVv  ftn'^yp*'^ 

L  and  no   one    would   tell   tnles   ol    a   \^v\\.    T\\ft  \R%d(a> 
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bdcckrcd  that  he  would  flog  the  -wbolc  school  if  he  vai 

B^ot  told  the  culprit's  name.     It  was  woU  know^n  that  he 

■Voiild   keep   his    word ;    Lmt  Btill   no   one    spoke   until 

FJeannie,   the    smallest,   moat   fairy-like  of   little    giria, 

■  looked  up  and  announced  : 

'  Please,  it  was  I." 

Severity  was  impossible,     Tlie  teacher  tried  to  keep 

his  couuteuance,  failed,  burst  out  laughing,  called  her 

I  little  devil,"  and  bade  her  go  her  ways  to  the  girls'  room. 

Soon  afterward  the  school  changed  maaters ;   Edward 

I  Irving,  a  young  man  freshly  laden  witli  college  honors,' 

'  carac  to  Haddington  to  teach.     Besides  having  her  in  his 

classes  at  the  school,  he  was  entrusted  with  the  care  of' 

her  more  private   education.     He  directed  her  reading, 

I  assisted  her  in  her  studies,  taught  her  astronomy  on  staF> 

I  light  nights,  and  introduced  lier  to  Vergil. 

Vergil  was  to  her,  as  he  lias  been  to  so  many  others, 

I  an  inspiring  revelation.     She  read,  studied,  declaimed  the' 

I  |Ktet  with  passionate  delight.     She  tried  to  conform  hei 

L  own  life  to  the  Roman  model.     Wlieu  she  was  tomptcd 

E  to  commit  an    unworthy  act,  she  said  to  herself   with 

r  ntcnincsR,  "  A  Koman  would  not  liavo  done  it."     "When 

P  she  gallantly  caught  by  the  neck  and  flung  aside  a  hissing 

'  gander  of  which  she  had  long  stood  in  dread,  she  felt  that 

she  "  deserved  well  of  the  Republic,"  and  merited  a  civil 

crown.     Furlhermore,  having  bceome  convinced   that 

doll  was  now  beneath  her  dignity,  she  burned  her  ancient 

favorite,  with  all  its  dresses  and  its  cherished  four-post 

bed,  upon  a  funeral  pyre,  constructed  of  "  a  fagot  or  two 

f  of  cedar  allumettcs,  a  few  sticks  of  cinnamon,  and  a  nufr. 

Pmeg."     Then,  delivering  with  much  emphasis  and  solcm- 

•  nity  the  dying  words  of  Dido  in  their  original  tongue,  the 

doll  (with  Jeannie's  assistance),  kindled  the  pyre,  stabbed 

herself  with  a  penknife,  and  a  moment  later,  heing  stuffed 

mWJt/i  sawdust  and  highly  combnRti\ile,  was  m o. fi-we  blaze, 
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vhile  her  poor  little  mietress,  repeuting  too  late,  stood 
helplessly  by,  shrieking  till  the  household  hastened  to  the 
spot. 

While  she  was  yet  a  child  she  began  to  write,  and  at 

fourteen  she  had  composed  a  tragedy,  rather  inflated  in 

;yle,  but   of  great   promise.     She   continued   for  many 

lara  to  write  poetry,  and  her  two  dearest  friends,  Irving 

id  Carlyle,  both    expeeted   her  to  shine  in  literature. 

That  she  possessed  the  taleul;  for  sucli  a  career  her  clear, 

graphic  style,  its  witty  allusions,  and  the  appreciatire 

humor  of  her  letters  sufficiently  attest. 

She  was  still  a  young  girl  when  her  father.  Dr.  Welsh, 

highly  accomplished    physician,  was  prostrated  by  a 

iver  caught  while  attending  an  old  woman  in  the  town 

Haddington.     Hia  disease  being  contagious,  lie  gare 

irders   to   exclude   his   daughter   from   the   room.     She 

irced  her  way  to  liis  side.     He  sent  her  out,  and   she 

issed  the  night  lying  before  his  door.     Hia  death,  her 

t  great  sorrow,  was  well  nigh  insupportable  to  her,  and 

irhaps  permanently  impaired  her  health. 

"  A  father  so  loved  and  mourned,"    says  Carlyle,  "  I 

.ve  never  seen.     To  the  end  of  her  life  his  title  eveu  to 

le  was  '5e'  and  'Him.'     Not  above  twice  or  thrice,  did 

ever  mention — aud  then  in  a  quiet,  slow  tone — wjy 

father." 

His  death  left  her  an  heiress  ;  all  hia  property  except  a 
small  annuity  to  his  widow  having  been  bequeathed  to 
her.  She  was  young,  agreeable,  brilliant,  rich  (for  the 
time  and  place),  and  beautiful.  She  was  fair,  with  black 
lair  and  black  eyes  "shining  with  soft  mockery,"  as 
lude  describes  them,  and  an  irregular  nose,  in  harmony 
til  the  satirical  expression  of  her  face.  Her  forehead 
was  white  and  broad,  her  tigure  "  slight,  airy,  and  per- 
fectly graceful." 

We  cannot  wonder  that  tbia  young  Xo-ij  -wviaVvs 
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with  many  Buitors.  She  made  herself  agreeable  to  them, 
talked,  laughed,  and  danced  with  them,  and  refused  them 
very  jxtUtely  when  they  asked  her  hand.  Many  people 
considered  lier  a  flirt,  and  llie  gay  mamier  in  which  she 
alludes  to  the  charge  shows  that  she  did  not  resent  it. 
But  if  she  was  merry,  she  was  neither  frivolous  nor 
unfeeling.  She  had  bestowed  all  the  love  she  had  to  give 
upon  a  man  who  fully  returned  her  affection,  yet  could 
not  marry  her.  This  was  her  old  teacher,  Edward 
Irviug.  He  had  become  engaged  to  another  lady  before 
again  meeting  the  beautiful  Miss  Welsh  whom  lie  iiad  so 
long  known  only  as  little  Jeannie.  When  at  length  he 
Baw  her  again,  he  fell  in  lovo  with  her.  He  would  not 
break  his  engagement,  nor  would  she  permit  him  to  do 
Bo.  At  length,  he  asked  the  young  lady  to  release  liim 
she  would  not,  and  he  married  her. 

This  affair,  bo  quickly  told,  last«d  long,  and  while 
sHue  was  yet  uncertain,  Irving  introduced  Miss  Welsh 
Ilia  friend,  Thomas  Carlyle,  in  the  hope  that  he  wouldJ 
guide  and  assist  her  in  her  studies.  The  friendship' 
between  them  soon  became  warmly  affectionate.  Carlyle 
discussed  his  projects,  prospects,  aud  opinions  with  her, 
rrected  her  verses,  and  planned  works  which  tlioy  were 
to  write  ill  concert.  Not  aware  of  Irving's  love  for  her, 
he  even  adopted  a  complimentary,  gallant  tone  in  his 
letters  ;  but  this  she  did  not  permit  to  continue.  Gradu- 
ally his  affection  and  admiration  increased,  mitil  he  felt 
that  she  was  the  perfect  woman.  He  was  not  hopeful  of 
success  in  his  suit,  nor  had  he  reason  to  be,  for  until 

I  Irving's  marriage  she  persistently  discouraged  him,  H( 
was  very  much  in  love  for  so  austere  a  man,  aud  wrot< 
verses  which  sound  strangely  to  the  ear  familiar  with  hi 
ordinary  —  or  extraordinary  —  style.  They  are  ardeni 
at  least : 
"Bright  maid,  thy  deatinj  m  I  view, 
Unattered  thoughts  como  o'et  tofi; 
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Bnroiled  among  earth's  chosen  few* 

Lovely  aa  morning,  pure  as  dew, 

Thy  image  atands  before  me. 

"Oh,  that  on  Fame's  tar  shining  peak, 
With  great  nnd  mighty  numbered, 
Unfading  laurels  I  could  seek; 
This  longing  spirit  then  might  speak 
The  thoughts  within  that  slumbered. 

"Oh,  in  the  battle's  wildeat  awell. 

By  hero's  deeds  to  win  thee, 
To  meet  the  charge,  the  stormy  yetl, 
The  artillery's  flash,  its  thundering  knell. 

And  thine  the  light  within  me. 

"Whatman  in  Fatn's  dark  day  of  power, 
While  thoughts  of  thee  upbore  him, 
Would  shrink  at  danger's  blackest  lour, 
Or  faint  in  Life's  last  ebbing  hour, 


If  tears  of  thine  fell  o 


nl" 


Irving  once  married,  Miss  Welsh  viewed  her  devoted 
but  impracticable  suitor  ia  a  different  light.  She  recog- 
,  sized  his  genius,  she  believeJ  in  his  affection,  she  was 
^oud  of  his  preference:  why  not  marry  him?  She  was 
not,  as  she  frankly  told  him,  tn  love  wilh  him;  yet  she 
^ved  him,  and  at  last  accepted  him.  Their  engagement 
fras  stormy.  If  he  made  impossible  plana  for  the  future, 
Rie,  with  a  stroke  of  satire,  a  positive  Ifo,  or  an  elaborate 
ixplanation,  upset  them.  Then  he  tlioiight  she  was  dis- 
mayed at  the  prospect  of  such  a  retired  life  as  his  profe*- 
fflon  necessitated,  and  offei'ed  to  release  her.  Then  she 
wrote  refusing  to  be  released,  soothing  and  reassuring 
him,  and  proposing  some  other  arrangement  Each 
cheered  and  encouraged  the  other  to  such  sacrifices  as  the 
circumstances  required,  and  indeed,  as  Mr.  Froude 
remarks :  "  They  comforted  one  another  aB  if  they  were  i 
going  to  execution." 
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Married  they  were,  however,  after  much  difficulty  and 
delay,  owing  to  the  impossibility  of  Carlyle's  arranging 
the  necessary  details  as  anybody  else  would  have  done. 
Miss  Welsh  had  to  instruct  him  in  regard  to  each  detail 
of  the  ceremony.  Her  last  letter  before  the  wedding, 
relating  to  something  about  the  banns  which  he  did  not 
imderstand,  is  headed : 

*'  The  last  Speech  and  marrying  Words  of  that  unfortu- 
nate young  woman,  Jane  Baillie  Welsh" 

An  unfortunate  young  woman,  her  friends  indeed  con- 
sidered her  to  be,  knowing  as  they  did  her  husband's 
irascible  temper  and  fantastic  whims.  Nor,  bravely  as 
she  faced  the  future,  did  she  herself  expect  other  happi- 
ness than  was  to  be  won  by  a  life  of  self-sacrifice,  nor  ask 
other  reward  than  the  appreciation  and  confidence  of  the 
man  of  genius  whom  she  had  resolved  to  serve.  Having 
these,  she  had  been  well  content  to  bear  his  irritability 
and  moroseness,  to  stand  between  him  and  poverty's  daily 
worries,  to  accept  menial  duties  to  which  she  was  unaccus- 
tomed, and  to  lose  the  friends  whose  society  he  would  not 
tolerate. 

The  first  eighteen  months  of  their  married  life,  Carlyle 
was  accustomed  to  look  back  upon  as  the  happiest  period 
of  his  existence. 

"  For  my  wife,"  he  wrote  to  his  mother  shortly  after 
taking  possession  of  his  new  home,  Comely  Bank,  "  I  may 
say  in  my  heart  that  she  is  far  better  than  any  wife,  and 
loves  me  with  a  devotedness  which  it  is  a  mystery  to  me 
how  I  have  ever  deserved.  She  is  gay  and  happy  as  a 
lark,  and  looks  with  such  soft  cheerfulness  into  my 
gloomy  countenance,  that  new  hope  passed  into  me  every 
time  I  met  her  eye." 

She,  too,  was  most  happy.     "  My  husband  is  so  kind," 

she  writes  in  a  postscript  to  one  of  his  letters  home,  "  so 

ju  all  reaped^  after  my  own  heart.    I  was  sick  one  day, 
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Ikd  he  nursed  mo  as  well  as  iny  own  mother  could  have 
Bsue,  and  he  never  says  a  hard  word  to  mo  unless  I 
richly  deserve  it.  We  see  great  rumiiiers  of  jieoplo,  but 
are  always  most  content  alone.  My  huahan<]  reads  tlien, 
and  I  read  or  work,  or  just  sit  and  look  at  him,  which  I 
really  find  as  profitable  an  employment  as  any  other," 

Already,  however,  she  was  be>rinning  to  encounter  the 
social  and  household  dilficultics  which  her  husband's  tem- 
perament rendered  inevitable.  He  was  dyspeptic,  and 
required  the  simplest  food,  cooked  with  unvarying  perfec- 
tion, storming  at  fate,  or  shrouding  himself  in  deepest 
^oom  if  his  oatmeal  was  scoicliod  or  his  eggs  not  fresh. 
i  no  servant  could  satisfy  liini,  Mfb.  Carlyle  went  into 
Ijbe  kitchen,  and  studied  cookery.  The  slightest  noises 
■stracted  him  when  he  was  at  work ;  Mrs.  Carlyle  was 
per  on  the  alert  to  prevent  doors  from  banging,  dishes 
1  clattering,  and  shoes  from  crealiing.  Visitors  had 
L>  be  received ;  his  tender  epithet  for  them  was  "  nauseous 
EBtruders."  Mrs.  Carlyle  managed  with  such  adroitness 
Siat,  without  offence  to  any,  they  were  so  winnowed  and 
sifted  that  only  those  whose  society  he  could  enjoy  or 
endure,  reached  his  presence.  She  was  a  channing 
hostess,  and  even  succeeded  in  giving  small  tea-parties 
which  her  gifted  spouse  found  not  unpleasant. 

Meanwhile,  Carlyle's   literaiy  and   financial   ventures 

not   proving   successfnl,  he   was   possessed   by  a   grow- 

;  restlessness   and   gloom,  and   before   the   first  year 

I  ended,  made  up  his  mind  to  leave  Edinburgh  and 

fotiro  to  Craigenputtock,  a  bleak,  barren  little  moorland 

■tate   belonging  to   his   wife,  sixteen   miles   from   the 

fcari'st  town.     Mrs.  Carlyle,  whose  health  was  impaired, 

rcailed  the  change,  and  might  even   have  refused  her 

JDusent,  but   that   her  mother  then  lived  at  Nithsdalc, 

Btcen  miles  from  Craigenputtock.     She  did  vft'm.o\i%\,\*!we., 

iiid  was  made  up,  and  to  'iTflA^en^'v^'ftn^ 
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they  went.  They  lived  tliere  seven  years — years  of 
alternating  depression  and  good  cheer  to  Carlyle,  but 
marked  by  improvement  in  liis  literary  power  and  growing 
reputation.     To  his  wife  they  were  years  of  desolation. 

As  only  incapable  Scottish  servants  could  be  obtained, 
Mrs.  Carlylo  was  obliged  to  make  good  their  deficiencies. 
Hho  cooked,  cleaned  the  rooms,  scoured  the  floors,  polished 
grates,  milked  cows,  gathered  eggs,  looked  after  the  gar- 
den, took  charge  of  the  dairy,  and,  in  short,  did  the  work, 
herself,  with  occasional  assistance  from  her  blunderii 
maid.  If  anything  was  unexpectedly  required  from 
village,  it  was  she  who  must  mount  and  gallop  away 
quest  of  it. 

Her  hardest  struggles  were  with  the  cookery.  She  hi 
cooked,  indeed,  at  Comely  Bank,  but  only  now  and  thai' 
the  dainties,  not  as  she  cooked  at  Craigenputtock.  After 
thirty  years,  she  wrote  to  a  friend  the  comic-palhetic 
story  of  the  baking  of  her  first  loaf  of  bread.  The  bread 
from  Dumfries  not  agreeing  with  her  husband,  she  says : 

"  It  was  plainly  my  duty  as  a  Christian  wife  to  bake  at 
home.  So  I  sent  for  Cobbett's  '  Cottage  Economy,'  and 
fell  to  work  at  a  loaf  of  bread.  But  knowing  nothing 
of  the  process  of  fermenta.tion  or  tlie  heat  of  ovens,  it 
came  to  pass  that  ray  loaf  got  put  into  the  oven  at  the 
time  that  myself  ought  to  have  been  put  into  bed ;  and  I 
remained  the  only  person  not  asleep  in  a  house  in  the 
middle  of  a  desert.  One  o'clock  struck,  and  then  twOj 
aud  then  three ;  and  still  I  was  sitting  there  in  an 
immense  solitude,  my  whole  body  aching  with  weariness, 
my  heart  aclihig  with  a  sense  of  forlomness  and  degra- 
dation. That  I,  who  had  been  so  petted  at  home,  whose 
comfort  had  been  studied  by  everybody  in  the  house,  who 
had  never  been  required  to  do  anything  but  cultivate  my 
mind,  should  have  to  pass  all  those  hours  of  the  night  in 
watching  a  loqf  of  bread.  —  "whicli  mightn't  turn,  out  bread] 
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after  all !  Such  thoughts  inaddeucd  mo,  till  1  laid  down 
my  head  on  the  table  and  sobbed  aloud.  It  was  tlien 
that  Bomehow  the  idea  of  Benveuuto  CuUini  sitting  up 
all  night  watching  his  Perseus  iu  the  furnace  came  into 
my  liead,  aud  suddenly  I  asked  myself, '  After  all,  iu  the 
sight  of  the  Upper  Powers,  what  is  the  mighty  difference 
between  a  statue  of  Perseus  and  a  loaf  of  bread,  so  tliat 
each  be  the  thing  one's  hand  lias  found  to  do  ?  The  man's 
determined  will,  his  energy,  his  patience,  his  resource, 
L  were  tlio  really  admirable  tilings,  of  which  his  statue  of 
LPerscus  was  the  mere  chance  eKpression.  If  he  had 
1  been  a  woman  living  at  Craigeuputtock,  with  a  dyspeptic 
husband,  sixteen  miles  from  a  baker,  and  he  a  bad  one, 
all  these  same  qualities  would  have  come  out  more  fully  in 
a  good  loaf  of  bread.' " 

Of  these  labors  she  never  complained  till  her  health 
3  way,  though  the  solitude  of  the  place  was  terrible  to 
ler,  aud  Carlyle,  occupied  with  his  work  and  blind  to  her 
saiaery,  witlidrew  himself  from  her  society,  and   rode, 
loked,  and  mused  by  himself.     His  nervous  condition 
made   it   impossible    for   him   to   sleep   unless  be  slept 
ftlonej  at  least,  it  made  him  think  he  could  not.     Some-  | 
les  for  days  she  scarcely   saw  him,  except   at  meals, 
*  and  in  the  early  morning  when  she  stole  into  his  room  I 
for  the  few  moments  while  he  was  shaving.     It  is  Uttio  [ 
wonder   that   she    called   the   place    "the   Desert,"    or 
shuddered  to  remember  that  of  the  three  previous  resi- 
dents one  had  taken  to  drink,  aud  two  had  goue  mad.    A. 
touching  relic  of  this   time   is  a  little  poem  of  hers, 
enclosed  in  a   letter  to  her   friend,  Lord  Jeffrey.     It  is 
called  "  To  a  Swallow  Building  Under  Our  Eaves" : 
"  Thou  too  hast  traveled,  little  fluttering  thing  — 
Host  seen  the  world,  and  now  thy  weurj  wing 

Thou  too  must  rest. 
But  rouah  m;  little  bird,  couldst  tbou  bul  te^^^ 
I'd  give  to  kaow  why  here  thou  lilt'st  eo  v^^ 
To  build  thy  nest. 
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^For  thou  hast  pMsed  fair  places  in  thy  flight; 
A  world  lay  all  beneath  thee  where  to  light; 

And,  strange  thy  taste, 
Of  all  the  varied  scenes  that  met  thine  eye  — 
Of  all  the  8|X)ts  for  building  ^neath  the  sky — 

To  choose  this  waste. 

^  Did  fortune  try  thee?  was  thy  little  purse 
Perchance  run  low,  and  thou,  afraid  of  worse, 

Felt  here  secure? 
Ah  no !  thou  Heed'st  not  gold,  thou  happy  one  I 
Thou  know^st  it  not.     Of  all  Qod^s  creatures,  man 

Alone  is  poor! 

*^  What  was  it,  then?  some  mystic  turn  of  thought, 
Caught  under  German  eaves,  and  hither  brought| 

Marring  thine  eye 
For  the  world's  loveliness,  till  thou  art  grown 
A  sober  thing  that  dost  but  mope  Imd  moan, 

Not  knowing  why? 

'*  Nay,  if  thy  mind  be  sound,  I  need  not  ask, 
Since  here  I  see  thee  working  at  thy  task 

With  wing  and  beak. 
A  well-laid  scheme  doth  that  small  head  contain, 
At  which  thou  work'st,  brave  bird,  with  might  and  main. 

Nor  more  need'st  seek. 

'*  In  trut*)!,  I  rather  take  it  thou  hast  got 
By  instinct  wise  much  sense  about  thy  lot, 

And  hast  small  care 
Whether  an  Eden  or  a  desert  be 
Thy  home,,  so  thou  remain'st  alive  and  free 

To  skim  the  air. 

'*  Qod  speed  thee,  pretty  bird;  may  thy  small  nest 
With  little  ones  all  in  good  time  be  blest. 

I  love  thee  much ; 
For  well  thou  managest  that  life  of  thine. 
While  II  oh,  ask  not  what  I  do  with  mine  I 
Would  I  were  such  I " 
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At  length,  iu  1834,  they  moved  to  London,  to  the  now 
famous  No.  5  Cheyiie  Row,  Chelsea,  their  liome  for  the 
rest  of  their  lives.  They  were  both  pleased  with  the 
change,  and  Carlyle  even  enjoyed  the  moving  in  and 
settling  down,  although  noise  and  bustle  usually  drove 
.  into  his  worst  humor.  A  year  after  the  removal 
Itb.  Oarljle  writes  merrily  to  her  mother: 
"  I  have  just  had  a  call  from  an  old  rejected  lover,  who 
.  been  in  India  these  ten  years :  though  he  has  come 
lome  with  more  thousands  of  pounds  than  we  are  ever 
tely  to  have  hundreds,  or  ev«n  scores,  the  sight  of  him 
not  make  me  doubt  the  wisdom  of  my  preference, 
udeod,  I  continue  quite  content  with  my  bargain;  I 
»uld  wish  him  a  little  ieg»  ydlow,  and  a  little  more 
^peaceable  ;  but  this  is  all." 

She  did  not  add,  "  and  a  little  more  practical,"  but  she 
might  well  have  done  so.  Througliout  his  life  Carlyle's 
dismay  and  helplessness,  when  confronted  with  the  ordi- 
nary necessities  of  existence,  was  something  which  would 
have  been  merely  ludicrous  had  it  not  cast  upon  his  brave, 
too  generous  wife,  a  burden  she  was  ill  able  to  bear.  He 
shrank  from  ordering  his  own  coats  and  trowsers;  she 
went  to  the  tailor's  for  him,  naucli  U)  tlie  astonishment  of 
that  functionary.  If  the  house  needed  repairing,  he  took 
to  flight,  and  enjoyed  a  journey  to  Scotland,  while  she 
remained  among  the  dismantled  rooms,  superintending 
the  labors  of  plumbers,  plasterers,  and  paper-hangers. 
When  a  howling  dog,  a  talkative  parrot,  a  too  cheerful 
cock,  distracted  him  at  his  writing  and  invoked  a  t«mpest, 
it  was  she  who  by  appealing  Letters,  personal  persuasion, 
or  threats  of  the  law,  induced  the  neighbors  to  abolish 
the  nuisance,  and  so  allayed  the  storm.  She,  too,  it  was 
who  still  faced  and  routed  inquisitive  visitors,  who  man- 
aged the  household  expenditure,  who  covered  B.TiAiftixisAA'A. 
ancient  flo/as,  repainted  old  fnniilure, Ise^V.  "Oivia  VQ(J«a' 
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order,  attended  to  the  taxes,  and  arranged  the  terms  on 
which  they  leased  their  home.  With  regard  to  the  lease, 
she  writes  to  her  husband  at  Llandough,  during  a  period 
when  he  had  escaped  into  the  country,  leaving  her  to 
reign  alone  in  a  house  where  "  the  stairs  were  all  flowing 
with  whitewash,"  and  a  young  man  was  scraping  the  walla 
with  pumice-stone  to  the  tune  of  "Oh,  rest  thee  my 
darling,  Thy  sire  is  a  Knight." 

"  It  will  be  a  clean,  pretty  house  for  you  to  come  home 
to,  and  should  you  find  that  I  have  exceeded  by  a  few 
pounds  your  modest  allowance  for  painting  and  papering, 
you  will  find  that  I  have  not  been  thoughtless  neverthe- 
less, when  I  show  you  a  document  from  Mr.  Morgan, 
promising  to  '  indemnify  us  for  the  same  in  the  undis- 
turbed possession  of  our  house  for  five  years ! '  A  piece 
of  paper  equivalent  to  a  lease  of  the  house  for  five  years, 
*  with  the  reciprocity  all  on  one  side,'  binding  him  and 
leaving  us  free.  .  .  .  This  was  one  of  those  remarkable 
instances  of  fascination  which  I  exercise  over  gentlemen 
of  a  '  certain  age ; '  before  I  had  spoken  six  words  to  him 
it  was  plain  to  the  meanest  capacity  that  he  had  fallen 
over  head  and  ears  in  love  with  me ;  and  if  he  put  off 
time  in  writing  me  the  promise  I  required,  it  was  plainly 
only  because  he  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  my  going  away 
again !  No  wonder !  probably  no  such  beatific  vision  as 
that  of  a  real  live  woman,  in  a  silk  bonnet  and  muslin 
gown,  ever  irradiated  that  dingy,  dusty  law  chamber  of 
his,  and  sat  there  on  a  three-feet-high  stool,  since  he  had 
held  a  pen  behind  his  ear ;  and  certainly  never  before  had 
either  man  or  woman,  in  that  place,  addressed  him  as  a 
human  being,  not  as  a  lawyer,  or  he  would  not  have  looked 
at  me  so  struck  dumb  with  admiration  when  I  did  so. 
For  respectability's  sake,  I  said,  in  taking  leave,  that '  my 
husband  was  out  of  town,  or  he  would  have  come  himself.' 
^Better  as  it  is/'  said  the  old  gentleman-,  ^  do  ^om think  I 
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I 'would  have  written  to  your  husband's  dictation  as  I  have 
done  to  yours  ? '  He  asked  me  if  jour  name  were  John 
or  William — plainly  he  had  lodged  on  angel  unawares." 

Carlyle's  Bins,  we  must  own,  were  more  those  of 
omission  than  commission,  but  he  was  liable  to  be  seized 
^_  at  any  time  by  some  whimsical  desire  that  had  to  be 
^Hgratilied  at  once,  whatever  the  incouvenience  to  the  house- 
^B^old.  Thus  his  wife  writes  to  her  friend.  Dr.  Kussell, 
^Hf^pologiziug  for  her  delay  in  sending  him  a  photograph 
^nuid  letter : 

^V  "  On  the  New  Tear's  morning  itself,  Mr.  0. '  got  up  off 
I  his  wrong  side,'  a  by  no  means  uncommon  way  of  getting 
up  for  him  in  these  overworked  times !  And  he  suddenly 
discovered  that  his  salvation,  here  and  hereafter,  depended 
on  having,  'immediately,  without  a  moment's  delay,'  a 
beggarly  pair  of  old  cloth  boots,  that  the  street-sweeper 
would  hardly  have  thanked  him  for, '  lined  with  flannel, 
and  new  bound,  and  repaired  generally ! '  and  '  one  of  my 
women' — that  is,  my  one  woman  and  a  half — was  to  be 
set  upon  the  job !  Alas !  a  regular  shoemaker  would  have 
taken  a  whole  day  to  it,  and  wouldn't  have  undertaken 
Buch  a  piece  of  work  besides !  and  Mr.  C.  scouted  the  idea 
of  employing  a  shoemaker,  as  subversive  o£  his  aiithoiity 
B  master  of  the  house.  So,  neither  my  one  woman,  nor 
toy  half  one,  having  any  more  capability  of  repairing 
r  generally '  these  boots  than  of  repairing  the  Great  East- 
ftrn,  there  was  no  help  for  me  but  to  sit  down  on  the  New 
B  morning,  with  a  great  ugly  beast  of  a  man's  boot 
1  my  lap,  and  scheme,  and  stitch,  and  worry  over  it  till 
hi^t ;  aud  next  morning  begin  on  the  other  1  There,  you 
I  were  my  two  days  eaten  np  very  completely,  and 
"unexpectedly  ;  and  so  it  goes  on, '  always  a  something 
(as  my  dear  mother  used  to  say)." 

Her  difficulties  with  servants  form,  a,  ^.ta.^-cftvae&.-j 
^mifiieaiaelveB,  very  funny  in  some  oi  Ws,  AcVw^ft,^^^'^'  ^■^' 
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real  and  exhausting  misery  to  the  poor  lady  whose  dyspep- 
tic of  genius  had  to  be  guarded  from  every  breath  of 
domestic  disturbance.  She  had  servants  who  stole, 
servants  who  drank,  servants  who  brought  upon  the  house 
the  horror  of  bugs,  servants  who  were  incompetent,  ser- 
vants who  were  insolent.  One,  while  her  mistress  was  ill 
upstairs,  entertained  people  of  evil  character  in  the 
kitchen  and  terrified  her  fellow-servant  into  keeping 
silence  ;  another  was  found  dead-drunk  upon  the  kitchen 
floor  with  a  whisky  bottle  by  her  side,  surrounded  (having 
overturned  the  table  in  her  fall)  by  a  quantity  of  broken 
crockery  that  filled  a  clothes-basket  when  gathered  up. 
All  this  she  had  to  bear  and  set  right  without  help,  and 
with  much  hindrance  from  her  husband's  irritable  temper. 

"  I  should  not  be  at  all  afraid,"  she  once  wrote  to  her 
beloved  friend,  Mrs.  Russell,  "  that  after  a  few  weeks  my 
new  maid  would  do  well  enough  if  it  weren't  for  Mr.  C.'s 
frightful  impatience  with  any  new  servant  untrained  to 
his  ways,  which  would  drive  a  woman  out  of  the  house 
with  her  hair  on  end  if  allowed  to  act  directly  upon  her! 
So  that  I  have  to  stand  between  them,  and  imitate  in  a 
small,  humble  way  the  Roman  soldier  who  gathered  his 
arms  full  of  the  enemy's  spears,  and  received  them  all 
into  his  own  breast.  It  is  this  which  makes  a  change  of 
servants,  even  when  for  the  better,  a  terror  to  me  in 
prospect,  and  an  agony  in  realization — for  a  time.'* 

Carlyle,  collecting  and  reading  over  his  wife's  letters 
after  her  death,  added  to  this  one — "  Oh  Heavens,  the 
comparison !     It  was  too  true." 

Even  when  all  was  going  well  and  the  household  in 
perfect  running  order,  he  could  not  spare  her,  and,  much 
as  her  health  demanded  change  of  scene,  rest,  and  the 
careful  attendance  of  friends,  she  dared  make  no  visits. 

'^Ahy  my  dear,"  she  wrote  to  Mrs.  Russell,  "your  kind- 
nesjg  goes  to  my  heart,  and  makea  me  \Vke  V^  ct^  ^\M^:»nBe 
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I  cannot  do  as  you  bid  ma.  My  servants  are  pretty  well 
got  into  the  routine  of  the  house  now,  aud  if  Mr.  0.  were 
like  other  men,  ho  might  be  left  to  their  care  for  two  or 
thi'ee  weeks,  without  fear  of  consequences.  But  he  ia 
much  more  like  a  spoiled  baby  tlian  like  other  men.  I 
tried  him  alone  for  a  few  days,  -whou  I  was  afraid  of  fall- 
ing seriously  ill,  unless  I  had  change  of  air.  Throe  weeks 
ago  I  went  with  Geraldine  Jcwsbury  to  Ramagato,  one  of 

^the  most  accessible  sea-side  places,  where  I  was  within 
call,  as  it  were,  if  anything  went  wrong  at  home.  But 
Uie  letter  that  eamc  from  him  every  morning  was  liko  the 
letter  of  a  Babe  in  the  Wood,  who  would  be  found  buried 
with  dead  leaves  by  the  robins  if  I  didn't  look  to  it." 

Mrs.  Carlyle's  lot  was  indeed  in  many  respects  a 
miserable  one.  Another  woman  in  her  state  of  health 
would  almost  from  the  first  have  claimed  the  rights  of  an 
invalid.  She  was  burdened  far  beyond  her  strength ; 
Carlyle  did  not  see  it,  did  not  appreciate  her  heroic  toil, 
and  gave  her  little  of  the  comfort  of  hia  society.  At  one. 
period  he  sought  and  frequently  enjoyed  the  conversation 
of  a  brilliant  and  titled  lady,  who  was  his  admiring  friend, 
but  was  scarcely  civil  to  his  wife.  At  this  time  the  spirit, 
the  confidence,  the  humor,  the  gayety,  that  had  so  long 
sustained  her  no  longer  sufSced,  and  her  sorrow  fomid 
vent  in  a  bitter  journal ;  kept,  as  she  records  on  the  drst 
Wgo,  because  she  had  taken  a  notion  to,  and  "  just  as  the 
Jcotch  professor  drank  whisky,  becanse  1  like  it,  and 
Mcause  it's  cheap."  During  this  period,  which  fortu- 
lately  did  not  last  long,  her  letters  to  Carlyle  ai-e  short 
cold ;  but  gradually  the  matter  adjusted  itself,  hor 
olonsy  died  a  natural  death,  and  she  wrote  to  him  once 
•inore  in  the  old,  lover-like  tone,  and  the  old,  meny  humor. 
There  was  a  bright  side  to  the  picture,  ller  husband 
9  famous.  Slie  was  proud  of  him,  \iro\\^  »ii  Viwa?,  Ciw^ 
i^ted  coneeming his  works;  and\ie  ae'vet  iaAfti''"*^  ^ 
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her  criticism,  as  he  really  valued  her  judgment.  She  had, 
too,  a  large  circle  of  friends,  whom  she  attached  to  her- 
self by  a  bond  of  peculiar  tenderness.  She  enjoyed  the 
friendship  of  many  distinguished  men — among  them  Dar- 
win, Dickens,  and  Tennyson — she  entertained  them  at 
her  house,  and  she  was  justly  famed  as  a  hostess.  It 
used  to  be  said  that  many  who  came  to  sit  at  her  hus- 
band's feet,  remained  at  hers.  When  he  was  present, 
however,  she  persistently  kept  herself  in  the  background, 
devoting  all  her  energies  to  drawing  him  out  to  the  best 
advantage,  by  means  of  a  judicious  word  here  and  there, 
by  warding  off  interruption,  and  by  an  occasional  well- 
timed  cup  of  tea.  When  he  was  absent  she  revealed  her- 
self as  a  brilliant  talker,  quiet,  witty,  eloquent,  humorous, 
adding  piquancy  to  the  conversation  by  quaint  quotations 
of  Scotch  proverbs,  odd  by-words,  or  sudden  touches  of 
mimicry. 

In  1863,  her  health,  long  declining,  became  worse  than 
ever,  and  she  suffered  greatly  from  neuralgia  in  her  arm. 
One  day,  feeling  rather  better  than  usual,  she  went  out  to 
visit  a  cousin  in  the  city.  After  making  her  call,  she 
hailed  an  omnibus  to  ride  home ;  but,  as  the  street  was 
undergoing  repairs,  the  omnibus  could  not  approach  the 
curbstone,  and  just  as  she  left  the  sidewalk  to  cross  to  it, 
a  cab  dashed  toward  her  at  full  speed.  To  avoid  being 
run  over  she  was  obliged  to  throw  herself  suddenly  to 
one  side.  She  fell,  and  the  desperate  effort  she  made  to 
keep  from  striking  upon  her  helpless  arm  in  falling, 
wrenched  and  lacerated  the  sinews  of  her  thigh.  Nor 
did  she  succeed  in  saving  her  arm,  which  received  the 
full  force  of  the  blow.  She  lay  for  a  moment  unable  to 
rise  or  move ;  then  kind  hands  lifted  her  and  placed  her 
in  a  carriage,  when  she  was  driven  home.  Her  suffer- 
ing  was  terrible;  but  in  the  midst  of  it  she  could  still 
tA/ni:  of  her  bwband,  and  when  at  \eii^\v  ^^  ^^tt«^ 
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stopped  she  caused  the  driver  to  call  lier  next  neighbor 
first  of  all,  that  he  might  break  the  uews  to  Carlyle. 
Slowly  she  recovered  from  the  worst  effects  of  this 
icident,  and  was  able  to  move  about,  and  resume  In  soma 
teasure  her  old  place.  But  darker  days  were  yet  to 
i.  The  neui-algia  increased  to  such  a  degree,  that 
was  scarcely  ever  without  pain;  and  to  this  a  still 
3  distressiug  malady,  the  result  of  her  fall,  was  after- 
'ards  added.  Wlien  she  was  able  to  be  moved  she  was 
iken  for  a  time  to  St.  Leonarda^n-Pea ;  later,  to  the 
.mtry-housc  of  a  relative,  aud  then  to  Holm  Hill,  where 
she  could  Ire  under  the  care  of  old  friends.  Hor  letters 
to  Garlyle  were  but  a  record  of  anguish,  often  a  cry  of 

I  despair.  It  ia  impossible  to  read  them  without  a  degree 
K  sympathy  that  is  painful  in  its  intensity. 
»"Ob,"she  wrote,  "this  relapse  is  a  severe  disappoint- 
Bent  to  me,  and  God  knows,  not  altogether  a  selfish 
fesappoiutment !  I  had  looked  forwant  to  going  hack  t(> 
tou  so  much  improved,  as  to  he,  if  not  of  any  use  an(J 
^mfoit  tn  you,  at  least  no  trouble  to  you,  and  no  burden 
on  your  spirits!  And  now  Gkid  knows  how  it  will  be! 
Sometimes  I  feel  a  deadly  assurance  that  I  ara  progress- 
ing towai'ds  just  such  another  winter  as  the  last !  only 
what  little  courage  and  hope  supported  mo  in  tlie  begin- 
ning, worn  out  now,  and  gromid  into  dust,  under  loug  fiery 
suffering ! " 

But  at  last  sho  grew  a  little  better,  and  it  was  thought 
best  that  she  should  return  to  London.  Her  arrival  was 
of  course  a  joyful  event,  and  her  welcome  most  cordial, 

"Very  excited  peojjle  they  were,"  she  wrote,  "Br.C.  had 
stupidly  told  his  brother  lie  might  look  for  us  about  ten, 
and,  as  we  did  not  arrive  imtil  half  after  eleven,  Mr.  C. 
had  settled  it  in  his  own  mind  that  I  had  been  taken  ill 
somewhere  on  the  road,  and  was  momei\ta'c\\'j  fx.Yit'M'%*'  J 
teJegiaiv  toaaythat  I  was  dead.    SoW  ra^fti  wi.^  "^"^^ 
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dresBing-gowii,  and  kissed  me,  and  wept  over  me  as  I  waa 
in  the  act  of  getting  down  ont  the  cab  (ranch  to  the  edifica- 
tion of  the  neighbors  at  their  windows,  I  have  no  doubt)  ; 
and  then  the  maids  appeared  behind  him,  looking  ttmidl/, 
with  flushed  faces  and  tears  in  their  eyes ;  and  the  little  one 
tlie  cook)  threw  her  arms  round  my  neck  and  fell  to 
isaiug  me  in  the  open  street ;  and  the  big  one  (the  house- 
id)  I  had  to  kiss,  that  ebo  might  not  be  made  jealous 
""the  first  thing." 

Though  still  weak  and  often  suffering,  she  was  never 
again  as  ill  as  she  had  been.  She  resumed  the  manage- 
ment of  the  liouaehold,  wrote  gay  letters  again,  entertained 
company,  and  drove  out  frequently  in  a  neat  little  carriage 
given  her  by  Carlyle,  and  selected  with  deep  pride  and 
pleasure  by  herself.  Her  husband,  during  these  last  days 
(which  neither  of  them  knew  to  be  her  last),  was.  as 
kind  to  her  as  his  unpliant  nature  permitted,  while  she 
turned  constantly  to  him  with  clinging  affection  pitiful  to 
see.  It  was  at  this  time  that  he  went  to  Edinburgh  to 
address  the  University.  Her  anxiety  as  to  his  success, 
and  licr  final  delight  in  his  triumph,  were  characteristic 
and  beautiful, 

Mrs.  Warren  and  Maggie  were  helping  to  dress  me 
ir  Forster's  birthday,"  she  wrote,  "  when  the  telegraph 
)y  gave  his  double  knock.  '  There  it  is  ! '  I  said.  '  I 
am  afraid,  cousin,  it  is  only  the  postman,'  said  Ma^e. 
Jessie  rushed  up  with  the  telegram.  I  tore  it  open  and 
read  '  From  John  Tyndall '  (Oh,  God  bless  John  Tyndall 
in  this  world  and  the  next !)  '  to  Mrs.  Carlyle,      A  per- 
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Pin  tnis  woria  and  tne  next '.)  '  to  Mrs.  uariyie,      A  per-     ^m 
tect   triumph  ! '     I  read  it  to  myself,  and  then  read  it     ^| 
itioud  to  the  gaping  chorus.      And  chorus  all  began  to     ^| 
dance  and  clap  their  hands.     'Eh,  Mrs.  Carlyle!     Eh, 
hear  to  that ! '  cried  Jessie.     '  I  told  you,  ma'am,'  cried 
^  Mrs.  Warren,  '  I  told  you  how  it  would  be.'     '  I'm  so  glad, 
^toas/u /  jon'i/  be  all  right  now,COUBm,'  ^imtteTei'^a.^'EAi    ^M 
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executing  a  sort  of  leap-frog  round  mo.  Ajid  they  went 
on  clapping  tlieir  hands,  till  there  arose  among  them  a 
^Buddea  cry  for  brandy  !  '  Get  her  some  brandy ! '  *  Do, 
^bta'am,  swallow  this  spoonful  of  brandy  ;  just  a  spoonful!' 
^H^r,  you  see,  the  sudden  solution  of  the  nervous  tension 
^Hfith  which  1  have  been  holding  in  my  anxieties  for  days 
^^^nay,  weeks  past — threw  me  into  as  pretty  a  little  tit  of 
^■Hysterics  as  you  ever  saw." 

^^     Next  day  she  wrote  again :     "  Now  jnst  look  at  that ! 

If  here  isn't,  at  half  aft«r  eleven,  when  nobody  looks  for 

the  Edinburgh    post,  your  letter,  two    newspapers,  and 

^^«tters  from  my  aunt  Anne,  Thomas  Erskiue,  and  David 

^■Litken    besides.     I   have   only   as  yet  read  your  letter. 

^R%e  rest  will  keep  now.     1  had  a  nice  letter  from  Henry 

^T)avidson  yesterday,  as  good  as  a  newspaper  critic.     What 

pleases  me  most  in  this  business — I  mean  the  business  of 

your  success — ia  the  hearty   personal  affection  towards 

you  that  comes  out  on  all  hands.     These  men  at  Forster's 

with  their  cheering — our  own  people — even  old  Silvester 

turning  as  white  as  a  sheet,  and  his  lips  quivering  when 

he  tried  to  express  his  gladness  over  the  telegraph :  all 

that  is  positively   delightful,  and  makes  the  success  ' 

good  joy  '  to  me.     No  appearance  of  envy  or  grudging  in 

anybody  ;  but  one  general,  loving,  heartfelt  throwing  up 

of  caps  with  young  and  old,  male  and  female !     If  we   i 

could  only  sleep,  dear,  and  what  you  call  digest,  wouldn't  I 

it  be  nice  ? " 

Carlyle  was  still  away  when  the  end  came.  She  had  j 
had  gone  out  to  drive  as  usual,  taking  with  her  a  fsn'orite  "j 
dog.  At  a  quiet  place  near  the  Victoria  Gate,  she  stopped  | 
the  carriage  to  let  the  creature  get  out  for  a  run,  and  drove  * 
oa  slowly,  the  dog  following.  Presently  a  pass 
brougham  struck  the  dog  aad  thicw  it  down,  when  she 
and  the  lady  wlio  was  driving  the  bronghawi  «Iai^'ws^\o 
see  if  it  was  hurt.    She  stood  talking  a  m(i'aiecA-V\'0\i.'OsiB.« 
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lady,  then  returned  to  her  seat,  lifting  in  the  dog,  and 
again  went  on.  The  coachman  drove  for  some  time, 
until  receiving  no  further  orders,  and  noticing  that  Mrs. 
Carljle  was  sitting  very  still,  he  became  alarmed,  and 
approaching  a  park  gate  addressed  a  lady  and  asked  her 
to  look  into  the  carriage.  The  lady  complied ;  then 
called  a  gentleman  who  was  passing,  who  confirmed  her 
fears.  Mrs.  Carlyle  was  dead.  She  was  leaning  back 
with  eyes  closed  and  hands  lying  folded  in  her  lap,  and  a 
peaceful,  happy  expression  upon  her  face. 

Many  hours  after  the  telegram  which  announced  her 
death,  her  husband  received  from  her  a  merry,  tender 
little  letter,  putting  off  all  "long  stories"  until  next 
week,  when  he  would  be  at  home,  but  promising  another 
and  better  letter  the  next  day,  after  the  tea-party  which 
was  to  take  place  that  evening. 

When  her  friends  were  making  preparations  for  the 
burial,  the  housekeeper  told  them  that  one  night  when 
Mrs.  Carlyle  was  very  ill,  she  had  asked  that  two 
candles  which  would  be  found  upon  a  certain  shelf,  should 
be  lighted  and  burned  when  she  was  dead.  Once  (as 
she  had  proceeded  to  explain),  soon  after  coming  to 
London,  and  while  very  poor,  she  had  wished  to  give  a 
party,  and  her  mother,  who  was  staying  in  the  house,  had 
gone  out  and  bought  candles  and  confectionery,  with  which 
she  decorated  the  supper  room,  unknown  to  her  daughter, 
whom  she  desired  to  surprise.  But  Mrs.  Carlyle  had 
been  offended  instead  of  pleased,  explaining  that  people 
woul&  think  she  was  extravagant  and  meant  to  ruin  her 
husband.  She  removed  two  of  the  candles,  and  some  of 
the  delicacies,  at  which  her  mother  had  been  deeply  hurt, 
and  could  not  be  comforted.  Mrs.  Carlyle,  overcome 
with  remorse,  had  then  wrapped  the  two  candles  in  paper 
snd  laid  them  aside  where  they  could  easily  be  found, 
wj^  the  resolve  that  they  should  sei\e  «A»  \i«t  Afc^ttv-  ' 
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She  lies  buried  by  the  side  of  her  father  in  the  choir 
of  Haddington  Church.  Her  husband's  hand  penned  the 
words  which  the  visitor  may  read  upon  the  memorial 
stone  above  her  grave : 

"  In  her  bright  existence  she  had  more  sorrows  than 
are  common ;  but  also  a  soft  invincibility,  a  clearness  of 
discernment,  and  a  noble  loyalty  of  heart,  which  are  rare. 
For  forty  years  she  was  the  true  and  ever-loving  help- 
mate of  her  husband,  and  by  act  and  word  unweariedly 
forwarded  him,  as  none  else  could,  in  all  of  worth  that 
he  did  or  attempted.  She  died  at  London,  21st  April, 
1866 ;  suddenly  snatched  away  from  him,  and  the  light 
of  his  life  as  if  gone  out." 
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THE  WIFE  OP  BENEDICT  ARNOLD. 

DURING  the  occupation  of  Philadelphia  by  the 
British  in  1778,  the  Quaker  city  became  the  scene 
of  unaccustomed  festivities.  Parties,  theatricals,  enter- 
tainments of  all  kinds,  some  given  in  honor  of  Lord 
Howe  and  his  officers,  the  greater  number  originating 
with  the  officers  themselves,  followed  each  other  in  quick 
succession.  Among  those  who  figured  most  prominently 
in  these  gay  scenes  were  two  individuals  who  were 
destined  not  long  afterward  to  be  involved  in  a  tragedy 
which  brought  upon  one  of  them  misery  and  disgrace, 
and  consigned  tlie  other  to  death  upon  the  gallows. 
These  ill-starred  persons  were  Major  Andr^  of  the  British 
army,  and  Miss  Margaret  Shippen,  a  young  lady  of  the 
city  in  which  that  army  was  quartered. 

Major  John  Andr^  was  the  son  of  a  Swiss  merchant, 
long  settled  in  London,  where  he  gained  a  considerable 
fortune.  His  mother,  though  of  French  parentage,  was 
born  in  London.  The  native  language,  therefore,  of  both 
his  parents,  was  French ;  his  name  was  French  ;  and  there 
was  in  his  character  a  spice  of  French  sentiment  and 
romance.  He  was  French  enough  to  think,  for  example, 
that  to  be  an  officer  in  an  army  is  a  thing  more  desirable, 
more  honorable,  and  more  becoming  a  man,  than  to  serve 
his  country  as  a  man  of  business.  Nevertheless,  when 
he  was  a  lad  of  seventeen,  his  father  placed  him  in  a 
counting-house,  where  he  Remained,  plying  the  assiduous 
peiiy  till  he  was  past  twenty-one. 
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He  was  an  agreeable,  vriiuiing,  and  handBome  youth. 
The  diligence  of  liis  biographer,  the  late  Winthrop  Sar- 
gent, has  brought  together  some  of  his  earliest  letters, 
written  when  he  was  passionately  in  love  with  an 
extremely  beautiful  girl,  who  afterwards  married  the 
'fether  of  tlie  celebrated  Miss  Edgeworth,  He  drew  the 
portrait  of  this  lady,  which  still  exists,  with  several  other 
Lefforts  of  his  pencil  and  brush.  His  letters  reveal  to  us 
an  affectionate,  ardent,  innocent  mind,  and  a  talent  for 
composition  which  practice  might  have  developed  into  a 
decided  gift.  He  telU  his  beloved  in  one  of  his  letters 
how  much  he  hates  the  slavery  of  hiB  desk,  and  how  ha 
sits  in  the  counting-house  and  indulges  his  imagination 
with  anticipations  of  the  future, 

"Borne  on  the  soaring  pinions  of  an  ardent  imagina- 
tion," he  writes,  "  I  wing  nay  flight  to  the  time  when 
Heaven  shall  have  crowned  my  labors  with  success  and 
opulence.  I  sec  sumptuous  palaces  rising  to  re 
I  see  orphans  and  widows,  and  painters  and  fiddlers,  and 
poets  and  builders  protected  and  encouraged;  and  when 
the  fabric  is  pretty  nearly  finished  by  my  shattered  peri- 
cranium, I  cast  my  eyes  around  and  find  John  Andr6  by 
ft  small  coal  fire,  in  a  gloomy  counting-house  in  Warnford 
Court,  nothing  so  little  as  what  ho  has  been  making 
himself,  and,  in  all  probability,  never  to  be  much  more 
than  he  is  at  present.     But,  uh !     My  dear  Honora !     It 

foi'  thy  sake  only  I  wish  for  wealth." 

Many  of  his  letters  are  in  this  strain.     He  tells  her,  in 
of  them,  that,  for  her  sake  he  has  overcome  his  repug- 

nce  to  a  mercantile  life,  and  that,  if  ever  something 

hispers  in  his  ear  that  he  is  not  of  the  right  stuff  for  a 

lerchant.  he  dratvs  his  Honora's  picture  from  his  bosom, 

id   the   sight   of   that   dear   talisman   so   inspirits  his 

idustry,that  no  toil  appears  distressing. 

But  this  romantic  afCection  in.  a  laiefi^u^*  Oi.«^ 
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eighteen  had  no  results.  Soon  after  coming  of  age  be 
entered  the  army,  and,  about  two  years  after,  his  Honora 
gave  her  hand  to  that  terrific  being  whom  lovers  are 
supposed  to  style  with  gnashing  teeth  —  '*  another."  In 
1774,  the  year  before  the  revolutionary  war  began,  he  was 
ordered  to  Canada  to  join  his  regiment. 

Scarcely  had  the  contest  begun  when  he  was  taken 
prisoner  by  General  Montgomery  at  the  capture  of  St. 
Johns ;  and  he  was  held  on  his  parole  for  about  fourteen 
months.  The  American  troops,  he  says  in  one  of  his  let- 
ters, robbed  him  of  everything  he  had  except  a  miniature 
of  his  Honora,  which  he  concealed  in  his  mantle;  and 
having  preserved  that,  he  thought  himself  lucky.  He 
spent  most  of  his  time  as  a  prisoner  at  Lancaster  and 
Carlisle,  in  Pennsylvania,  having  the  liberty  to  go  to  a 
distance  of  six  miles  from  his  appointed  residence.  His 
chief  amusement  was  drawing  and  painting,  and  he  gave 
instructions  in  those  arts  to  the  young  people  of  the 
families  he  visited,  some  of  whom  preserve  to  this  day 
specimens  of  his  skill.  The  grandfather  of  the  late 
Caleb  Cope,  of  Philadelphia,  of  the  eminent  mercantile 
family  of  that  name,  was  one  of  his  pupils  in  1776. 
There  is  still  a  tradition  in  those  towns  of  his  agreeable 
and  polite  behavior. 

After  his  exchange  he  was  stationed  for  a  while  in  the 
city  of  New  York,  where  he  held  the  rank  of  captain.  He 
probably  owed  his  further  rise  in  the  army  to  a  memoir 
which  he  wrote  upon  the  war,  in  which  he  embodied  the 
results  of  his  observations  during  his  long  confinement, 
and  in  preparing  which  he  was  aided  by  a  journal  care- 
fully kept,  and  illustrated  by  drawings  of  everjrthing 
curious  and  rare  that  he  had  seen.  The  intelligence  dis- 
played in  this  memoir  procured  him  a  staff  appointment, 
and  finally  led  to  his  being  adjutant-general  of  the  whole 

armjr.    He  was  eminentlj  fitted  to  Bhiae  xicpoii  ^  ^eneral^s 
staff. 
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During  the  British  oucupatioii  of  Philadelphia,  Major 
Andr6  was  one  of  those  wlio  were  quartered  in  Dr.  Frauk- 
liu's  liouse,  from  which  the  family  had  fled.  Amateur 
theatricals  were  the  reiguing  amusement  of  that  winter, 
and  it  was  Andr4  who  painted  the  drop  curtam,  and  most 

I  of  the  scenery,  some  of  which  did  duty  in  *a  Philadelphia 
theatre  many  years  after  the  war.  The  drop  curtain  was 
in  use  until  1821.  One  of  the  plays  in  which  he  took 
part  was  "  The  Liar,"  which  was  revived  a  few  years  ago 
in  the  city  of  New  York.  Andr^  amused  the  garrison 
also  with  various  comic  pieces  of  verse,  in  the  style  of 
S'ankee  Doodle,  designed  to  cast  ridicule  upon  the  starv- 
ing and  shivering  patriot  army  at  Valley  Forge, 
'  With  all  his  talents,  lie  was  one  of  the  last  men  in  the 
British  army  to  be  employed  in  any  affair  requiring  nerve 
and  duplicity.  Brave  and  high-prineipled  he  was ; 
hut  he  had  not  the  toughness  of  fibre,  the  coolness  of 
temperament,  the  fertility  of  resources,  and  the  calloos- 
[pess  of  conscience  requisite  in  a  man  who  ventures  into 
the  lion's  den  with  intent  to  deceive  and  entrap  the  lion. 
pe  was  too  talkative,  too  confiding,  too  sensitive,  too 
)guick  in  surrendering  the  game.  He  would  have  led  a. 
[forlorn  hope  up  into  the  breach  of  a  beleagured  city  with 
the  most  splendid  valor  ;  hut  he  was  not  the  man  for  the 
complicated,  cool-blooded  business  of  a  spy. 

Peggy  Shippen,  as  she  was  usually  called,  was  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  young  ladies  in  Philadelphia,  and  a 
member  of  one  of  its  most;  distinguished  and  ancient 
families.  Her  father,  Judge  Edward  Shippen,  was  a  ^ 
■wealthy  and  hospitable  gentleman  of  Quaker  lineage,  the 
owner  of  a  6ne  mansion,  the  orchard  and  grounds  of 
which  were  famed  throughout  the  colonies.  He  was,  like 
many  of  the  old  Quaker  residents,  a  Tory  in  his  feelings, 
_  and,  prior  to  the  arrival  of  the  Brilis\v,WA\ie;«Ti.«CT^'^^ 
^^^amea  Gaed  for  his  neglect  of  imUti&  ^\1lV,';j  ,,  \»  ^\&Oo-vS^g| 
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course,  he  was  averse.  His  pretty  daughter  was  naturallj 
of  her  lather's  politics,  and,  probably,  owing  to  her  age 
and  sex,  she  was  a  Tory  of  a  more  positive  cast  than  he. 
Her  loyalty  could  not  but  be  much  etrengthoned  by  the 
.  opportune  arrival  of  a  large  body  of  victorious  troops, 
whose  officers 'showed  every  disposition  to  appreciate  her 
devotion  to  their  cause.  Her  father's  house  soon  became  \ 
a  jMpular  resort  with  these  gentlemen,  who  always  found  I 

1a  welcome  there ;   and  the  most  frequent  and  favored  J 
visitor  among  thorn  waa  Major  Andr^. 
In  the  gorgeous  festival  given  in  honor  of  Lord  Howe  | 
just  before  his  departure  for  England,  both  Major  Andrtf  I 
and  Miss  Shippen  were  conspicuous  figures.     The  celebra-  \ 
tion,  which  from  its  mingled  character  was  named  the  ' 
Mischianzaf  included  a  regatta,  a    mock-tournameut, 
ball,  a  supper,  and  a  display  of  fireworks.     In  the  tournar- 
ment,  which  was  the  most  novel  and  brilliant  feature  of 
the  occasion,  Major  Andr^  was  one  of  the  Knights,  and  J 
Miss  Shippen   one   of  the   fourteen   chosen   damsels  in  I 
whose  honor  the  jousting  took  place. 

The  two  sides,  as  we  learn  from  an  elaborato  aeconnt  I 
I  which  Major  Andrd  wrote  to  a  friend,  adopted  for  their  1 
distinguishing  devices,  the  one  a  Burning  Mountain,  withil 
the  raotto  I  bum  forever,  the  other  a  Blended  Rose,  of  J 
red  and  white  intertwined,  with  the  motto  We  droop  when  I 
teparated.  A  distinguishing  costume  was  worn  by  the  I 
knights  and  ladies  of  each  party,  in  addition  to  which  I 
each  knight  bore  a  shield  with  his  private  motto  and  I 
device,  and  each  lady  wore  a  favor  intended  to  be  given  I 
as  a  reward  to  her  champion. 

The  costumes — at  least,  those  of    the  ladies — ^werej 
made   in   accordance   with   designs   prepared   by   Major  ' 
Andr6.     He  refers  to  them  as   Turkish  hahit»,  although 
there  was  nothing  beyond  a  veil  and  turban  to  indicate 
rcA  a  nationality.     Trowaers  are  not  iQeiAwo.e,i, ^.■a.i h«  ■ 
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^Hrobably  coneidered  it  within  the  license  of  an  artist  to  ^H 

^Btovide  a  Bubstituto  for  them.  ^M 

^"    The   costuniQ  therefore  in  which  Miss  ShlDoen.  as  a  ^^ 


in 


The  costunio  therefore  in  which  Miss  SMppen,  as  a 
Lady  of  the  Blended  Rose,  was  arrayed  on  thia  occasion, 
consisted  of  a  flowing  robe  of  white  silk,  a  rose-colored 
sash  covered  with  spangles,  spangled  shoes  and  stockings, 
a  spangled  veil  trimmed  with  silver  laco,  and  a  towering 
turban  adorned  with  pearls  and  jewels.  To  us  thia 
description  conveys  a  slight  suggeBtion  of  the  circas; 
but  we  must  remember  it  was  made  before  the  day  of 
aesthetic  art,  and  that  it  was  designed  by  a  man.  It  is 
probable,  too,  that  Peggy  Shippen  was  lovely  enough  to 
look  well  even  in  spangled  incongruity. 

The  tournament  took  place  upon  the  lawn  in  front  of 
B  house  of  Mr.  Wliarton,  a  beautiful  green  slope  rising 
a  gentle  ascent  from  the  Delaware  river.  The  com- 
iny,  who  arrived  in  boats,  were  marshaled  to  their 
places  in  the  procession,  and  advanced  to  the  stirring 
music  of  "  all  the  bands  in  the  army,"  through  an  avenue 
formed  by  two  lines  of  grenadiers,  and  spanned  by  two 
triumphal  arches. 

"  Two  pavilions,"  wrote  Major  Andr^,  "  with  rows  of 

benches  rising  one  above  tlie  other,  and  serving  as  wings 

of  the  first  triumphal  arch,  received  the  ladies  ;  while  the 

gentlemen    ranged   themselves  in   convenient   order   oa 

^gWCh  side." 

^^P  Upon  the  front  seat  of  one  of  these  pavilions  sat  the 

^Hbron  ladies  of  the  Blended  Rose,  doubtless  in  a  flutter, 

^^ondering  how  their  knighte    would   acquit  themselves. 

Presently  these  gentlemen,  attired  in  red  and  white  sJIk, 

mounted   upon   gray  horses,  and   each   attended  by  his 

squire,  made  the  circuit  of  the  field,  preceded  by  their 

Herald.     Each  saluted  his  lady  in  passing,  and  they  then 

ranged  themselves  in  line  before  tt\e  Tpa.\'^\t3tt..     'X^ia 

^gerald  pwoIaimGd  the  superiority  ot  t^ie  XaA^aa  <iV  ■* 
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Blended  Rose  to  all  others  in  ^^  wit,  beauty,  and  every 
accomplishment "  ;  and  added  to  that,  should  this  asser- 
tion be  disputed,  their  knights  were  readj  to  maintain  it 
bj  force  of  arms.  The  Herald  of  the  Burning  Mountain 
did  dispute  the  bold  assertion  ;  the  knights  of  that  device 
rode  in ;  a  gauntlet  was  thrown  down  and  taken  up ;  and 
presently  the  jousting  began. 

"The  knights  then  received  their  lances  from  their 
esquires,"  says  Major  Andr^,  "  fixed  their  shields  on  their 
left  arms,  and  making  a  general  salute  to  each  other,  by  a 
•  very  graceful  movement  of  their  lances,  turned  round  to 
take  their  career,  and,  encountering  in  full  gallop,  shivered 
their  spears.  In  the  second  and  third  encounter  they 
discharged  their  pistols.  In  the  foiu'th  they  fought  with 
their  swords." 

The  two  chiefs  then  engaged  in  single  combat,  and 
fought  until  the  Heralds  interfered  and  declared  that  the 
ladies  were  satisfied.  A  procession  was  again  formed; 
the  knights  dismounted  and  joined  the  ladies ;  and  all 
passed  through  the  garden  and  into  the  house,  where  in  a 
beautiful  hall  the  knights  kneeling  received  each  a  favor 
from  his  lady.  What  was  the  favor  that  Peggy  Shippen 
bestowed  is  not  recorded  ;  but  the  fortunate  warrior  who 
received  it  was  a  Lieutenant  Sloper,  who  had  borne  his 
part  in  the  tourney  with  the  device  of  a  Heart  and 
Sword  upon  his  shield ;  his  motto  was  Honor  and  the  Fair. 

Shortly  after  this  grand  festival,  Philadelphia  ivas 
abandoned  by  the  British.  When  we  next  hear  of  Mar- 
garet Shippen  she  is  a  married  woman,  the  wife  of  an 
American  general.  Her  husband  was  no  other  than 
Benedict  Arnold,  the  commander  of  the  American  troops 
that  occupied  the  city  after  the  departure  of  the  enemy. 

This  post  Arnold  held  for  nine  months,  and  during 

ibat  period  conducted  himself  in  a  manner  so  arbitrary 

tiiai  the  council  of  Pennsylvania  ckkatgi^Si  \»ia  mt\v  mia- 
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conduct,  and  demanded  a  trial  by  court-inartial.  He  was 
tried,  and  sentenced  to  be  reprimanded  by  the  commander- 
in-chief,  who  showed  as  mucli  leniency  as  jwsaible  in  tho 

icharge  of  this  unpleasant  liuty.  Throughout  his  trial 
lold  professed  himself  devotedly  attached  to  hie  coun- 
try; yet  he  had  for  some  months  been  carrying  on  a 
treasonable  coi'respondence  with  the  enemy.  His  letters, 
signed  Ouatavus,  were  sent  to  Sir  Henry  Clinton,  who 
entrusted  to  Major  Andr^  the  task  of  answering  them. 
The  replies  were  signed  John  Anderxon.  Neither  Sir 
Henry  Clinton  nor  Major  Andr^  knew  with  whom  they 
were  corresponding,  until  gradually  the  information  con- 
tained in  the  letters  betrayed  the  author. 

On  the  sixth  of  August,  1779,  Mrs.  Arnold  had  the 
pleasure  of  receiving  a  letter  from  her  old  friend,  Major 
Andr6,  then  in  New  York,  A  year  had  parsed  since  they 
part^ ;  yet  he  had  never  written  to  her  before,  nor  did 
he  continue  the  correspondence  thus  abruptly  opened. 

"Madame," — so  runs  the  letter  —  '* Major  Giles  is  so 
good  as  to  take  charge  of  tlds  letter,  which  is  meant  to 
solicit  your  remembrance,  and  to  assure  you  that  my 
respect  for  you,  and  the  iair  cu-cle  in  which  I  had  the 
honor  of  becoming  acquainted  with  vou,  remains  unim- 
paired by  distance  or  political  broils.  It  would  make  me 
very  happy  to  become  useful  to  you  here.  You  know  tho 
Mesquianza  made  me  a  complete  milliner.  Should  you 
not  have  received  supplies  for  your  fullest  equipment  from 
that  department,  I  shall  be  glad  to  enter  into  the  whole 
letail  of  cap-wire,  needles,  gauze,  etc.,  and,  to  the  best  of 
abilities,   render  you  in  these  trifles  services  from 

lieh   1   hope   you   would   infer   a   zeal    to   be   further 

[ployed.  I  beg  you  would  present  my  best  respects  to 
your  sisters,  to  tlie  Miss  Chews,  and  to  Mrs,  Shippen  and 
MrB.  Chew.     I  have  the  honor  to  be,  witV  ftiti  ^esftftsA. 


I 
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Ei,  Mad&me,  your  most  obedient  auA  moaVi  VMStW^i^J 
t.  Jobs  Andr^."  ^M 
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There  lias  been  much  diBcuBsion  with  regard  to  tl 
letter.     Many  deem  it  to  be  what  it  purports  to  be 
letter  of  friendship,  and  notliing  more.     Others  think, 
with  much  probability,  that  it  was  written  to  indicate,  by 
a  veiled  allusion  to  "  further  employment,"  and  by  the 
.     Bimilarity  of  the  handwritiug  to  that  of  "John  Ander-, 
I    Bon,"  who  that  mysterious  individual  really  was.     It 
I    worded,  moreover,  in  a  careful  and  conciliatory  manner. 
The  slighting  reference  to  the  war  as  "  political  broils,' 
is  immediately  noticeable.     Whether,  from  his  knowledge 
of  the  character  of  his  fair  Tory  friend,  he  imagined  that, 
since  there  was  a  plot,  she  would  be  sure  to  be  in  it,  ov 
whether  he  wrote  the  lettor  merely  that  she  might  shoi 
it  to  her  husband,  we  can  only  conjecture. 

In  1780,  with  the   express  and  deliberate  purpose   of 

betraying  an  important  post,  Benedict  Arnold    solicited 

an  appointment  to  the  command  at  West  Point.     Shortly 

after  his  removal  to  this  place  he  was  joiued  by  his  wife, 

Those  beauty  and  agreeable  manners  had  already  made 

her  as  popular  with  the  American  officers,  in  spite  of  her 

L    Tpell-known  Tory  inclinations,  as  she  had  been  with  the 

I    British.     But  her  American  admirers  had  neither  time 

r    nor  opportunity  to  enjoy  her  society  as  their  enemies  had 

done.    "  Political  broils,"  perhaps,  appeared  to  them  tooi 

serious  a  matter  to  permit  of  such  distractions  as  ball«j 

and  amateur  theatricals.     And  if,  while  still  in  her  natirs 

city,  surrounded  by  old  friends  and  new  acquaintances, 

Mrs.  Arnold  looked  back  with  regret  to  the  gayeties  of 

the  British  occupation,  she  could  scarcely  liave  found  the 

military  routine  of  life  at  West  Point  much  to  her  taste. 

Meanwliile,  the  troachoroua  plans  of  her  husband  were 

maturing.     The  impulse   that   precipitated    AndrS  upon 

bis  fate  was,  as  we  can  clearly  discern  in  the  records  of 

the  time,  honorable  and  patriotic.     Ho  looked    forward 

kWJtlt  tbe  utmoBt  coafideuce  to  being  tba  raeaaa  oi  ^utt 
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an  end  to  the  war  through  the  defection  of  Arnold  and 

^e  capture  of  West  Point.     Immense  Buppliea  had  been 

gathered  in  and  about  that  post,  which  had  been  fortified 

by  three  years'  constant  labor  of  a  large  force  of  men, 

and  an  expenditure   of   three  millions  of   dollars.     The 

wt  was  not  only  of  infinite  Talue  as  keeping  open  com- 

Bunication  between  the  various  posts  of  the  country,  but 

t  was  relied  upon  as  a  last  resort  for  the  army  in  case 

k  series  of  disasters  should  render  an  impregnable  refuge 

jcessary.     It  waa  Andre's  belief  that  the  patriot  cause 

uld  not  survive  the  two-fold  calamity  of  the  defection 

t  80  important  an  officer,  and  the  loss  of  so  important  a 

lace. 

>  At  the  ancient  mansion  of  Jacobus  Kip,  which  stood  at 
That  we  now  call  the  comer  of  Second  avenue  and 
Tliirty-fourth   street,   Major   Andr^   dined,  for  the   last 
time,  with  Sir  Henry  Clinton  and  his  staff,  before  leaving 
Kew  York  for  his  fatal  interview  with  Arnold.    After 
■inner,  when  he  was  called  upon,  as  usual,  for  a  song, 
a  gave  the  one  attributed  to  General  Wolfe,  who  sang  it 
e  evening  before  he  climbed  the  heights  of  Quebec : 
"Why,  soldiers,  whj 
Should  we  be  melancholy,  boyat 
Why,  Botdiers,  why, 
Whose  bnaineas  'tis  to  die  I 
For  should  the  aest  c&mpaign 
Bend  us  to  Him  who  made  us,  boys, 
We're  free  from  pain; 

But  should  we  remajii,  , 

A  bottle  and  kind  landlady 
Makes  all  well  again." 

r  TliuB  Bang  the  light-hearted  soldier  of  twenty-nine, 
rith  his  comrades  around  him,  and  his  general  at  the 
i  of  the  table.     Karly  the  next  morning  he  started  on 
his  midsion.     Pour  days  after,  he  was  a'pxVsoTv'st,    "^vaii 
ieys  after,  ho  swung  from  a  gibbet.  J 


f 
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The  scenes  wliioli  occurred  at  Weat  Point  during  thoM 
momentous  days  are  too  well  known  to  require  repetition 
here.  Let  us  merely  recall  those  in  which  Mrs.  Arnold 
BO  unhappily  figured.  It  so  chanced,  as  the  reader  is 
aware,  that  General  Washington  was  then  upon  his  way 
to  meet  Count  de  RocLambeau  at  West  Point.  He  and 
his  suit«  were  iieariug  this  place  in  the  early  morning, 
when  he  paused,  and  turning  hia  horse  into  a  by-way 
Icadiug  to  tlie  river,  was  about  to  ride  on  in  that  direc- 
tion. Lafayette,  who  was  Ijeside  him,  protested,  saying 
tliat  word  had  been  sent  to  West  Point  that  they  were 
coming,  and  it  would  be  a  pity  to  cause  Mrs.  Aruold  to 
wait  breakfast. 

"  Ah,"  replied  Washington,  "  I  know  you  young  men 
are  all  in  love  with  Mrs.  Arnold,  and  wish  to  get  where 
she  is  as  soon  as  possible.  You  may  go  and  take  your 
breakfast  with  her,  and  tell  her  not  to  wait  for  me.    I 

■  must  ride  down  and  examine  the  redoubts  on  this  side  o£ 
the  river,  and  will  be  there  in  a  short  time." 
Lafayette  chose  to  remain  with  his  chief.  Two  aidefl 
were  sent  on  with  the  message,  who,  upon  arriving,  sat 
down  to  the  table  with  Geueral  and  Mrs.  Arnold,  and  a 
few  officers.  They  were  still  occupied  with  tlieir  meal 
when  a  letter  was  delivered  to  General  Arnold  which 
caused  him,  apparently,  some  slight  embarrassment.  He 
remained  in  his  place  for  some  minutes,  continuing  to 
su.staiQ  hia  part  in  the  couvcrsatiou ;  then,  urging  the 
ploa  of  business,  and  requesting  his  guests  to  excuse  him 
and  make  themselves  at  home  during  his  absence,  which 
^L     should  be  brief,  he  left  the  room. 

^H        News  traveled  slowly  in  those  times.     Two  fnll  dayi 
^B    had  then  passed  since  the  arrest  of  Andr^.    The  li 
^m      which  Arnold  received  was  the  one  written  by  Colond"] 
^^k    Jameson  to  inform  him  of  that  arrest  and  of  the  tram 
^^^/o/ss/on  of  the  fatal  papers  to  "W  o.a\\m^u.    TU«re 
^^inioagJy  not  a  moment  to  be  lost. 
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i  Hastily  giving  the  orders  necessary  for  his  escape,  he 
Intered  hia  wife's  room  to  bid  her  farewell.  She  was 
liere  awaiting  liim.  Her  quick  eye  had  told  her  that 
lomethins  serious  had  occurred,  and  hia  forced  calmueBS 
it  the  tahie  had  not  deceived  her  She,  loo,  had 
I  excused  herself  to  her  guests,  and  gone  to  her  room,  ^^ 
ready  to  receive  his  confidence.  In  a  few  hurried  words  ^H 
hi;   explained   to   her    the    necessity   of    his   immediate     ^^M 

I  departure,  She,  overcome  hy  the  suddenness  of  the  ^H 
^w,  uttered  a  slirick  of  terror  that  summoned  her  maid  ^H 
|o  tJio  spot;  while  he,  clasping  her  once  more  in  his  ^H 
irms  as  she  appeared  about  to  faint,  kissed  her  and  hia  ^^ 
child,  bade  tlic  girl  attend  to  lier,  and  hurried  from  the 
room.     On  his  way  out  of  the  house  he  paused  a  moment  , 

at  the  diiiiug-room  to  explain  to  the  guests  that  Mrs.  ^^d 
Arnold  was  suddenly  seized  ■with  illness  and  could  not  ^H 
toavc  her  chamber.  Then  he  mounted  his  horse  and  ^H 
daslicd  at  full  speed  toward  the  river.  ^H 

Not  long  after,  Washington  arrived,  and  was  surprised    ^H 
and  displeased  to  learn  of  Arnold's  departure.     He  spent    ^H 

K couple  of  hours  in  inspecting  the  fort,  and  then  recrossed  I 

e  river  and  rode  with  his  suite  to  Robinson's  House, 
ere  ho  found  awaiting  him  the  papers  which  explained  | 

the  plot.  Hastily  despatching  some  officers  in  pursuit  of  ^^| 
Arnold,  he  refnrned  to  West  Point  and  at  once  asked  to  ^^M 
Bee  Mrs.  Ai-uold.  ^^M 

L  She  was  apparently  distracted.  Her  condition  was  ^H 
Ktiable  to  witness,  and  convinced  all  present  that  she  ^| 
■rut  not  implicated  in  her  husband's  treason.  She  pro-  ^B 
pated  her  innocence;  she  wept,  she  raved,  she  evinced 
^  times  the  utmost  terror  if  approached,  declaring  wildly 
liat  the  life  of  her  child  —  a  baby  in  arms  —  was 
endangered ;  that  they  meant  to  murder  it.  In  short, 
she  apjieared  as  if  crazed  by  sorrow.  General  ^»sX«os|j 
■ton  and  his  aJdea,  touched  with  yVtj  ^ot  \\i«  cjoti&.^'a 
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soon  left  her  to  her  grief,  and  withdrew  to  tiie  dining- 
room  to  discuss  farther  measures. 

They  were  still  seated  at  the  table  when  two  letters 
from  Arnold  were  brought  in ;  one  addressed  to  the  com- 
manding general,  and  the  other  to  Mrs.  Arnold.  In  the 
first  he  declared  her  innocence  and  requested  protection 
for  her.  Upon  reading  it  Washington  at  once  turned  to 
an  aide. 

"  Go,"  he  said,  "  to  Mrs.  Arnold,  and  inform  her  that 
though  my  duty  required  that  no  means  should  be 
neglected  to  arrest  General  Arnold,  I  have  great  pleasure 
in  acquainting  Jier  that  he  is  now  safe  on  board  a  British 
vessel  of  war." 

Mrs.  Arnold's  conduct  had  convinced  General  Washing- 
ton and  his  staff  of  her  innocence,  especially  the  young 
and  ardent  Hamilton,  who  has  left  us  a  moving  account 
of  her  beauty  and  distress.  But  public  opinion  con- 
demned her,  and  the  residents  of  her  native  city  in 
particular  were  convinced  that  she  was  her  husband's 
accomplice,  if  indeed  she  had  not  tempted  him  to  treason. 
They  knew  her  best,  and  we  are  justified  in  saying  that 
they  were  right. 

One  evening,  not  long  after  the  events  just  narrated, 
Colonel  Aaron  Burr  was  at  the  house  of  Mrs.  Theodosia 
Prevost,  the  accomplished  lady  whom  he  afterwards 
married.  Suddenly,  horses'  hoofs  were  heard  upon  the 
road  without,  and  presently  a  lady  in  a  riding  habit,  veiled, 
burst  into  the  room,  and  hurried  up  to  Mrs.  Prevost. 
She  was  about  to  speak,  when  she  observed  Colonel  Burr, 
although  without  recognizing  him  in  the  dim  light.  She 
paused  and  asked  anxiously : 

"  Am  I  safe  ?    Is  this  gentleman  a  friend  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,"  Mrs.  Prevost  answered,  "  he  is  my  most 
/)articular  friend,  Colonel  Burr." 

^'  Thank  Ood ! "  exclaimed  the  lady ,  ^Yio  ^^  none  other 
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Sian  Mrs,  Arnold  ;  "  I've  been  playing  the  hypocrite,  and 
I'm  tired  of  it." 

Colonel  Burr  was  alao  an  old  friend  of  herself  and  the 
Shippen  family.  He  had  been  an  inmate  of  her  father's 
house.  Feeling  herself  at  liberty  to  speak  freely  at  last, 
Mrs.  Arnold  avowed  her  deception  of  General  Washing- 
ton, who  liad  even  given  her  an  escort  of  horse  from 
West  Point,  She  fui-ther  confessed  that  aha  had  been 
aware  of  the  whole  progress  of  the  plot,  and  that  it  was 
she  who  had  induced  her  husband  to  betray  his  country. 
She  passed  the  night  at  Mrs.  Provost's  house,  being  carc- 
ful.  when  strangers  entered  the  room,  to  resume  the 
^Kteous  and  distracted  bearhig  which  had  already  served 
^Ber  BO  well. 

^^K  Hany  have  doubted  the  truth  of  this  incident  because 

^^E  rests  upon  the  word  of  Aaron  Burr.     But  Burr,  what- 

^^per  his  faults,  was  by  no  means  the  man  to  invent  a  lie 

^^hich  could   be  of   no   service   to  Iiimaelf  or   any   one 

else,  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  telliug  it.     His  story  is  but 

too    probable.      False,    frivolous,    and    ambitious,    she 

^^uturally  desired,  aft£r  the  taste  of  distinction  she  had 

^^wojed    during    the   days    of    the    British   occupation, 

^^Ellowed  by  the  bitter  ordeal  of  her  husband's  disgrace  in 

^^Eie  eyes  of  her  own   Philadelphians,  to   escape  to  the 

brilliant  social  life  of  EiiglaiidT 

Upon  reaching  Philadelphia,  where  she  wished  to  reside 
for  a  while  with  her  family,  the  authorities  refused  to 
allow  her  to  remain,  although  slie  protested  her  patriotism, 
promised  to  write  no  letters  to  her  husband  until  after  the 

Rftr,  and  to  send  all  received  from  liim  at  once  to  the 
)vcrnmeat.     She  was  forced  to  go  to  New  York,  where, 
ter  a  period  of  suitable  dejection,  she  again  entered 
Bociety  and  shone  as  brilliantly  as  ever. 

Her  life  in  England,  when  at  length  alio  was  oiAh\.«^ 
to  rejoin  her  husband  there,  cau  «iMC^|^^g^ 
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agreeable  to  her.  Arnold  received  some  compenBation  in 
mon(?y  and  in  military  rank  from  the  British  govermnent ; 

but  meii  of  honor  would  not  know  him,  and  he  was 
frequently  insnlted.  Hia  wife  simred  the  mortilicatitri 
which  such  slights  inflicted.  Of  licr  subsequent  lin 
history  gives  ua  but  a  few  faint  glimpses. 

One  of  these  shows  her  standing  at  his  side  in  "We^ 
minster  Abbey  before  the  monument  erected  by  the  kiii( 
to  the  memory  of  her  old  friend  Major  Andr€,  reading  ti 
inscription  tliat  told  of  hia  untimely  death— due,  indet 
if  Burr's  story  be  true,  in  large  measure  to  lier  iufluenc&l 

The  reader  has,  perhaps,  seen,  or  will  see,  the  monu- 
ment to  Andr^  in  Westminster  Abljey.  It  has  a  very 
insignificant  appearance,  but  tlie  name  in  the  inscription 
arrests  every  American  eye,  and  the  few  words  accoio- 
panying  it  impress  every  American  mind :  - 1 

"  Sacred  to  the  Memory  of  Major  John  Andre,  wh(^ 
raised  by  hia  merit,  at  an  early  period  of  life,  to  the  rank 
of  Adjutant-General  of  the  British  Forces  in  America, 
and  employed  in  an  important  but  hazardous  enterprise. 
fell  a  aacriBce  to  his  zeal  for  hia  king  and  country,  on  the 
second  of  October,  1780,  aged  twenty-nine ;  universally 
beloved  and  esteemed  by  the  army  in  winch  he  served, 
and  lamented  even  by  liis  foes.  His  gracious  Sovereign 
King  George  the  Third,  has  caused  this  monument  to  h 
erected." 

Mrs.  Arnold  returned  at  length  to  her  native  countr 
Her  husband  dead,  her  cliildren  mature  and  settled  i 
life,  nhe  left  a  country  where  her  illusions  had  been  d* 
stroyed  and  her  hopes  unfulfilled,  and  came  home  to  diAl 

To  America  she  came,  but  not  to  her  old  family  Iiobb 

in  Philadelphia ;  not  to  her  relatives  and  friends — if  any  ' 

friends  there  remained  to  Tier.     She  did  not  enter  Penn- 

ylvania.     She  preferred  to  remain  in  Massachusetts,  the 

"State  wherenn  ancestor  of  hevalia-dbccn^ubUcly  whippa^™ 
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**  for  boing  a  Quaker.    She  died  at  Uxbridge,  Mass.,  Febru- 
ary 14, 183^,  eighty-three  years  of  age. 

Some  of  licr  descendants  still  Rurvivo  in  England, 
worthy  and  bouorabie  persons.  The  present  head  of  the 
family  is  a  clergyman  of  the  Church  of  England,  owner 
of  the  estate  of  Little  Messenden  Abbey,  in  Buckingham- 
shire. He  is  now  a  wealthy  man,  a  tract  of  land  near 
Toronto  granted  by  the  government  to  Benedict  Arnold, 
having  recently  become  of  great  value.  He  is  a  kindly 
and  pleasant  gentleman,  and  uot  at  all  averse  to  talking 
of  an  ancestor  of  whom  he  cannot  be  proud.  One  of  the 
^^«ODs  of  the  traitor  died  a  few  years  ago,  a  Lieutenant- 
^■Seneral  of  the  British  army. 

^H  At  Tappantown,  in  Rockland  county,  New  York,  a 
Tillage  about  three  miles  west  of  the  Hudson  river,  and 
about  forty  from  the  city,  there  is  an  elevated  field,  in  the 
midst  of  which  there  might  have  been  Bccn  till  recently 
k  withered  tree,  and  a  heap  of  stones;  and  for  a  little 
round  about,  the  ground  was  never  ploughed. 
1  occasionally  came,  who  gazed  upon  the  spot 
ll  evident  interest.  It  is  a  pleasant,  romantic  region, 
teresting  to  New  Yorkers  because  of  the  vicinity  of 
land  Lake,  which  supplies  us  with  part  of  ( 
3  name  to  much  of  the  rest. 
iThis  heap  of  stones  marked  the  spot  where  the  remains 
[  Uajor  Andrfi  reposed  from  the  day  of  his  execntiou  in 
1780,  until  1821,  when  they  were  transferred  to  Wesl- 
minster  Abbey  in  London.  His  grave  was  dug  directly  iio- 
neath  the  gallows,  and  there  he  was  interred  at  the  depth  of 
thi-ee  or  four  feet.  A  peach-tree,  planted  by  a  sympathetic 
woman's  hand  to  mark  the  grave,  struck  down  its  roots, 
pierced  the  coffin,  and  formed  a  net-work  of  fibres  around 
the  skull.  This  tree  was  taken  up  with  the  remains  and 
replanted  in  one  of  the  royal  gardens  in  Loudft"fl.,  '^V's, 
^^^eleton,  enolosod  in    a  mahogany    co?ni;v,  ^\Cv^  ^ 
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exceedingly  massive  and  richly  decorated  with  gold,  and 
covered  with  velvet  black  and  crimson,  was  conveyed  to 
London  in  a  British  man-of-war,  and  interred  in  the  abbey 
with  religious  ceremonies,  near  the  monument  erected  to 
his  honor  by  George  the  Third.  For  forty-one  years  the 
body  had  remained  in  a  cheap  pine  coffin,  painted  black, 
and  in  the  unhonored  grave  of  a  spy,  to  be  buried  at  last 
in  the  mausoleum  of  heroes^  orators,  poets,  and  statesmen. 
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THE3EE  are  many  who  love  this  sweet  and  gentle 
poet.  Patience,  disinterested  devotion,  faith, 
Earnestness,  courage,  these  arc  the  themes  wliich  inspired 
her  eongs,  and  frequently  the  virtues  which  they  directly 
urge  upon  the  reader.  None  of  her  poema  lapse  into 
rhymed  sermons ;  they  are  true  poeina,  when  most  moral 
and  didactic.  Of  their  authoress  we  know  little,  but  that 
little  is  just  what  it  is  most  pleasing  to  know.  We  learn, 
on  the  authority  of  Charles  Dickens,  that  her  poems  were 
but  the  expression  of  her  daily  life ;  she  was  a  too  ardu- 
ous Worker,  a  faithful  friend,  a  devoted  helper  of  the  poor 
and  suffering. 

When  she  was  yet  too  young  to  write,  Dickens  tells  us, 

in  the  preface  whicli  lie  wrote  for  an  edition  of  her  works, 

she  had  a  little  album  made  of  small  sheets  of  note-paper 

neatly  sewed  together,  into  which   tier  mother  copied  for 

^^er  lier  favorite  verses.     Tliis  little  book  she  read  and  re- 

^Htad,  and  constantly  carried  about  with  her.   In  her  studies 

^HKe   displayed  a   ]irecocious   ability,  learning  easily  and 

^^Ripidly,  and   showing   a   remarkable   memory.     As   sIio 

grew  older  she  acquired  French,  German,  and  Italian, 

played  well  upon  the  piano,  and  evinced  a  marked  talent 

■for  drawing ;  but  she  tired  of  each  of  these  branches  when 

she  had  mastered  its  chief  difficoltiea.     Her  father,  Bryan 

Waller  Procter  (the   poet   known   as   Barry  Cornwall), 

although   he  considered  her  a  girl  of  imusual  capacity, 

never  Bnspectcd  that  she  had  inherited  his  ^o«.t\c'*\  (gSX,, 

nor  did  he  know  that  she  had  ever  com^owift.  v».\«>.(i  >: 
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poetry,  until  her  first  verses  appeared  in  print.  These 
were  published  in  the  Book  of  Beauty,  and  a  few  others 
followed  in  various  magazines,  but  her  first  volume, 
,  entitled  A  Chaplet  of  Verses^  was  not  issued  until  1862, 
when  she  was  thirty-seven  years  of  age. 

This  little  volume  was  published  for  the  benefit  of  a 
London  Night-Refuge,  and  in  a  preface  Miss  Procter 
advances  the  claims  of  the  institution,  narrates  its  his- 
tory, and  solicits  aid  for  its  treasury.  But  she  makes  a 
much  more  powerful  plea  in  two  of  the  poems — "Home- 
less," and  "  The  Homeless  Poor."  The  latter,  a  striking 
dialogue  between  the  Angel  of  Prayers  and  the  Angel  of 
Deeds,  in  which  the  splendid  services  going  on  within  the 
churches  of  the  city  are  contrasted  with  the  misery  of  the 
poor  creatures  left  shivering  in  the  streets  at  night,  is 
still  a  favorite  with  many  of  her  readers.  Some  of  the 
other  poems  too — such  as  "Milly's  Expiation,"  a  story 
told  by  an  Irish  priest,  "  A  Legend,"  and  "  Our  Tkles," 
are  in  her  best  manner.     Many  of  the  poems  pertain  to 

-  her  faith — she  was  a  Roman  Catholic — ^but  it  is  not 
necessary  to  be  a  catholic  to  appreciate  the  artistic  beauty 
of  such  pieces  as  the  "  Shrines  of  Mary,"  and  "  A  Chaplet 
of  Flowers." 

It  was  in  1853  that  Dickens,  then  editor  of  "  Household 

^-  Words,"  noticed  among  the  contributions  with  which  his 

bffice  table  was  littered,  a  short  poem  which  he  considered 

unusually  good.     It  professed  to  be  the  work  of  a  Mis^ 

—  Mary  Berwick,  a  name  quite  unknown  to  him,  who  was  to 
be  addressed  through  a  London  circulating  library.  He 
wrote  to  her  immediately,  accepting  the  poem  and  request- 
ing her  to  contribute  another.  She  did  so,  and  became 
a  writer  for  the  periodical. 

Miss  Berwick  was  none  other  than  Miss  Procter,  whom 

Dickens  had  known  since  she  was  a  little  girl,  and  whose 

father  was  one  of  bis  oldest  and  dearest  friends.     She  had 
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sko8en~  to  correspond  with  him  under  an  assumed  namo, 
because  she  feared,  had  she  used  her  own,  and  her 
poem  not  been  euch  as  he  desired,  that  he  would  either 
have  accepted  it  for  friendship's  sake,  or  have  found  it 
very  painful  to  refuse.  It  was  more  than  a  year  before 
the  facta  became  known  to  him.  Tlien,  during  the  month 
of  December,  when  going  to  dine  with  Barry  CornwaU,  he 
carried  with  him  an  early  proof  of  the  ChriBtmaB  number  of 
Household  Words,  entitled  "  The  Seven  Poor  Travelers." 
As  he  laid  it  down  upon  the  pa.rlor  table  before  the  assem- 
bled family,  ho  remarked  that  it  contained  an  exceedingly 
fiietty  poem  by  a  certain  Mies  Mary  Berwick.     The  next 

by  he  was  informed  that  Miss  Berwick  and  Miss  Procter 

Esre  one,  and  shortly  afterward  she  had  the  happiness  of 

Mieiviug  the  following  delightful  letter  from  her  editor : 

'■'  My  dear  Miss  Procter,  you  have  given  me  a  new 
bnsation.  I  did  suppose  that  nothing  in  this  singular 
irarld  could  surprise  me,  but  you  have  done  it. 

■'  You  will  believe  my  congratulations  on  the  delicacy 

md  talent  of  your  writing  to  be  sincere.  From  the 
I  have  always  had  an  especial  interest  in  that 
Miss  Berwick,  and  have  over  and  over  again  questioned 
Wills  about  her.  I  suppose  Iio  has  gone  on  gradually 
building  up  an  imagiuary  structure  of  life  and  adventure 
for  her,  but  he  has  giveu  mo  the  Btrangcat  information ! 
Only  yesterday  week,  when  we  were  '  making  up'  'The 
Poor  Travelers,'  I  said  to  him,  '  Wills,  have  you  got  tliat 
Miss  Berwick's  proof  back,  of  the  little  sailor's  song?' 
'No,'  he  said.  'Well,  but  why  not?'  I  asked  him. 
ly,  you  know,'  ho  answered, '  as  I  have  often  told  you 

Bfore,  she  don't  live  at  the  place  to  which  lier  letters 
B  addressed,  and  so  there's  always  difficulty  and  delay 

I  communicating  with  her.'     '  Do  you  know  what  age 

'  I  said.     Here  he  looked  unfathomably  profound.^ 

'Balher  advanced  itt Me.'     ^Tfo^ 
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LB  a  governeaa,  didn't  you  ?  *  aaid  I ;  to  which  he  replied  1 
the  most  emphatic  and  positive  manner, '  A  governess,* 
"  He  then  came  and  stood  in  the  comer  of  the  liearth, 
with  hlB  back  to  the  fire,  and  delivercd  himself  lilic  an 
oracle  concerning  you.  He  told  me  that  early  in  lifo 
(conveying  to  me  the  impression  of  about  a  century  ago)- 
you  had  had  your  feelings  desperately  wounded  by  some 
cauBe,  real  or  imagiuary — *It  does  not  matter  which,' 
said  I  with  the  greatest  sagacity — and  that  you  had  then 
taken  to  writing  verses.  That  you  were  of  an  unhappy 
temperament,   but    keenly   sensitive   to  encouragement. 

(That  you  wrote  after  the  educational  duties  of  the  day 
were  discharged.  That  you  sometimes  thought  of  never 
writing  any  more.  '  That  you  had  been  away  for  some  ' 
time  '  with  your  pupils.'  That  your  letters  were  of  a 
mild  and  melancholy  character,  and  that  you  did  not 
Bcem  to  care  as  much  as  might  be  expected  about  money.  , 
All  this  lime  I  sat  poking  the  fire,  with  a  wisdom  upon 
me  absolutely  crushing ;  and  finally  I  begged  him  to 
assure  the  lady  that  she  might  trust  me  with  her  real 
address,  and  that  it  would  be  better  to  have  it  now,  as  I 
hoped  our  further  comtnunicatious,  etc.  You  must  have 
felt  enormously  wicked  last  Tuesday,  when  I,  Such  a  babe 
in  the  wood,  was  unconsciously  prattling  to  yon.  But 
you  have  given  me  so  much  pleasure,  and  have  made  me 
shed  so  many  tears,  that  I  can  only  think  of  you  now  in 
association  with  the  sentiment  and  grace  of  your  verses. 

"  So  pray  accept  the  blessing  and  forgiveness  of  Richard 
Watts,  though  I  am  afraid  you  come  under  both  his  con- 
ditions of  exclusion.  Very  faithfully  yours,  Charles 
Dickens." 

The  allusion  in  the  last  paragraph  is  to  the  house  at 

Rochester  known  as  "  Watts'  Charity,"  the  inscription 

upon  which  states  that  it  will  furnish  a  night's  lodging 

'^m^  sis  poor  travaiera,  "  not  being  Eoyiwg  or  Procton 
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Tlie  volume  of  Legends  aad  Lyrics,  Miss  Frocter'a 
second  book,  is  much  better  tliau  her  first,  and  contains 
maiiy  o£  Iier  finest  poems,  including  such  favorites  as  "  Tlie 
Angel's  Story,"  "  True  Honors,"  *'  A  Tomb  in  Ghent," 
etc.  American  readers  may  note  witli  interest  that  the 
motto  placed  benoath  her  dedication  to  a  friend  ia  from 
Emerson.  The  second  series  which  followed  under  the 
same  title  opened  with  the  "  Legend  of  Provence,"  one  of 
the  loveliest  of  Italian  traditions  clothed  in  exquisite 
verse,  and  contained  otlier  poems  briefer  but  not  less 
beautiful.     It  was  her  last  book. 

Adelaide  Procter  died  of  overwork — not  literary  work, 
for  all  her  poems  together  make  a  volume  of  but  moderate 
size,  but  of  the  ceaseless  labors  which  she  undertook  in  . 
the  cause  of  charity.  She  visited  the  sick ;  she  taught 
the  ignorant ;  she  aided  the  widening  of  woman's  sphere 
of  exertion,  working  for  each  object,  as  Dickens  says, 
"  with  a  flushed  earnestness  that  disregarded  season, 
weather,  time  of  day  or  uight,  food,  rest."  Even  when 
her  failing  health  warned  her  to  stop,  she  could  not.  It 
was  in  her  nature  to  go  on  and  on  until  she  could  go  no 
more.  So  long  as  she  was  able  to  move  about,  she  went 
on  with  the  tusk  she  had  set  herself,  and  only  when  at 
last  she  was  obliged  to  take  to  her  bed,  did  her  restless- 
ness disappear.  Then,  indeed,  she  resigned  herself  to 
lier  fate  with  a  patience  touching  to  witness ;  and  during 
the  fifteen  months  of  her  illness  never  spoke  a  single 
impatient  or  complaining  word.  Some  who  have  read 
her  ]>oems  have  thought  of  her  as  a  person  always  pensive 
and  serious ;  but  indeed  she  was  jjossepscd  of  a  lively 
sense  of  humor,  and  had  a  peculiarly  pleasant,  ringing 
lai^h.  This  chccrfulnesa  remained  with  her  to  the  end. 
She  died  on  the  third  of  Pebi-uary,  1864,  very  early  in 
the   morning.      Her  lust  words,  uttered  with   a  bri^Ut 

^smile,  wci-e  : 

^^^^/^  has  come  at  last  I 
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Adelaide  Procter's  poems  are  remarkable  for  their, 
simplicitj  and  directness  of  style.  Many  of  them  are 
songs — ^real  songs,  whose  fall  beanty  can  not  be  appre- 
ciated until  we  hear  them  sung.  Those  who  have  heard 
"  Cleansing  Fires  "  or  "  The  Lost  Chord  "  fitly  rendered 
will  appreciate  this  truth. 

THE  LOST  CHORD. 

Seated  one  day  at  the  organ, 

I  was  weary  and  ill  at  ease, 
And  my  fingers  wandered  idly 

Over  the  noisy  keys. 

I  knew  not  what  I  was  playing, 

Or  what  I  was  dreaming  then ; 
But  I  struck  one  chord  of  music 

Like  the  sound  of  a  great  Amen. 

It  flooded  the  crimson  twiliglit 

Like  the  close  of  an  angePs  Psalm; 
And  it  lay  on  my  fevered  spirit 
..        With  a  touch  of  infinite  calm. 

It  quieted  pain  and  sorrow 

Like  love  overcoming  strife; 
It  seemed  the  harmonious  echo 

From  our  discordant  life. 

It  linked  all  perplexed  meanings 

Into  one  perfect  peace, 
And  trembled  away  into  silence 

As  if  it  were  loth  to  cease. 

I  have  sought,  but  I  seek  it  vainly, 

That  one  lost  chord  divine 
That  came  from  the  soul  of  the  organ. 

And  entered  into  mine. 

It  may  be  that  Death's  bright  angel 

Will  speak  in  that  chord  again, 
It  may  be  that  only  in  Heaven 

I  shall  hear  that  grand  Amen. 
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HIS  lady  was  maid-of-hooor  to  Qut 
some  years.     The  queen,  it  appears 
eight  young  ladies  thus  entitled,  who  are  in  attend-    . 
atice  in  the   palace  three  months  of  every  year,  so  that 
there  are  always  two  "in  waiting."     The  compensation 
these  honorable  maidens  is  four  hundred  pounds  a  year 
ich,  or  two  thousand  dollars.     It  costs,  therefore,  sixteen 
lousaud  dollars  a  year  to  provide  the  Queen  with  this 
portion  of  her  "  court,"  without  reckoning  the  expense  of  J 
their  maintenance. 

As  for  tlio  duties  of  tho  position,  they  are  not  veryl 
arduous.      The  business  of    a  maid-of-honor  is  to  make  I 
herself  agreeable  to  the  royal  family  when  more  im^TOrtant  | 
guests  aro  not  present,  and  to  assist  iu  entertaining  per- 
^Bon&ges  of  distinction.     The  queen  lias  her  breakfast  at 
ten  o'clock,  her  lunch  at  tAvo,  her  ride  in  the  afternoon, 
lier  dinner  at  eight,  and  goes  to  bed  about  midnight.     The  j 
maid»-of-lionor    usually  attend  on   tliese   occasions,  ride  I 
with  her,  play  whist  with  her,  and  join  in  whatever  game  % 
happens  to  be  the  favorite  at  the  moment.     According  to 
Lady  Bloomfield,  who  has  written  a  book  about  her  life  at 
.courts,  there  is  only  one  regular  task  imposed  upon  the 
iuaids. 

"  Our  chief  duty,"  she  says, "  seems  to  consist  in  giving  | 
<  til  c  queen  her  bouquet  liefore  dinner,  whiLli  ia  certainly! 
■y  hard  work!     And  even  this  only  liappi.-iis  every  1 
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other  day.     I  am  left  eutirelf  to  my  self,  and  can  emp] 
my  time  as  I  like." 

Uut  tliia  was  far  from  being  llie  opinion  of  Lad^ 
Ravenswortli,  the  mother  of  the  young  lady.  When  hei" 
dauj!;litGr  received  her  appointment  as  maid-of-honor,  bIio 
wrote  her  a  long  and  very  affectionate  letter  of  advice ; 
and  if  any  reader  should  ever  be  appointed  maid-of-honor 
to  a  queen,  she  could  not  do  better  than  to  study  this 
remarkable  epistle.  She  tella  her  daughter  that  her  chief 
duty  should  be  to  please  the  queen ;  not  by  base  flattery 
OP  servile  cringing,  but  by  the  most  assiduons  atteution  to 
her  desires,  even  in  the  merest  fj-ifles,  and  by  the  most 
exact  and  cheerful  obedience  to  evciy  command.  J 

"You  must  accustom  yourself,"  her  mother  wrote,  "d 
sit  or  staud  for  hours  witliout  any  amusement  save  thn 
resources  of  your  own  thoughts,  and  your  natural  good 
" sense  will  show  you  that  the  least  nideness  of  manner  or 
appearance  of  fatigue  is  incompatible  with  high  breeding, 
and  the  respect  due  to  the  sovereign." 

She  enjoins  it  uiKiii  her  daughter  also  to  keep  whatc 
she  saw,  or  hoard,  or  tlionght  enlirely  to  herself,  to  a7( 
"  all  idle  gossip  about  drc&s,  balls,  and  lovers,"  to  av(M< 
showy  and  expensive  dress,  to  beware  of  the  least  apj 
ance  of  flirtation  with  any  of  the  gentlemen  about 
court,  to  bo  invariably  considerate  of  lier  servants,  to  pi 
sue  her  studies  with  regularity,  and  practice  her  mui 
and  drawing,  just  "as  she  would  at  home,"     She  adv 
her  to   spend   half   her  salary  in   clothes,  a  quarter  in 
charity  and  jourueys,  and  to  save  the  other  hundred  to  he 
invested  at  three  per  cent.,  "  as  a  little  nest  egg  for  an; 
future  emergency." 

This   letter  gives   an    interesting   insight  into  mam 
things.     It  is  a  curious  m.ixture  of    fervent  piety 

)rldly  wisdom. 

"Toyoai  companions,"  says  this  mother  of  two  mai* 
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^Hif-hoiior,  '■  be  BB  kind,  as  obliging,  and  as  agreeable  aa 

^^^BOBsible,  but  have  no  confidence  in  any  one,  and  avoid 

^^Hnttma  oies." 

g^^  The  lady  who  wrote  this  pnident  letter  was  the  mother 
of  aeveral  daughters,  and  the  reader  will  not  be  surprised 
to  learn  thiit  they  made  great  matcliea,  and  enjoyed  a 
good  share  of  the  good  things  that  were  going  in  England 
hi  their  day. 

Fortified  with  this  letter  of  advice  the  young  maid-of- 
honor  entered  upon  her  duties  with  eoine  confidence  and 
more  trepidation.  She  amved  at  Windsor  Castle  lale  in 
the  afternoon  of  January  20, 1842,  and  was  happy  lo  find 
that  she  was  to  have  a  nice  warm  parlor  and  bedroom, 
wilh  a  piano,  as  well  as  a  share  of  a  large  drawing-room 
down  stairs,  in  which  to  receive  her  friends.     A  lady  of 

Ptfae  court   came  to  her    bringing  her  the  badge  of  her 
pffice,  which  was  the  miniature  of  the  queen  surronnded 
by  diamonds  and  placed  iipon  a  bow  of  red  ribbon. 
WIr-u  llic  dinner  hour  approached,  she  took  her  place 
with  her  comrades  near  the  door  of  the  queen's  room,  and 
-Waited  for  her  coming.     When  the  queen  api^arcd,  who 
s  then  little  more  than  twenty  years  of  age,  the  lady-in- 
miting  presented  the  new  maid-of-honor,  wlio  thanked  the 
felicen  for  her  appointment,  and  kissed  her  hand,  as  all 
icrsons  do  on  their  appointment  to  similar  posts.     The 
joeen  asked  concerning  her  family,  after  which  they  all 
tcciit  into  dinner,  the  queen  continuing  to  talk  to  her  new 
maid  about  her  journey,  and  her  friends. 

After  dinner,  as  the  family  was  alone,  the  queen ,  Prince 

Iklbert  and  some  of  the  ladies  sat  down  at  a  round  g.une    ' 

f  cards,  playing  for  very  small  sfakea,     Tho  stakes  were 

Bideed  so  smull  that  our  mnid-of-houor,  after  plnying  a 

5  time,  would  find  lioiself  the  winner  of  threa  or  : 

The  whole  court  were  obliged  to  keep  on  hai 

tppiy  of    ue-.v  coins,  such  ae  shilUwgft,  fe\s\ieoRft»., » 
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penny  pieces,  since  it  is  a  breach  of  etiquette  to  play  at 
court  with  old  money.  All  the  evenings  passed  very 
much  as  they  do  with  any  civilized  family,  in  singing, 
cards,  games,  conversation,  and  telling  stories. 

The  most  remarkable  thing  is  that  there  was  nothing 
remarkable  about  it.  The  evenings  were  passed  in  the 
most  ordinary,  simple,  and  agreeable  manner. 

The  Queen,  it  appears,  sang  really  well,  played  well, 
danced  with  girlish  hilarity,  and  liked  both  to  hear  and 
to  tell  a  funny  thing.  One  of  the  Queen's  stories  was  of 
a  girl  who  was  going  into  service  to  a  Duke,  and  her 
mother  told  her  that,  if  ever  the  Duke  spoke  to  her,  she 
must  say  "Your  Grace."  A  few  days  after,  the  Duke 
met  her  in  a  passage,  and  asked  her  a  question.  Instead 
of  answering,  the  girl  immediately  obeyed  her  mother's 
direction,  and  said  her  grace :  "  For  what  I  have  received 
the  Lord  make  me  truly  thankful." 

Indeed,  they  all  seem  to  have  been  very  glad  to  relieve 
the  tedium  of  court  life  by  a  little  boisterous  fun.  Some- 
times the  young  Queen  would  send  one  of  the  young 
ladies  to  the  piano,  and  then  catch  another  round  the 
waist  and  go  whirling  about  the  room  in  a  waltz.  Even 
so  grave  a  personage  as  Sir  Robert  Peel  appears  in  Lady 
Bloomfield's  book  as  a  teller  of  comic  anecdotes.  He 
told  one  of  the  Lord  Mayor  of  London,  on  the  occasion  of 
the  first  visit  of  the  youthful  Queen  to  the  city.  As  the 
Mayor  was  obliged  to  appear  in  a  court  dress,  and 
wished  to  keep  his  stockings  and  low  shoes  perfectly 
clean  until  the  Queen  arrived,  he  put  on  over  them  a 
pair  of  enormous  high  boots.  These  boots  proved  to  be 
so  very  tight,  that  when  the  Queen  approached  he  could 
not  get  them  off,  and  there  he  stood,  in  the  presence  of  a 
crowd  of  grand  personages,  with  one  leg  stuck  out,  and 
several   men  tugging  at  the  boot,  trying  to  get  it  off. 
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After  immense  exertions,  one  of  the  boots  was  got  off, 
but  no  amount  of  force  could  stir  the  other,  and,  mean- 
while, the  Queen  was  coming  nearer  and  nearer.     The 
Lord  Major  was  in  an  agony  of  fright,  with  one  boot  off  I 
and  the  other  on,  until  at  last  he  was  almost  beside  him-] 
self,  and  shouted : 

"  For  lieaven's  sake  put  my  boot  on  again ! " 

This  was  done  just  as  the  Queen  came  np,  and  the  poorlfl 

-  man  was  obliged  to  wear  the  tight  boots  in  torment  all'] 

through  tlie  long  banquet  before  he  could  divest  himself  I 

of  his  incongruous  and  agonizing  terminations. 

People  in  England  are  fond  of  relating  such  anecdotes  I 

of  the  Mayor  and  Aldermen  of  London.     Sir  Robert  Poel  i 

fold  another  story  to  the  ladies  of  the  court  of  a  Lord 

Mayor's  dinner,  when  Mr.  Canning  sat  oppo&ito  Alder- 

■  man   Flower,  a   man   of   great  note   in   tlie   city.     The  j 

I  Alderman  said  to  Canning: 

''  Mr.  Canning,  my  Lord  EUenborough  was  a  man  of  I 
^  uticommon  sagacity." 

Tlie  great  orator  bowed  assent,  and  asked  the  Alder 
t  mail  why  he  happened  to  make  llje  remark  just  then. 

"  Why,  sir,"  said  Flower,  "  had  he  been  here,  he  would  i 
tJiave  told  me  by  a  single  glance  of  his  eye  which  is  the  I 
[  beat  of  those  five  haunches  of  Tenisou." 

Soou  after,  Lord  Ellenborough  himself  came  to  court,  J 

^  and   he   told    the  ladies   a    comic  tile  of   another  Lord! 

Mayor's  dinner.     The  Duke  of  Wellington  being  called  1 

upon  to  propose  the  health  of  the  Lady  Mayoress,  who  I 

liappened  to  be  a  little,  dried-up  old  woman,  he  spoke  of  J 

her  as  "the  model  of  her  sex."     After  dinner,"  EUen- J 

thorough  asked  the  Iron  Duke  how  he  could  call  that  uglyfl 

I  little  thing  the  model  of  her  sex. 

'fWliat  could  I  call  her?"  said  the  Dnko;  "I  hadf 
[  never  seen  her  before." 

Our  maid-of-honor  held  her  office  tot  a-VxtTA  \?mgRi '^a' 
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accompanying  the  Queen  on  her  journeys,  and  associating 
with  the  dignitaries  of  the  kingdom.  Then  happened 
the  great  event  of  her  life.  Perhaps  the  reader  would 
like  to  see  the  brief  and  matter-of-fact  way  in  which  an 
English  maid-of-honor  can  relate  the  romance  of  her 
existence. 

"  I  found  my  father  talking  to  a  gentleman,  and  when 
I  entered  he  said  to  me, '  Gteorgie,  don't  you  recollect  Mr. 
Bloomfield?'  My  father  was  anxious  to  finish  some 
letters,  and  desired  me  to  show  Mr.  Bloomfield  the 
garden.  So  we  took  a  walk  together,  and  from  that 
moment  his  intentions  were  very  evident,  as  he  took 
every  opportunity  of  meeting  me  and  showing  me  atten- 
tions.   Our  marriage  was  settled  on  July  26th." 

This  gentleman,  the  English  Minister  at  the  Russian 
court,  was  at  home  on  leave  of  absence,  and  took  this 
direct  and  simple  mode  of  getting  a  wife  to  go  back  with 
him.  He  soon  became,  by  death  of  his  father.  Lord 
Bloomfield.  They  passed  many  succeeding  years  in  Rus- 
sia, Prussia,  and  Austria,  as  the  representatives  of  the 
majesty  of  England. 

Upon  reading  Lady  Bloomfield's  reminiscences,  which 
have  been  recently  published,  we  cannot  help  thinking 
again  of  the  remark  of  tlie  old  statesman  to  his  son : 

"  Dost  thou  not  know,  my  son,  with  how  little  wisdom 
the  world  is  governed  ?  *' 

Prince  Albert  and  Queen  Victoria  are  presented  in 
these  volumes  in  an  amiable  and  attractive  light;  but 
the  persons  who  controlled  the  governments  on  the  con- 
tinent of  Europe  appear  to  have  been  singularly  unfitted 
by  temperament,  by  disposition,  and  mental  quality,  to  be 
at  the  head  of  nations.  With  the  exception  of  Louis 
Napoleon,  all  of  them  seem  to  have  meant  well ;  but 
when  the  happiness  and  security  of  millions  of  human 
beings  are  at  stake,  good  intentions  are  not  enough. 


WHAT  poet  was  ever  more  fortunate  in  his  educa- 
tion than  Victor  Hugo,  whether  wo  consiiler  his 
parents  or  his  environment?  Hia  father  was  General 
Hugo,  a  soldier  first  of  tlie  Republic,  then  of  the  Empire, 
a  man  of  muoh  military  capacity,  of  intelligence,  and  of 
humanity.  His  mother,  a  leas  brilliant  figure,  was  an 
excellent  woman,  earnestly  devoted  to  tlio  welfare  of  her 
three  sous,  the  care  of  whom  devolved  chiefly  upon  her. 

It  was  during  the  war  of  La  Vendue  in  1793  that 
Major  Leopold  Hugo,  then  an  ardent  defender  of  the 
ipublic,  made  the  acquaintance,  at  Nantes,  of  an  armorer 
Led  Tr^buchet,  an  adherent  of  royalty  and  the  church, 
is  not  likely  that  the  relations  between  them  were  at 
any  time  very  warm;  nevertheless,  the  young  Major 
spent  much  of  his  time  at  tlie  house  of  the  obstinate 
royalist,  and  exercieed  his  ingenuity  to  the  utmost  in 
ing  excuses  for  gouig  to  it,  and,  when  there,  further 
Ecuses  for  remaining.  Sophie  Trfibuchet,  the  youngest 
lild  of  her  father  (who  was  a  widower),  soon  divined 
that  it  was  herself  that  was  the  object  of  these  visits, 
which  she  by  uu  means  discouraged.  It  is  true  that  she 
too  was  a  royalist,  quite  decided,  and  much  more  enthusi- 
astic than  her  father ;  but  she  was  also  a  woman.  Hence, 
in  an  officer  as  brave,  as  handsome,  as  well  mannered 
and  above  all  as  attentive  as  Major  Hugo,  she  found  that 
error  in  politics  was  not  inexcusable.  Tl\e^  «*i'ft. 
le  to  an  anderstanding,  and  wkeiv  ai.  ft«6  Vcttowv^gws^J 
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of  the  war  lie  was  obliged  to  set  oitt  for  Puris,  he  had 
obtained  from  Sophie  Trfbuchet  a  promise  to  marry  him, 
aud  to  do  all  iu  lier  power  to  hasten  their  union.  Her 
fatlier  had  first  to  be  won  over,  and  this  was  by  no  means 
an  easy  task.     At  Icngtlt,  however,  she  succeeded. 

She  was  a  slender,  delicate  little  creature,  with  the 
liands  aud  feet  of  a  child,  and  a  face  not  beautiful,  but 
rendered  pleasing  in  spite  of  some  slight  traces  of  small- 
pox by  its  expression  of  good  will,  firmness,  and  intelli- 
gence. Moreover,  slie  was  a  person  of  independent  judg- 
ment and  of  much  practical  capacity  ;  she  had  long  been 
her  father's  housekeeper  and  adviser,  as  well  as  his 
devoted  daughter,  and  now  that  she  had  set  her  heart 
upon  a  marriage  of  whicli  lie  did  not  approve,  but  against 
which  there  were  none  but  political  reasons,  the  old  man 
felt  obliged  to  let  her  have  her  way.  He  consented, 
although  reluctantly  and  with  serious  miagivinga  as  to 
her  future  happiness. 

Meanwhile  Major  Hugo  was  in  Paris,  where  he  had 
formed  an  intimacy  with  a  young  man  named  Pierre 
Foucher,  a  native  of  Nantes,  who  had  known  the  Tr^buchet 
family.  Beside  this  strong  bond  between  them  there  was 
another :  Foucher  was  also  in  love,  and  about  to  marry. 
They  lodged  in  the  same  building,  the  Hotel  dc  Ville,  i 
spent  their  leisure  hours  together,  occasionally  discussinj 
politics,  in  which  they  wore  opposed,  and  much  oft«a( 
their  love  affairs,  in  which  they  wore  of  the  same  opiiiioan 
namely,  that  when  a  young  couple  were  once  engagi 
the  sooner  they  wore  married  the  better. 

Major  Hugo's  wedding  was  the  first  to  take  plaoe, 
t  was  impossible  for  him  to  leave  his  post  and  go  fl 
Nantes,  his   bride    came  to  Paris,  accompanied  by  '. 
father. 

The  marriage  was  celebrated  according  to  the  cif 
Jbrm,  and  the  happy  pair  therelore  ■weift  not  even  obligf 


'  ncKis  sooo. 

of  the  V  '  .net  out  for  PitriSft 

obtun-  i  '^  »  |>roniiM  to  mu-ry  U 

and  '  'i;isten  tlieir  uiuon- 

fat'  -  iiid  this  waa  hj  no  Rid 

' ;  liulo  creature,  with  1 
•••■        •  .d  iovt  ui  '    uliiUi,  ami  a  bice  not  beautifDl,  I 
t^     i^n^  plMuIng  ill  ft[)4to  of  MttiR  iilit^lrt  triioofl  of  »ai 
(KH  l)r  it*  e3cprea»ioii  of  good  will,  fii-ijin.^^^  mi 
p4ii»     Morenvrr,  nlio  woe  a  pcrmdi  of  ' 
iiHUrt  »')d  of  mi.i'h  pructirfil  capac)^  ; 
liMT  ttJiiet'it  V"ii  !ftiiea|vir  *nd  ndrimn,  ^>^    »'. 
4evo<o<]  (Uufr* '4  ,  nnd  itof  (licit  she  had  hcB  I 
upon  b  ruiiiTift^t  of  wlnoli  .iv  di>]  not  it[>provfl,  bfit  ■ 
wliich  tlt'TQ  woiu  nunf  )>» '  ]>oIitlcul  retiSoits,  the  0 
fell  <>l>li'i«d  to  I«t  her  Imvo  her  way.      Ho  1 
uttliotL'li  reJiii?tnnf'y  and  wilh  iK'rinus  mi^givlngk  I 
her  ' 

Miigo  was  in  Paris,  where  1 
\>  itli   a  youDg  I 
>i>k-^,  wliohml  known  tliul 
'  "uiiif  band  betirooti  tlium  ti 
.''  tii>»>  in  love,  and  about  to  t 
m«  building.  Ilio  Hotel  do  1 


for- 

Foil 

f^lTII 

.wot  1 

Thoy  kdgcd  lu  Ccj 


I'  diacui 


ii|»ent  their  lessure  hours  tuf^t-thor,  itcauiiiiu;!!!,!' 
pnlitirH.  in  which  Ihpy  wore  oiip<iwd,  nnd  oiiich  ■ 
thoirl-  i'affair'^.iii  vrhich  thny  wore  of  thosamco 
aaInI^K,  tliat  whi^n  a  young  conplo  woro  onoo  e 
the  M>fii«r  tlioy  were  marHfrd  thv.  Ix'tt';r. 

lU,jur  Eagu'»  wedding  wks  tho  f-nt  to  tako  pliu 
it  wiui  lin|K)Bsihle  for  him  to  lean  his  post  and  ) 
Nwitap,  bib  tviilo   came  to  I'hris,  accompaaiEsd  I 
&thar. 

Th«  anmotfo  vas  oelebrotcd  ««eordu>g  h>  t 
form,  ,~v :'  •'■ 


THE    MOTHKB   OP   VICTOR    HUQO.  229 

to  leave  the  building.  Within  the  ivalle  of  the  Hotel  de 
Ville  the  ceremony  was  performed,  and  within  its  walls 
tliey   began   their    married    life.     Picrro   Fouclier   BOon 

I  followed  their  example,  and  he  and  his  wife  established 
themselvea  beneath  the  same  roof.  At  the  marriage 
dinner  of  liis  friend,  Major  Hugo,  who  was  in  buoyant 
spirits, cried  out  gayly,  as  he  filled  a  glass; 
"  Have  a  daughter ;  I  will  have  a  son ;  and  they  shall 
jnarry  each  other.  I  drink  to  the  health  of  their  house- 
Md:" 
This  merry  wish  was  fulfilled.  Victor  Hugo  married 
Adtile  Foucher,  and  it  was  she  who  preserved  the  anecdote. 
Within  a  year  of  her  wedding,  Madame  Hugo  gave 
birth  to  a  son  who  waa  christened  Abel ;  a  year  later  she 
gave  Abel  a  brother,  named  Eugene.  In  1802,  while 
living  in  the  interesting  old  city  of  Besan^on,  where  her 
husband  and  his  brigade  were  then  statioued,  she 
anxiously  awaited  the  arrival  of  a  tliird  child,  whicli 
both_  parents,  satisfied  with  the  two  boys  they  already 
had,  earnestly  desired  might  be  a  giri.  Colonel  Hugo 
had  already  found  a  suitable  godmother  for  the  infant  in 
Madame  Delel4e,  the  wife  of  a  young  aide-de-camp  of  his 
acquaintance.  The  godfather  remained  to  beselectcd,  and 
it  was  at  length  decided  to  invite  General  Lahoric,  his 
old  and  dear  friend,  to  accept  the  office.  Madame  Hugo 
therefore  wrote  to  him,  conveying  the  request. 

"  Citizen  General,"  the  letter  rune,  "  you  have  always 

iLown   so   much   kindness   to   Hugo,  bestowed  so  many 

saresses  upon  my  children,  that  I  have  much  regretted 

Itliat  you  could  not  have  given  your  name  to  the  last.     On 

I  tiie  eve  of  being  the  motlier  of  a  third  child,  it  would  lie 

'  agreeable  to  ino  that  you  should  be  the  godfather  of 

a  one  tliat  is  coming.  .  .  .  Li  case  we  shall  be  deprived 

!  pleasure  of  having  you,  the    citizen  Delelfie.,  q«s 


le 
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represent  jou  and  to  give  to  the  child  a  name  that  yoi 
liave  not  belied  and  that  you  hare  so  well  illiiBtralcd  H 
Victor  or  Victorine  will  be  the  name  of  the  child  that  v 
I  expect.  .  .  Have  tlie  goodness  to  receive,  citizen  General,^ 
the  assurance  oi  our  sincere  attachment-     Femme  Hugo, 

On  the  26th  of  Febraaiy,  1802,  the  child  was  born  — ^ 
a  poor,  weak,  ugly  little  creature,  "  jio  longer  than  a 
knife,"  his  mother  said.    The  doctor  declared  that  he 
■would  not  live,  but  Madamo  Hugo  was  determined  that- 
he  should,  aud  her  devoted   care   saved    him.     He  wa« 
christened  at  Besan^on,  receiving  the   name  of   VictoP* 
Marie,  in  honor  of   his   godfather   and   godmother. 
six  weeks  he  was  al.ile  to  bear  the  journey  thence  i 
Marseilles.     The    family   remained   unbroken   until   th^ 
year  1802,  although  moving   continually  from   place  i 
place.     But  in  that  year  Colonel  Hugo  was  ordered  1 
join  the  army  in  Italy,  and  as  it  was  manifestly  impossible 
for  his  wife  to  follow  bim  at  such  time  with  three  young 
children,   he   sent  them   to   Paris.     In   Italy,   honevcr, 
Colonel  Hugo  so  distinguished  himself  by  the  eapture  of 
Pra  Piavolo  and  other  exploits  that  he  was  appointed  byj 
Joseph   Bonaparte,  then   King   of   Naples,  Governor   i 
Avellino. 

I     No   sooner  was  ho  established   in   this   province,  thJ 
war  ended  and  the  country  quiet,  than  he  sent  for  hta 
wife   and   children   to   rejoin   him.     This  was   in  18079 
Victor  being  five  years  old.     He  remembers  well  manw^ 
incidents  of  the  route,  esp<;ci^Ily  his  fear  that  the  stag* 
coach  would  upact  upon  the  steep  mountain  roads,  and  a 
extraordinary  luncheon  which  they  enjoyed  in  the  Apeii^ 
nines,  when,  haviiig  become  hungry  before    reaching  i 
tavern,  they  entered  a  goatherd's  hut  in  search  of  foodS 
There  was  nothing  in  the  hut  but  an  eagle  that  the  herds* 
man  had  just  killed,  and  the  drumsticks  of  this  majesUi 
i/V-^,  roasted  over   an   open  fire,  actved  Vq  a.^\)caae  tin 
>pei/tea  of  tho  (hrco  little  Hugoa.    Iq  fccvc  i»>a*0BS3^ 
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lowever,  for  whom  such  adventures  had  no  clmrm,  and  j 
lio  detested  travelhig,  the  wlioie  journey  was  one  long  I 
ret  about  uncertain  lodgiuf^s  and  all  too   certain  t 
She  reached  Avelliiio  in  safety  with  her  charges,  but  she  I 
did  not  long  enjoy  her  husband's  company  tliere,  uor  the 
quiet  of  the  ancient  castle  where  they  dwelt. 

Joseph,  King  of  Naples,  became  Joseph,  King  of  Spain. 
He  sent  a  letter  to  the  newly  established  Governor  of  ] 
Avellino  requesting   him   to   come  to  Spai 
possible.     The  governor  obeyed   the    summons,  and  his 
wife  and  children  returned  to  France.     Arrived  at  Paris, 
adame  Hugo  promptly  act  out   to   discover  a  suitable 
welling — no  easy  matter,  since  she  knew  exactly  what  i 
ihe  wanted,  and  would  he  satisfied  with  uotlilugelse;  and  [ 
ivo   all,  she   had   determiiied   upon   a  garden,  as  an  1 
ibsolute  necessity.     For  the  grand  scenery  of  the  nioun-  J 
lina, for  broad  plains  and  fertile  valleys, she  cared  little; 
rat  a  garden  of  lier  own,  a  place  upon  which  she  could   I 

:peud  her  labor,  taste,  and  affection,  and  be  rewarded 

ty  flowers  and  shrubs  flourishing  under  her  daily  c 

lat  was  dear  to  her  gentle  French  heart.     She  was  long 

finding  such  a  house   as   she  desired.     One  day  she 

me  back  to  the  childcen  radiant,  and  told  thera  that 

she  had  at  last  discovered  her  very  ideal.     It  was  Number   ' 

12,  Rue  dea  Feuillautincs.  a  «pot  since  made  famous  by  I 

the  poems  of  her  illustrious  son.    Its  large  garden,  almost 

a  little  park,  extended  beyond  it  to  a  partially  ruined 

convent.     Within    its   limits   were  flowers  in  profusion, 

au  abundance  of  fruit,  a  long  avenue  bordered  with  great  ' 

chestnut   trees,  and,  better   than   all,  many  nooks   and 

corners    neglected    for   years,   and   so   overgrown  with 

tangled  vines  and  bushes  as  to  seem  to  the  children  like 

^  virgin  forest. 

With  this  place  so  beautiful  and  sequestered  Hadama  J 
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than  to  play  hi  it  the  livelong  day  games  of  war,  expli 

ing   expeditions,   and    exciting    searches    for    mytlii 
beasts.     Lessons,  however,  had   to  be  learned,  and  the 
garden  paradise  could  only  Iw  enjoyed  in  leisure  hours. 
Victor's  instructor  was  a  benevolent  old  priest  who  after 
liic  Revolution  had  married,  and  who  with  his  wife  kc] 
a  little  school. 

In  the  beautiful  poem  entitled  Ce  Qui  Se  Pasaait 
Feuillantinet    Vera   1818,   Victor   Hugo    describee    tli 
happy  period.     Even  yhcn  rendered  into  English  prof 
the  lovely  verses  do  not  lose  all  their  charm. 

"In  my  fair  childhood  —  alas!  too  brief — I  had  thred 
masters  —  a  garden,  an  old  priest,  and  my  mother.  The 
garden  was  large,  deep,  mysterious,  shut  in  by  high 
walls  from  curious  glancea,  filled  with  flowers  opening 
like  eyes,  and  with  bi'ight  insects  that  ran  along  the 
stones;  full  of  hummiugs  and  confused  voices;  in  the 
centre,  almost  a  field;  at  the  far  end,  almost  a  wood. 
The  priest,  nurtured  upon  Tacitus  and  Homer,  w 
gentle  old  man.     My  mother  —  was  my  mother," 

Soon  to  this  mysterious  garden,  one  more  element 

mystery   was   added.      One   day,   in   1809,   Victor 

Eugene   were   summoned   into   the   parlor,   where   thej 

found  in  company  with  their  mother  a  tall,  black  haired 

man  with  a  kindly  face.     lie  was   a  relative,  Madame 

I  Hugo  told  them.  He  dined  with  them  that  day  and 
returned  the  nc.\t,  to  the  joy  of  the  children,  with  whom 
he  had  at  once  made  friends.  He  soon  became  a  member 
of  the  family,  and  was  especially  attached  to  Victor, 
although  he  was  fond  of  all  the  boys  and  would  join  in 
their  games,  fell  them  stories,  and  help  them  with  their 
lessons.  But  they  thought  it  straugo  that  instead  of 
sleeping  in  the  house  he  passed  his  nights  in  a  corner  of 
the  convent  at  the  foot  of  the  garden,  long  used  as  a  tool 
boassj  and  aha  that  he  never  paaaci  tlve  llmita 
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garden  in  his  walks,  nor  Baw  any  of  the  visitors  who  came 
to  the  hoiiHe,  Moreovci',  they  did  uot  even  know  his 
name:  he  was  called  simply  General.  He  was,  in  fact, 
General  Lahorie,  Victor's  godfather,  who  after  the  affair 
of  General  Moreau,  iu  wliicli  he  had  taken  part,  liad  been 
condemned  to  death  by  Bonaparte.  He  had  been  driven 
from  place  to  place,  liiding  first  with  one  friend  and  then 
with  another,  until  Madame  Hugo,  always  faithfid  to  her 
friends,  and  a  hater  of  Napoleon  besides,  offered  him  a 
refuge.  He  remained  with  her  in  safety  for  a  year  and  a 
half.    He  was  then  arrested  and  thrown  into  prison. 

A  year  later,  after  their  return  from  Spain,  Madame 
Hugo  was  walking  along  the  street  with  Victor,  when  sho 
observed  a  large  white  placard  pasted  against  the  column 
of  a  church.  Grasping  his  hand  more  firmly,  sho  pointed 
to  it  and  said  simply : 

*'  Kead  " 

He  read  this : 

"  French  Empire.  —  By  sentence  of  tlie  First  Council 
of  War,  for  the  crime  of  conspiracy  against  the  Empire 
and  the  Emperor,  the  three  ex-Gunerals,  Malet,  Guidal, 
and  Lahorie,  have  been  shot  upon  the  plain  of  Grenellc." 

It  was  thus  that  Victor  Hugo  first  learned  his  god- 
father's name. 

We  now  arrive  at  the  famous  journey  of  Madamo  Hngo 
and  her  boys  to  Spain,  bo  fruitful  of  results  to  the  future 
poet  and  dramatist.  It  was  a  far  greater  event  to  them 
ell  than  the  journey  to  Italy  had  been,  and  it  was  even  a 
Breater  trial  to  the  liome-loving  mother.  General  Hugo, 
(ow  Count  Hugo,  and  Governor  of  two  provinces,  Iiad 
Bit  for  them  to  join  him  at  Madrid,  and  in  1811,  shortly 
per  the  arrest  of  Lahorie,  they  set  out  from  Paris.  It 
Wk  nine  days  to  cross  France  and  reach  Bayonne.  At 
i  city,  where  they  remained  several  days,  Ma.4ft.TOa 
I  an  immense  old-ias\A\OT\eA  tMtva.^e^'i^x 


234  THE   UOTHEB    OP  TICTOB    HCGO. 

only  vehii^e  she  could  obtain,  in  vliicli  they  traveled 
rest  of  the  way. 

Although  Joseph  was  called  King  of  Spain,  he  ■ 
mastei'  only  of  Madrid  and  the  places  actually  occupie< 
by  the  French  army.  All  traveling  was  consequently 
difficult  and  somewhat  dangerous,  and  to  travel  alone  was 
impossible.  Madame  Hugo  and  her  eons  tlierefore  joined 
at  Irun  an  armed  convoy  that  was  going  to  the  Spanish 
capital.  This  escort  consisted  of  fifteen  hundred  infantry, 
lire  hundred  horse,  and  four  pieces  of  artillery.  The 
first  diflBculty  occurred  before  starting.  The  best  place 
in  the  line  of  march,  because  the  most  thoroughly  pro- 
tected, was  that  nearest  to  the  treasure  which  the  train 
conveyed.  Countess  Hugo,  as  the  wife  of  the  Governor 
of  two  provinces,  claimed  this  position,  which  was  dis-^ 
puted  by  another  lady,  the  Duchess  of  Villa-Hcrmoi 
who  could  not  think  of  allowing  a  French  lady,  and 
of  inferior  rank,  to  take  precedence  of  her.  The  mal 
was  finally  settled  by  a  reference  to  the  Duke  of  Cotadil 
the  commander  of  the  expedition,  who  with  true  Spani 
politeness  awarded  the  place  of  honor  to  the  stranger: 
Madame  Hugo  gave  the  word ;  the  big  carriage  drawn  by 
sis  sturdy  mules  took  its  place  nest  the  treasure ;  and 
then  amid  much  cracking  of  whips  and  shouting 
diivers,  the  long  procession  started  upon  its  way. 

Poor  Madame  Hugo !  Het  miseries  began  at  once. 
Spain,  from  the  time  of  Caesar,  wagon  wheels  were 
made  with  spokes,  but  each  consisted  of  a  solid  circle 
wood  that  squeaked  fearfully  at  every  revolution;  and 
this  ear-splitting  music  the  cortfige  advanced.  The  first 
halt  was  at  Ernani,  a  city  which  she  found  grim  and 
melancholy,  though  Victor  was  so  impressed  by  it  tliat  he 
gave  its  name  to  one  of  his  most  noted  plays.  In  every 
uity  which  had  not  been  destroyed  by  the  war,  the  inhabit- 
^ged  to  furnish  U\e    convoy  with  ft 
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lodging,  and  provisions  enough  to  last  until  the   next 
stage  of  the  journey.    The  amount  provided  depended 
upon  the  rank  of  the  recipient.     Madame  Hugo  was  over- 
come the  first  time  to  find  herself,  as  representative  of 
her  husband,  presented  with  a  quarter  of  an  ox,  a  whole 
sheep,  eighty  pounds  of  bread,  and  a  barrel  of  brandy. 
Four  rations   were   due   to   nim :  one   as   General,   oiie 
.  as  Grovernor,  one  as  Inspector,  and  one  as  Major-Domo  of 
I  the  palace.     What  was  she  to  do  with  all  this  ?     She  soon 
■  found  out.     The  soldiers,  blessed  with  hearty  appetites, 
(had  often  eaten  all  their  rations  while  still  a  day's  march 
b'om  the  next  stage,  and  she  bestowed  her  superfluous 
[ffovisions  upon  tliem. 

Her  generosity  was  well  rewarded.  Not  long  after, 
while  descending  from  the  castle  of  Mondragon,  which  ia 
perched  upon  a  steep  rock,  lier  carriage  was  upset,  and 
tlie  whole  family  narrowly  missed  losing  their  lives.     The 

» descent  was  so  steep  that  those  in  the  vehicle  lost  sight 
ef  the  mules  that  were  drawing  them,  and  expected  every 
moment  to  roll  over  the  precipice  beside  the  road.  Soon 
the  mules  began  to  slip ;  two  of  tlicm  slid  over,  drawing 
the  rest,  and  the  carriage,  suspended  by  one  wheel  to  a 
milestone,  hung  above  the  abyss.  The  milestone,  too, 
began  to  yield  under  the  strain.  Just  in  time  tlie  sol- 
diers came  to  the  rescue,  and,  scrambling  down  the  cliff 
.  a,t  the  risk  of  their  lives,  braced  back  the  carriage  with 
fceir  shoulders,  while  others  hauled  up  the  mules,  and 
[rfterwards  the  heavy  equipage  itself,  Tliis  incident  did 
Lot  tend  to  increase  Madame  Hugo's  love  of  travel. 
Next  to  the  roads,  her  worst  gi'ievauces  were  the  food, 
i  fleas — more  plentiful  even  than  ia  Italy — and  the 
jpniversal  distrust  and  dislike  which  she  encountered 
ifhercver  she  weut.  Her  mere  presence  was  resented  as 
Bhat  of  an  enemy,  a  FrenchwomaH,  aoft.  ao.  mNvv.i.« 
hriviag  in  a  city  at  night,  she  wouVd  \)e  ^Tt'i'Wii.  ^ 
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house  which  was  to  reeeive  herself  and  her  family,  usuallj 
a  large,  massive  stone  building  resembling  a  prison. 
Some  one  of  her  suite  would  knock  at  the  door.  No 
answer.  Another  knock — still  silence.  After  twenty 
strokes  of  the  heavy  knocker,  a  blind  would  open  above, 
and  a  servant's  head  be  thrust  out.  Madame  Hugo  would 
explain  her  presence  and  ask  admittance.  The  servant, 
listening  with  set  lips  and  sullen  eyes,  would  make  no 
reply;  only  when  madame  had  finished  speaking  she 
would  disappear,  and  presently  return  to  open  the  door, 
still  silent,  and  lead  the  way  to  rooms  furnished  only  with 
the  strictest  necessaries,  no  conveniences  or  ornaments 
being  left  to  please  the  hated  guests.  The  servant  would 
then  leave,  not  to  be  seen  again.  The  owners  of  the 
house,  secluded  in  some  distant  wing,  would  not  be  visible 
at  all;  nor  until  the  Frenchwoman  and  her  children 
departed,  permit  sight  or  sound  to  betray  the  presence 
of  any  living  being  other  than  themselves  within  the 
walls. 

At  one  house  it  was  even  worse.  The  family  had 
departed,  leaving  their  possessions  at  the  mercy  of  the 
new-comers ;  but  before  going  they  had  found  a  way  to 
convey  the  opinion  that  the  unwelcome  occupants  were 
robbers.  One  great  empty  hall  lighted  by  a  blazing  pine 
torch  was  left  at  their  disposal ;  upon  every  other  door 
of  the  house,  seals  had  been  placed. 

Upon  arriving  at  Madrid  the  children  were  at  first 
much  pleased  with  the  novelty  of  all  around  them,  and 
with  the  splendor  of  the  palace  in  which  they  lived.  But 
soon  their  parents  decided  that  their  education  must  not 
be  neglected  in  Spain,  any  more  than  in  France  ;  and  so 
Eugene  and  Victor  were  sent  to  a  Spanish  boarding- 
school,  while  Abel  was  received  as  a  page  at  court. 
The  school  to  which  the  younger  boys  went  was  dreary 
and  forbiddmg  in  the  extreme.    T!\\e  te«k.cJci^ic^  ^^x^  ^^ 
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monks,  one  of  whom  was  severe,  the  other  apparently 
good-natured,  but  really  a  kccn-eycd  spy  who  reported  to 
his  Buperior  all  the  little  praiika  or  carelessness  of  the 
boys,  which  he  appeared  not  to  notice  or  disapprove. 
Moreover  the  food  was  insufficient  and  poor,  the  building 
wholly  unwanued,  and  a  grim  court-yard  surrounded  by 
high  walls  was  the  only  play-ground.  The  pupils  were 
all  young  Spaniards  of  noble  families.  It  is  an  odd 
instance  of  the  strictness  of  Spanish  etiquette  that, 
when  engaged  in  romping  games,  they  always  addressed 
each  other  by  their  titles,  never  by  their  names.  It 
■would  be : 

"  Throw  the  ball  this  way,  Marquis," 

"  Count,  that  isn't  fair ! " 

Eugene  and  Victor  were  by  no  means  satisfied  with 
their  life  at  this  institution,  and  did  not  regret  the  deter- 
mination, forced  on  their  parents  by  the  renewal  of  tlie 
war,  to  send  them  back  to  Paris.  They  went  back  in 
1812  to  the  beautiful  garden  of  the  Feuillantines,  where 
they  resumed  their  relations  with  the  Fouchers,  whose 
daughter  AdSle  was  uow  a  very  pretty  Uttlo  girl.  Their 
lives  flowed  on  tranquilly  until  one  day,  the  29th  of 
March,  the  two  boys  were  awakened  early  in  the  morning 
by  the  thunder  of  camion.  They  hastened  to  their' 
mother  to  inquire  the  meaning  of  this  startling  soundj 
She  told  thom  it  was  the  Russians  and  the  Prussians. 
The  allies  were  before  Paris ;  soon,  they  were  in  Paris ; 
and  a  good-natured  Prussian  colonel  was  quartered  at 
Madame  Hugo's  house,  where  he  tried,  with  tolerable' 
success,  to  win  the  favor  of  her  sons. 

The  Bourbons  were  i-estored  !     Madame  Hugo,  still 
royalist,  entered  with  licr  whole  heart  into  the  popular 
rejoicings.     It  became  a  fashion  to  wear  green  shoes,  to 

ignify  the  treading  under  foot  of  the  co\ot  o\  \)rift  t'ov^vK'i* 
her  ahoea  were  always  green.     She  "waa  y^*^^^^  ^"^  vj^'i 
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public  fdtes,  and  seemed  to  have  regained  lier  youth. 
Indeed,  her  loyalty  was  so  well  known  that  the  Count 
d'Artois  sent  the  silver  decoration  of  the  Order  of  the 
Lily  to  the  sons  of  so  devoted  an  adherent,  and  very 
proud  they  were  of  their  new  dignity.  Victor,  wearing 
his  lily  at  his  button-hole,  and  attending  a  festival  with 
the  Foucher  family  and  his  own,  while  little  Mademoiselle 
Addle  leaned  upon  his  arm,  felt  himself  to  be  an  important 
personage. 

One  painful  result  came  to  this  family  from  the  accession 
of  Louis  XVin.  The  political  differences  which  had  so 
long  estranged  General  and  Madame  Hugo  were  so 
exaggerated  by  it  that  they  agreed  to  live  apart,  the  chil- 
dren remaining  with  their  mother. 

From  early  childhood  Victor  had  been  accustomed  to 
compose  poetry,  trying  his  hand  at  narrative  poems, 
royalist  odes,  epigrams,  songs,  tragedies,  translations 
from  the  Latin,  and  even  a  comic  opera — the  last  dedi- 
cated, as  were  many  of  his  best  pieces,  to  his  mother. 
She  knew  of  his  literary  attempts  and  encouraged  him  to 
persevere  in  them,  although  no  encouragement  was  neces- 
sary, since  writing  was  to  him  a  second  nature.  His 
military  dramas  had  long  been  famous  among  his  school- 
mates, by  whom  they  were  performed  under  his  direction, 
with  such  costumes  and  accessories  as  could  be  made  or 
found  for  the  occasion.  He  always  took  the  chief  rftle 
for  himself,  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  performed  it  with 
an  earnestness  that  appeared  in  the  eyes  of  his  comrades 
little  less  than  the  perfection  of  tragic  art.  But  it  was 
not  until  he  was  fifteen  that  his  talent  became  known  to 
a  larger  public  than  that  afforded  by  the  home  circle  and 
the  school. 

In  1817  the  subject  proposed  by  the  French  Academy 
^r  the  prize  in  poetry  was  The  Happiness  resviting  from 
^udy  in  all  SUuatiom  of  lAje.    It  occutt^^l  \»N\fc\«t  \«i 
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compete,  and,  entering  at  once  upon  the  work  without 
telling  any  one  of  his  intention,  he  completed  a.  jwem  of 
three  hundred  and  twenty  lines.  When  it  was  writtea 
he  felt  the  need  of  a  confidant  to  assist  him  in  preseutinj 
it  to  the  secretary  of  the  Academy — an  ordeal  which  lift; 
dared  not  face  alone  —  and  he  trusted  tlie  weight^^ 
secret  to  M,  Biscarrat,  a  young  teacher  of  his  Bchool^-^ 
with  whom  he  was  on  very  friendly  terms.  An  accidoni 
also  rendered  hie  brother  Abel  aware  of  what  was  going, 
on,  and  he  it  was  who  brought  to  the  young  poet  news  of 
the  result  of  the  experiment.  He  appeared  one  day  with, 
two  friends  at  the  school,  while  Victor  was  engaged  in  a. 
romping  game,  and  called  out  to  liim : 

"  Come  here,  stupid ! " 

The  stupid  came. 

"  You  are  a  fine  fellow ! "  Abel  went  on.  "  It  was  well 
worth  your  while  to  put  such  stuff  in  your  verses !  Who 
asked  you  your  age  ?  The  Academy  thought  you  wished 
to  mystify  them.  But  for  that  you  would  have  had  the 
prize.     What  a  donkey  you  are!     You  have  a  Mention." 

It  was  indeed  as  Abel — whose  glowing  countenance 
belied  his  rough  words — had  said.  An  unfortunate  lino, 
in  which  ho  described  himself  as  a  poet  of  ecaroely  jifteen, 
had  deprived  Victor  of  the  prize.  But  at  that  time 
an  honorable  Mention  from  the  Academy  was  an  impoi-t- 
ant  event.  Victor's  name  was  in  the  papers ;  he  was 
congratulated  by  all  liis  friends ;  and  his  teachers  as  well 
aa  his  comrades  were  proud  to  have  him  a  member  of 
their  school,  Madame  Hugo  was  happy,  confidout  that 
this  success  would  lead  to  greater. 

A  little  later,  however,  he  gave  her  something  other 
than  literature  to  think  of,  and  which  did  not  appear  to 
her  nearly  as  satisfactory.     Upon  leaving  school,  EugSne 
and  Victor  came  to  live  with  their  mottvcT,a,ui.-wev&NrSsi. 
her  every  evening  to  visit  their  old  irieiiia  a.\\i  ivev^ 
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the  Pouchers.    Aftei'  the  first  greetings,  Madame  Hugo, 
without  removing  Iier  Hhawl  or  bonnet,  would  establish 
herseH  in  one  corner  of  the  fireplace,  take  her  work  front  ;j 
a  little  bag  and  begin  to  crochet.     Ojiposite  her  would  sib 
M.  Foucher  with  a  candle  and  a  snufE-box  upon  a  stan^ 
beside  him,  and  a  book  upon  hie  knee.     Between  them^ 
would  be  Madame  Foucher  and  the  young  people  of  both  j 
families,  in  silence.     Now  and  then  Madame  Hugo  would  J 
pause  in  her  work  for  a  moment  to  look  into  the  fire,  ( 
would  extend  her  snuff-box  (for  she,  too,  was  a  snul 
Saker)  to  M.  Foucher,  saying: 
"  Will  you  take  a  pinch,  Monsieur  Foucher  ?  " 
"Thank  you,  Madame,"  ho  would  reply,  helping  him- 
self, and  then  again  there  would  be  silence,  for  the  older 
people  did  not  care  to  talli,  and  the  younger  were  nofcj 
permitted  to  do  so  in  their  presence.     But  these  quiei 
evenings  were  not  dull  to  Victor,  for  he  found  am|^ 
satisfaction  ui  sitting  still  and  stealing  looks  at  Madeto 
oiselle  AdSIe,  with  whom  he  had  fallen  very  much  inC 
lore.     She  returned  his  aSection.     When  tlie  state  oi% 
affairs  was  discovered  by  lier  parents  and  Madame  Hugo, 
all  of  them  disapproved,  for  neither  AdSle  nor  Victor  had 
property.     He  had  his  fortune  to  make,  and  both  were 
very  young.     It  was  thought  that  if  a  mere  boy  and  girlV 
fancy  existed  between  them,  time  and  separation  woul 
destroy  it ;  while  if  it  were  something  more  they  couldj 
afford  to  wait.     By  an  arrangement  among  the  parents 
therefore,  intercourse  between  the  two  families  was  brokei 


r  Shortly  before  this,  Madame  Hugo  suffered  from 
BCTere  hemorrhage  of  the  lungs,  and  had  been  nursedl 
through  her  illness  with  devoted  care  by  her  sons.  Victor 
had  been  intending  to  compete  for  the  annual  prizes 
offered  at  the  Floral  Cfames  of  Toulouse,  but  his  mother's 
^fiang^cr  pat  all  thought  of    composilion  itota.  \os  mv 
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One  night,  whcu  slie  was  a  littlo  better,  she  asked  Iiira  il 
he  had  written  the  poem  which  he  was  to  scad  in.  He 
jeplicd  that  he  had  not,  and  that  it  was  uboIobs  to  think 

doing  so,  since  to  reacli  Toulouse  in  time  it  would  need 

be  despatched  tlie  next  day.     Madame  Hugo  seemed 

feel  60  deeply  the  loss  of  this  opportunity,  which  her 
sickneBS  had  caused  hiin  to  miss,  that  as  soon  as  she  fell 
asleep  he  procured  a  jicn  and  paper  and  sat  by  her  side 
all  night,  writing  the  poem,  which  she  found,  in  the  morn- 
ing npon  her  bed.     He  sent  it,  with  another  which  he  had 
written  before,  to  Toulouse.     Both  poems  won  prizes,  and 
few  days  later  he  had  the  happiness  of  showing  to  his 
lother  the  golden  lily  and  the  golden  amaranth  awarded 
by  the  judges. 

After  her  recovery  the  family  remoTed  to  another  house, 
but  the  effort  of  moving  and  the  labor  consequent  iifion 
settling  down  in  the  new  room,  brought  on  a  second 
hemorrhage.  This  was  followed  by  a  long  period  of 
deceptive  improvement;  then  again  she  took  to  her  l>ed, 
The  doctor  did  not  give  up  hope,  and  her  sons  were  sure 
that  she  would  recover.  On  the  twenty-seventh  of  June, 
1821,  Eugene  and  Victor  wore  alone  with  her  in  the  room. 

"  Look,"  said  EugSne  to  Victor,  "  how  well  mamma  is! 

le  has  not  waked  since  midnight." 
Yes,"  replied  Victor,  *'  she  will  soon  recover." 

He  looked  at  her  tranquil  face  and  bent  to  kiss  her. 

le  was  dead. 

All  her  children,  but  Victor  most,  moarned  her  deeply. 
*Aftcr  the  funeral  he  wandered  in  the  cemetery  alone, 
softly  calling  her  name,  until  at  night  the  gates  were 
closed  and  he  was  forced  to  leave.  He  could  not  bear  to 
return  to  the  emjify  house.  He  paced  the  streets  until  a 
late  hour,  when,  by  a  sudden  impul.se,  he  turned  into  the 
street  where  the  Fouchcra  lived,  w\»\i.m^  \o  ^vo.  ■erasifii 
^mKm£oH  if  possible  hy  thinking  oi  tViewi  \i.n^  dA  \x\«v^a« 
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and  of  Addle.  He  found  their  house  brilliantly  lighted 
and  resounding  with  music  and  laughter;  and  he  saw 
Addle  within,  in  a  ball  dress,  with  flowers  in  her  hair, 
laughing  and  dancing.  It  was  her  father's  birthday,  and 
a  ball  having  been  planned  by  way  of  celebration,  he  had 
been  unwilling  to  deprive  his  daughter  of  a  pleasure,  and 
had  not  told  her  of  Madame  Hugo's  death. 

The  next  morning  while  she  was  walking  in  the  garden 
Victor  entered,  and  his  face  at  once  showed  her  that 
something  sad  had  happened. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  "  she  asked,  running  up  to  him. 

"  My  mother  is  dead,"  he  answered ;  "  she  was  buried 
yesterday." 

"  And  I  was  dancing!"  exclaimed  Addle,  bursting  into 
tears.  She  explained  that  she  had  known  nothing  of  the 
event,  which  indeed  he  had  already  guessed ;  and  they 
mourned  together  for  her  who  had  been  so  devoted  a 
mother  to  the  one,  and  to  whom  the  other  had  hoped  to 
give  a  daughter's  care.  They  always  afterward  looked 
upon  that  sad  morning  as  their  betrothal,  and  when  a 
few  days  later  the  formal  demand  was  made  for  the  young 
lady's  hand,  she  said  simply  that  she  considered  herself 
already  engaged.  A  year  later  they  were  married — a 
husband  of  twenty  and  a  wife  of  seventeen.  The  union 
was  productive  of  nothing  but  happiness.  If  she  was 
not  a  daughter  to  the  mother  of  her  husband,  it  was  her 
hand  who  recorded  most  of  the  events  above  related. 
She  was  the  tSmoin  who  recounted  the  story  of  the  early 
married  life  of  General  Hugo  and  the  amorous  daughter 
of  La  Vendue.* 

*  Victor  Hugo  racont6  par  un  Temoin  de  sa  Yie.    Paris,  1808. 


rP  the  reader  has  ever  known  a  family  one  child  of 
which  was  cither  blind,  deaf  and  dumb,  or  so  lame 
to  be  helpless,  he  has  probably  been  struck  with 
ihe  great  variety  of  compensating  circaraHtances  which 
^gathered  round  that  child  to  make  its  lot  not  lesa  happy 
I        than  that  of  children  in  general.     It  haa  seemed  to  me 
sometimes  as  if  everybody  and  everything  connected  with 
such  a  child  enters  into  a  sort  of  holy  conspiracy  to  alle- 
viate its  condition.     Its  mother  loves  it  with  a  singular 
depth  of  tenderness.     Its  father  regards  it  with  pitying 
fondness.     The  relations  and  friends  of  the  family  vie 
with  one  another  which  shall  do  most  for  it.     Its  own 
brothers  and  sisters  —  cruel  aa  children  often  are  to  one 
another  —  often  look  upon  the  afflicted  one  with  a  mixture 
of  awe  and  affection,  which  naakea  them  vigilant  in  good 
offices  toward  it. 
^H     In  the  town  of  Hanover,  in  New  Hampshire,  the  seat 
^Hjbf   Dartmouth  College,  a   town  surrounded  with  moun- 
^HSains,  and  traversed  by  rapid  mountain  streams,  Laura 
^^Blewey  Bridgman  was  born,  in  the  yea.r  1829.     She  was 
^^^  bright,  pretty  child,  with  pleftsing  blue  eyes,  but  of  bo 
^^Beeble  a  constitution,  that  during  the  hrst  eighteen  months 
ij^^of  her  existence  her  parents  scarcely  expected  her  to  out^ 
live  her  infancy.     But  after  her  eighteenth  month,  she 
rapidly  improved  in  health,  and,  in  a  very  short  time,  she 
[_  was  as  well  and  vigorous  as  children  of  her  age  usually 

Her  parents,  as  parents  are  apt  to  do,  t\\o\i^'(.  "C^w*.  ] 
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she  exhibited  at  twenty  months  signs  of  uncommon  intel- 
ligence. 

She  was  two  years  of  age  when  she  was  attacked  by  a 
disease  which  brought  her  to  death's  door,  one  of  those 
complaints  the  after  consequences  of  which  are  often 
more  terrible  and  lasting  than  the  disease  itself.  For 
seven  weeks  the  fever  raged.  Her  eyes  and  ears  became 
living  sores,  and  they  were  finally  consumed.  For  five 
months  she  lay  in  a  darkened  room,  and  two  whole  years 
passed  before  she  was  sufficiently  restored  to  take  her 
natural  place  in  the  family. 

But  how  changed  her  condition!  She  was  totally 
blind.  She  was  totally  deaf.  She  had  lost  the  power  of 
speech.  She  could  not  smell.  There  remained  no  avenue 
from  the  outer  world  to  the  mind  within,  except  the  sense 
of  touch.  Such  was  her  state  at  the  age  of  four  years  — 
a  healthy,  sensitive,  eager,  intelligent  child,  able  only  to 
use  her  feet  as  means  of  locomotion,  and  her  fingers  to 
acquire  knowledge. 

As  soon  as  she  was  well  enough  to  get  about,  she 
began  curiously  to  grope  around  her  room,  and  then  to 
explore  the  house,  feeling,  lifting,  touching  in  various 
ways  every  object,  animate  and  inanimate,  within  her 
reach.  She  used  to  go  with  her  mother  about  the  house, 
and  feel  her  hands  as  she  performed  the  usual  household 
work,  and  seemed  to  take  pleasure  in  imitating  her 
motions,  although  it  was  impossible  she  should  know 
their  object.  Her  imitative  power  was  remarkable,  and 
in  the  course  of  the  next  three  years  she  even  learned  to 
knit  and  to  sew  a  little.  Being  human,  she  began  also  to 
show  the  less  amiable  traits  of  human  nature,-  to  her 
parents'  great  perplexity  and  distress.  As  they  had  no 
way  of  reasoning  with  her,  there  was  no  method  except 
that  ot  force  to  prevent  her  from  running  into  danger,  or 
doing  what  was  manifestly  improper.  So  ^«u^«fc^\JcL^  first 
tliree  jreara  after  her  affliction. 
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Dnring  those  years  her  great  friend  and  bciiefactor  was 
in  training  in  the  city  of  Bastou.     Dr.  S.  G.  Howe,  after 
studying  medicine,  was  so  powerfully  wrought  upon  by  that 
movement  for  the  independence  of  Greece  in  whicli  LordJ 
Byron  spent  the  laat  montlis  of  his  life,  that  he  went  to  1 
Greece,  where  he  aervod  as  a  surgeon  in  the  patriot  army,,r 
and  in  other  capacities  for   five  years.     Afterwards  ha  j 
was  in  the   Polish  movement  of  1831,  which  led  to  his  | 
imprisonment  in  Prussia  for  six  weeks.     At  thirty-twoj.. 
we  find  him  President  of  the  Perkins  Institution  for  the  1 
Blind  in  South  Boston,  in  the  founding  of  which  he  had  J 
taken  an  active  part. 

In  1837,  when  ho  liad  had  five  years'  experience  in  1 
teaching  the  blind,  he  heard  of  Laura  Bridgman,  and  J 
went  to  Hanover  to  visit  her,  intending,  if  her  parents  1 
would  consent,  to  bring  her  to  the  Institution,  to  see  if  it  I 
wei-o  possible  to  give  her  some  instruction. 

"  I  found  her,"  he  once  wrote,  "  with  a  well-formed  \ 

figure,  a  strongly  marked,  nervous-sanguine  temperament,  J 

a  large  and  beautifully  shaped  head,  and  her  whole  sya-  J 

L  tem  in  healthy  action." 

With  the  cheerfid  consent  of  her  parents,  she  ' 
ttransfei'red  to  the  Institution  in  the  fall  of  1837,  when  1 
■'She  was  eight  years  of  age.  For  several  days  after  enter- 
ftlng  the  Institution  she  seemed  much  puzzled  with  the 
■  novelty  of  the  objects  by  which  she  was  surrounded,  and 
■■the  doctor  made  no  attempt  to  instruct  her  for  two  weeks, 
Iwhen  she  had  become  pretty  familiar  with  her  new  abode 
I  and  acquainted  with  its  inmates. 

He  began  her  instruction  in  this  way :    He  took  a  com- 
BlDon  spoon  and   key,  and  pasted  upon  each  a  label  open 
which  its  name  was  printed  in  raised  letters.    These 
objects  she  felt  very  carefully,  and  was  not  long  in  dis- 
covering the  diffeience  in  the  two  words,     ii. XJitA -SpSA. 
wjmakee  a  discovery  of  that  kind  in  anmataiA,  Q-wm^t^"^^ 
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sensitiveness  of  its  touch.  Next,  he  placed  before  her 
two  labels  with  the  same  two  names  printed  upon  them. 
She  soon  showed  that  she  perceived  the  difference  by 
putting  the  label  k-e-y  upon  the  key,  and  the  label  s-p-o-o-n 
upon  the  spoon.  From  that  moment,  the  success  of  this 
most  interesting  experiment  was  assured,  and  the  doctor 
encouraged  her  by  patting  her  on  the  head.  Other 
objects  were  placed  before  her,  and  she  rapidly  learned  to 
placed  the  right  label  upon  each.  When  her  table  was 
covered  with  articles  and  labels  lying  in  confusion,  she 
would  sort  them  out,  placing  upon  every  one  of  them  its 
printed  name. 

The  next  step  was  an  important  advance.  Types  were 
given  her  consisting  of  certain  required  letters.  At  first 
the  types  were  arranged  in  proper  order,  b-o-o-k,  and  then, 
after  a  time,  they  were  thrown  into  confusion,  and  she 
was  taught  to  put  them  together  again  in  the  same  order. 
This  process  was  repeated  until  she  could  form  the  name, 
in  her  moveable  types,  of  all  the  articles  that  could  be 
placed  within  her  reach.  Gratifying  as  her  progress  was, 
it  was  still  evident  to  her  patient  instructor  that  she  did 
not  as  yet  comprehend  the  object  which  he  had  in  view. 
But,  one  day,  while  she  was  setting  up  names  in  this 
manner,  a  change  came  over  her  demeanor. 

"  Hitherto,"  says  Doctor  Howe,  "  the  process  had  been 
mechanical,  and  the  success  about  as  great  as  teaching  a 
very  knowing  dog  a  variety  of  tricks.     The  poor  child 
had  sat  in  mute  amazement,  and  patiently  imitated  every- 
thing her  teacher  did  ;  but  now  the  truth  began  to  flash 
upon  her ;  her  intellect  began  to  work ;   she  perceived 
that  here  was  a  way  by  which  she  could  herself  make  up 
a  sign  of  anything  that  was  in  her  own  mind,  and  show 
it  to  another  mind  ;  and  at  once  her  countenance  lighted 
up  with  a  human  expression.  ...  I  could  almost  fix  upon 
"^ie  moment  when  this  truth  dawned  \iT^XL\x«tm\3A^wid 
read  its  light  to  her  countenance.'' 
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Doctor  Howe  next  jirocured  for  her  a  font  of  metal 

types  with  the  letters  cast  upon  one  end,  and  a  board  in 

which  there  were  square  holes  in  which  she  could  place 

the  types,  so  that  the  raised   letters  atone  would  extend 

above   the  surface  of    the  wood.     Upon  handing  her  a 

pencil  or  a  watch,  she  would  immediately  set  up  its  name 

1  type,  so  that  the  blind  could  read  it;  and  in  this  way 

ihe  was   exercised   for  several   weeks,  until   her  list  of 

"Ords  became  considerable.      She  took  great  deUght  in 

bis  exercise,  and  learned  far  more  rapidly  than  when  her 

rformances  were  pujcly  mechanical. 

The  nest  s1«p  was  to  enable  her  to  communicate  with 

fliers  by  means  of  her  fingers,  using  tlie  various  deaf 

Hid  dumb    alphabets.      Strange  as  it  may  seem,  she 

lanied  very  quickly  to  represent  the  different  letters  by 

B  position  of  lier  fingers;  for  she  now  had  a  clear  sense 

I  what  the  teacher  was  about.     When  she  had  been  a 

year  in  the  Institution,  she  could  converse  with  its  inmates 

with  considerable  freedom,  and  was  apparently  among 

the  happiest  of  them  all.     She  never  appeared  to  be  in 

low  spirits,  but  was  full  of  fun  and  frolic,  romped  with 

the  rest  of  the  children,  and  laughed  louder  than  them 

all.     When  alone,  she  seemed  more  than  content  with  her 

knitting  and  sewing,  and  would  amuse  herself  for  hours 

in  that  way,     lu  the  course  of  time,  she  learned  to  write, 

^d  the  first  use  she  made  of  this  accomplishment  was  to 

prite  a  letter  to  her  mother. 

,  When  she  had  been  six  months  in  the  Institution,  her 
toother  came  to  see  her ;  but  Laura,  though  she  ran 
pinet  her,  and  felt  of  her  hands  and  dress,  did  not 
a  her — to  her  mother's  great  grief.  But  after  a 
ihile.  when  her  mother  took  hold  of  her  again,  an  idea 
Kmed  to  flash  upon  her  mind ;  she  eagerly  felt  her 
(other's  hands ;  became  pale  and  red  b^  terns,  ■,  wA 
■  mciber  drew  her  close  to  \ieT  ?,\^%  M\i 
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ber  fondly,  all  doubt  suddenly  disappeared  from  tbe 
cbild's  countenance  ;  and,  her  face  beaming  with  joy,  she 
yielded  to  her  mother's  embraces. 

One  of  her  visitors,  when  she  was  twelve  years  of  age, 
was  Charles  Dickens,  who  was  profoundly  interested  in 
her. 

"  Her  face,*'  he  says,  "  was  radiant  with  intelligence 
and  pleasure.  Her  hair,  braided  by  her  own  hands,  was 
bound  about  her  head,  whose  intellectual  capacity  and 
development  were  beautifully  expressed  in  its  graceful 
outline  and  its  broad,  open  brow ;  her  dress,  arranged  by 
herself,  was  a  pattern  of  neatness  and  simplicity ;  the 
work  she  had  knitted  lay  beside  her ;  her  writing-book 
was  on  the  desk  she  leaned  upon.  .  .  .  Like  other  inmates 
of  that  house,  she  had  a  green  ribbon  bound  around  her 
eyelids.  A  doll  she  had  dressed  lay  near  her  upon  the 
ground.  I  took  it  up,  and  saw  that  she  had  made  a  green 
fillet,  such  as  she  wore  herself,  and  fastened  it  about  its 
minute  eyes.  .  .  .  My  hand  she  rejected  at  once,  as  she 
does  that  of  any  man  who  is  a  stranger  to  her.  But  she 
retained  my  wife's  with  evident  pleasure,  kissing  her, 
and  examined  her  dress  with  a  girl's  curiosity  and 
interest.'^ 

It  was  at  this  period  that  Dr.  Howe  commissioned  Miss 

\   Sophie  A.   Peabody  of    Salem,  afterward  the   wife   of 

\  Nathaniel  Hawthorne,  to  model  the  bust  of  Laura  in  clay, 

which  may  still  be  seen  in  the  Asylum  at  Boston.     The 

artist  was  then  engaged  to  Hawthorne,  and  the  money 

($150)  that  she  received  for  the  work,  went  into  a  fund 

which  she  had  already  begun  to  set  apart  for  her  wedding 

trousseau.     Laura  herself  watched  the  progress  of  the 

clay  model  with  keen  interest,  perusing  its  features  with 

delicate,  sensitive  fingers,  clapping  her  little  hands  with 

delighty  and  gleefully  speaking  of  the  bust  as  her  "  white 

baby/  »    ^      ^     ^      ^^  -4> 
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■  Mr.  Dickens  spoke  of  the  diiference  between  her  treafc- 

ment  of  himself  and  of  his  wife.     Ilcr  aeiise  of  feminine 

l||)ropriety,  if  I  may  use  the  expression,  was,  so  far  as  her 

iachers  could  discern,  inborn.     No  child  ever   evinced 

i  regard  to  appearances.     She  was  never  seen  with 

r  dress  in  disorder,  or  in  an  mibecoming  attitude  ;  and 

E  by  chance  she  discovered  a  little  tear  or  dirt  upon  her 

rcss  or  person,  she  showed  an  acute  sense  of  shame,  and 

Birould  hurry  away  to  remove  it.     Her  demeanor  towards 

I  all  reserve  and  distance,  but  to  women   she 

would  be  quickly  affectionate,  cling  closely  to  them,  kiss 

md  caress  them  with  unusual  frequency  and  fondness. 

IPlien   a   strange   lady  was   presented  to  her  she  soon 

jecame  familiar,  examined  her  dress  with  her  fingers,  and 

permitted  lier   caresfles.     But  with  men  it  was  entirely 

different,  and  she  repelled  every  kind  of  familiarity.    No 

matter  how  much  she  was  attached  to  a  male  teacher, 

tshe  would  not  sit  upon  his  knees,  nor  let  him  clasp  her 

Bfiboiit  the  waist. 

r  Her  sense  of  ownership  seemed  also  to  be  innate.  She 
was  fond  of  acquiring  property,  and  respected  the  right 
of  ownership  in  others.  She  was  never  known  to  steal, 
and  was  noted  throughout  her  childhood  for  speaking  the 


I 


utfa.     Nor  was  slie  less  prone  to  imitation  than  other    ^^M 

lildien.     She  was  known  to  sit  for  half  an  horn-  holding   ^^M 

book  before  her  and  moving  her  lips,  as  she  had  observed   ^^| 

sople  do  when  reading.    One  day  she  pretended  that  her   ^^M 

)1I  was  sick,  as  Dr.  Howe  relates,  and  went  through  all   ^^| 

■.lie  motions  of  tending  it  and  administering   medicine.  ^^| 

She  carefully  put  it  to  bed,  placed  a  bottle  of  hot  water  at  ^^| 

its  feet,  laughing  all  the  time  most  heartily.  ^^M 

"When  I  came  home,"  adds  the  doctor,  "she  inBisted 
upon  my  going  to  see  it  and  feeling  its  pulse,  and  when  I 

ktold  her  to  put  a  blister  to  its  back,  she  seemft^  \ki  ckijs^ 
it  amaningl/  and  almost  screamed  ■wilTa,  4e\\^^' 
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Her  principd  moral  fault  was  a  capridoiis  quickness 
of  temper.  Though  usually  tractable  and  obedient,  she 
was  liable  to  sudden,  unreasonable  anger,  which  would 
manifest  itself  in  the  usual  ways  of  slamming  the  door 
and  dashing  out  of  the  room.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  she 
took  offence  one  day  because  her  teacher  told  her  to  put 
her  handkerchief  into  her  desk.  She  had  left  it  upon  the 
desk,  which  was  against  a  rule  of  the  school-room. 

"  Put  your  handkerchief  in  your  desk,"  remarked  the 
teacher  in  a  quiet  manner,  supposing  that  she  had  for- 
gotten it. 

Laura  showed  displeasure  in  her  countenance,  hesitated 
a  moment,  and  then  placed  the  handkerchief  in  her  lap, 
saying : 

"  I  prefer  to  put  it  in  my  lap.'* 

The  teacher  seeing  that  the  child  meant  rebellion, 
said : 

"  I  told  you  to  put  it  in  the  desk,  and  now  I  want  you 
to  do  it." 

Laura  sat  still  for  about  two  minutes.  She  then  lifted 
the  lid  very  high,  threw  the  handkerchief  into  the  desk, 
and  let  the  lid  fall  with  a  noise  that  startled  all  the 
school-room. 

"  Are  you  angry  ?  "  asked  the  teacher. 

This  question  had  always  calmed  her  before,  but  it  did 
not  on  this  occasion. 

"  I  am  very  cross,"  said  she. 

The  teacher  replied,  "  I  am  very  sorry,  and  I  am  very 
sorry  you  shut  the  desk  so  hard.  I  want  you  to  open  it 
again,  and  take  your  handkerchief  and  put  it  in  gently." 

"  I  will  take  it  out  to  wipe  my  eyes,  and  put  it  back," 
she  replied. 

The  teacher  told  her  that  she  wished  her  first  of  all  to 
put  it  into  the  desk  gently.  Laura  lifted  the  lid,  took  out 
the  handkerchiety  let  the  lid  slam  «a  \>^ioT^,  wA  tVv^ti 
raJBed  the  Aandterchief ,  as  if  to  Vipo  Yiex  ^^^^. 


LAUBA    BRIDOMAN.  251 

"  No,"  said  the  teacher  with  docision,  and  took  her  haud 
|<dowii. 

Laura  eat  awhile  without  motiou,  and  then,  aa  the 
■teacher  reports,  "  uttered  the  moat  frightful  yell  I  ever 
Klieard."  Her  face  was  pale,  and  she  was  trembling  in 
levery  limb.  The  teacher,  bearing  the  sound  of  risitors 
Fftpproaching,  eaid  to  her : 

"  You  must  go  and  ait  alone." 

She  rebelled  for  a  moment,  and  then  went  to  her  room. 
iThe  spirit  of  deGancc  seemed  to  have  obtained  firm  pos- 
P  seBsion  of  her,  and  some  days  passed  before  she  showed  a 
genuine  penitence.  In  the  interval,  she  behaved  very 
much  as  other  naughty  children  do;  among  other  things, 
affecting  gayety  of  a  boisterous  character.  At  length, 
however,  through  the  tact  and  perseverance  of  the  teacher, 
she  came  to  a  better  state  of  mind.  It  was  long  before 
she  gained  the  mastery  of  this  fault ;  lapsing  occasionally 

^ after  she  was  of  age. 
.    More   than    forty  years    have    passed    since    Charles 
Dickens  saw  this  afflicted  child,  during  most  of  which 
she  has  lived  at  the  Aeylimi  and  spent  her  summer  vaca- 
tions at  her  native  village.     Her  education  proves  to  be 
as  successful  as  Mr.  Dickens  regarded  it  before  it  bad 
len  tested  by  maturity.     Mies  Eridgman  is  now  (1883) 
f-four  years  old.    In  appearance  she  differs  little  fi-om 
I  prevailing  type  of  middle-aged  New  England  ladies, 
(he  passes  her  life  very  much  aa  she  would  if  she  enjoyed 
e  use  of  all  her  senses. 
The  most  curious  and  interesting  event  of  her  later 
years  was  her  reversion  from  the  philosophical  Unitarian- 
Ism  of  Dr.  Howe  to  the  religion  of  her  parents,  who  were 
Baptists.     She  became  acquainted  in  1855  with  a  blind 
girl  from  Germany,  an  enthusiastic  Baptist,  who  imparted 
to  Laura  her  view  of  the  Christian  rtli^oiv.    §Qe\ieK.iMSi» 
EMitffr  maoy  months  of  reflection  ani  mte'raaX  a^;^^*^^ 
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very  fervent  Baptist     She  wrote  to  one  of  her  tcachi 
in  1861: 

"  I  ftm  better  this  mom.  I  have  not  been  well  mm 
of  the  time  this  winter  and  in  the  fall.  But  I  am  mm 
hftppior   in   mind   concerning  God,  &  his  begotten 

§JesuB  Christ.     1  jirofess  religion  since  last  spring  most' 
ferventl}-.     I  devote  a  great  deal  of  my  time  to  studying 
the  sacred  Bible.    1  rejoice  so  highly  that  God  has  helptrf 
,  me  to  comprehend  his  worts  in  many  ways.     1  read  in 
the  blessed  Bible  daily,  which  i  prize  the  most  of  alL] 
books  in  this  world."  " 
During  a  visit  to  her  native  place  she  was  baptized  in 
one  of  the  mountain  streams,  and  admitted  to  the  chm-ch 
of  which  her  parents  were  members.     The  account  which 
she  gives  of  the  ceremony  is  exceedingly  touching.     The 
thought  first  occurred  to  her  mind  during  a  visit  to  her 
relations  at  Thettord  in  Vermont,  where  she  remained 

»for  some  months,  associatuig  chiefly  with  her  cousin  Eimily. 
"  I  attained,"  she  wrote,  "  much  enjoyment  of  convers- 
ing with  my  cousin  about  sacred  things.  I  thought  how 
delightful  it  might  have  been  to  my  soul  if  I  could  be 
baptized  in  the  pure  water  by  the  minister  who  usually 

I  preached  the  Holy  Ghost  to  the  blest  church  in  Thettord. 
But  my  dear  God  did  not  approve  of  my  doing  that  away 
from  my  home.  I  felt  fearful  at  times  from  these 
thoughts  concerning  the  performance  of  baptism.  I 
thought  that  there  was  danger  of  sinking  my  head  beneath  i 
the  water,  &  1  might  be  drowned  in  the  depth  of  water. 
I  did  not  feel  strong  &  confident  sufliciently  for  beingi 
in  a  grave.  .  .  In  the  fall  I  liad  much  delight  in  a 
religious  conversation  with  my  dear  adopted  sister  A' 
her  husband,  &  my  dear  motlier.  One  sunny  p.  m.  I 
visited  my  adopted  sister,  Mrs.  H.  Wo  had  a  very  solemn 
happiaeas  with  a  talk  in  the  library  with  Mr,  H,,  a  most 
exoeliSnt  minister.    We  tianaactei.  som^i  Viii«aisi*&  yisai 


\ 


lADBA   BItlDGMAN. 


^5Sl 


cerniog  the  sacred  ordinance.     My  sister,  Mi-a.  Herrick, 
called  upon  me  the  first  Saturday  of  July;  alie  interpreted 
some  sentences   to  me  for  the  reverend.     .Shortly  after  ^^ 
dinner  I  accomjianicd  my  mother  to  his  house  a  few  rodft^H 
from  my  home.     I  had  a  happy  call  there  till  it  was  time^^f 
^^m    for  us  all  to  go  ti]  the  holy  sanctuary  to  attribute  prayers^^f 
^^fe  and  holy  communion  to  the  Almighty  Fatlier.    The  liolj'^^^l 
^^H   chnreh  agreed  to  vote  me  a  member.     Tlic  sixth  of  Julyj^^l 
^^M  the  first  Sabbath,  my  cousin  Mary  called  to  Bee  me  uiioe.'^^| 
^^1  or  twice  Sunday.     I  went  with  her  &  my  mother  tu  Mr.^^J 
^^F  Herrick's  house  at  noon.     I  was  so  glad  to  meet  a  fevT^^J 
I  ladies  there ;  I  was  waited  upon  by  those  ladies  in  prepa^ 

ration  for  baptism.  I  could  hardly  help  myself  undress 
and  dress  myself.  Mr.  H.  welcomed  me  so  gladly  at  his 
house.  I  was  guided  to  the  brookside  by  my  mamma  & 
Mrs.  Huntington.  Mr.  H.  sent  for  me  one  of  his  chairs  to 
sit  by  the  side  of  the  brook  while  holy  prayer  was  Iroing  ^^ 
addressed.  Two  students  sang  a  liymn  112.  I  believe  ^H 
that  the  first  line  of  the  hymn  is :  ^H 

"In  all  my  God'a  oppointed  ways."  ^^^ 

I  did  not  feel  inclined  to  talk  with  my  fingers  at  the 
blessed  ordinance,  but  I  was  so  happy  to  hare  my  mother 
or  any  person  speak  to  me.  My  soul  was  overwhelmed 
with   spiritual   joy  and  light  in  the  presence  of  God,  & 

his  blest  Son  Jesus  Christ.     I  could  liardly  smile,  for  1 

felt  solemnly  happy.  .  .  As  Mr.  H.  took  me  by  thoJ 
hand  crossing  the  pure  water  I  felt  a  thrill  of  crying  fori 
joy,  though  not  one  drop  of  a  tear  fell  in  sight  from  myfl 
eyes.  .  .  My  dear  father  &  a  gentleman  aided  me  ujil 
out  of  the  water,  &  I  eat  in  the  chair  with  my  wcM 
clothes,  on  utterance  of  another  prayer,  I  went  to  church  ■ 
&  the  holy  communion.  Mr.  H.  gave  me  the  right  hand 
of  fellowship  in  God.  It  was  a  most  gloiiims  k,  -^j\w«i 
Simday,  evermore  for  me  to  retain  " 
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Since  that  period  her  thoughts  have  evidently  had  hut 
Blight  relation  to  this  world  and  its  delights,  although 
her  enjoyment  of  life  appears  to  be  nndimiinshed.  The 
change  in  her  religious  feelings  was  far  from  lessening 
her  regard  for  her  illustrious  teacher,  Dr.  Howe.  He  died 
in  1876.  A  fev  days  after  his  death  she  wrote  to 
friend: 

"  I  think  much  of  Or.  H.  day  &  night,  with  sorrow, 
gratitude,  &,  love,  &  sincerity." 

She  spoke  and  wrote  frequently  of  him,  aud  looks 
forward  with  perfect  confidence  to  meeting  him  again. 
She  retains  the  tastes  and  the  habits  of  industry  which 
she  acquired  at  the  Institution  in  her  childliood,  taking 
pleasure  in  decorating  her  room.  She  has  named  her 
room  Sunny  Home,  from  one  of  its  windows  wliich  lets 
in  the  sunlight,  of  which  she  is  as  fond  as  though  she 
could  behold  the  pictiires  it  creates.  She  never  finds 
time  hanging  heavily  upon  her  hands.  Besides  reading 
the  books  and  periodicals  printed  in  raised  letters  for  the 
blind,  she  sews,  knits,  crochets  lace,  makes  mats  and  other 
fancy  articles,  which  she  sells  to  visitors  with  her  auto- 
graph attached.  She  retains,  too,  her  power  to  enjoy  a 
jest,  and  has  wholly  recovered  from  her  propensity  to 
hursts  of  anger.    1  conclude  with  one  of  her  poems ; 
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LIGHT  AND  DARKNESB. 
Light  represents  day. 

Light  is  more  brilliant  than  ruby,  even  diamond. 
Light  is  wliiter  than  snow. 
DtLrknesB  ia  night-like. 
It  looks  as  black  as  iroa. 
DarkneaB  ia  a  sorrow. 
Joy  is  a  thrilling  rapture.- 
Light  yields  a  shooting  joy  through  the  hui 
Li^ht  is  as  sweet  as  honey,  but 
Dirkaest  i»  bitter  wt  salt  lULdmon^^iKa'^'atifliia:, 
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Light  is  finer  than  gold,  and  eyen  finest  gold. 

Joy  is  a  real  light. 

Joy  ifl  a  blazing  fiame. 

Darkness  is  frosty. 

A  good  sleep  is  a  white  curtain. 

A  bad  sleep  is  a  black  curtain.* 


^lifeandBdncfttlonof  LaonDew^jBridgnaiL   fiyMaiy  Swift  Lanwrn.  Boston^ 
Boat^tiUm,  MiflUn  A  Co.,  188L 


XIX. 

TBE  WIFE  OF  GBORQE  WASHINGTOK  IN  HER  WOHK- 

ROOK  AT  MOUKT  YERHOK. 

THERE  are  fine  ladies,  it  ia  said,  at  present,  who  dis- 
dain the  homelj,  honorable  doties  of  housekeeping, 
thinking  it  beneath  them  to  attend  to  flie  comfort,  bap[»- 
ness,  and  dignitj  of  their  families.  If  anj  sach  there 
are,  I  should  like  to  invite  them  to  look  into  the  work^ 
room  of  Mrs.  Washington,  at  Mount  Yemon,  the  apart- 
ment in  which  the  first  ladj  of  Virginia,  in  Virginia's 
palmy  dajs,  used  to  spend  her  mornings  at  work,  sur- 
rounded by  busy  servants.  Every  great  house  in  Virginia 
had  such  a  room  in  old  times,  and  ladies  plumed  them- 
selves upon  excelling  in  the  household  arts  practiced 
therein.  This  particular  work-room  at  Mount  Vernon  is 
described  in  old  letters  of  the  period,  copied  and  given 
to  the  world  some  years  ago,  by  the  late  BisTiop  Meade, 
of  Virginia. 

It  was  a  plain,  good  sized  apartment,  arranged  and  fur- 
nished  with  a  view  to  facilitating  work.  A.t  one  end 
there  was  a  large  table  for  cutting  out  clothes  upon.  At 
that  time  every  garment  worn  by  the  slaves  had  to  be  cut 
out  and  sewed,  either  by  the  ladies  of  the  mansion-house, 
or  under  their  superintendence.  The  greater  part  of 
General  Washington's  slaves  worked  on  plantations  sev- 
eral miles  distant  from  his  home,  and  were  provided 
for  by  their  several  overseers ;  but  there  were  a  great 
number  of  household  servants  at  Mount  Vernon,  besides 
groom&,  gardeners,  fishermen,  and  others,  for  whom  the 
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lady  of  the  house  bad  to  think  and  coutrive.  At  that 
broad  table  sat  a  skillful,  nice  lookiug  uegro  womaii, 
somewhat  advanced  in  years,  with  a  pair  of  shears  in  her 
hand,  cutting,  cutting,  cutting,  ^most  all  day  and  every 
day,  the  conntlesa  trowsera,  dresses,  jackets,  and  shirts, 
needed  by  a  family  of,  perliapa,  a  hundred  persons.  Every- 
thing worn  by  the  General  or  by  herself,  except  their  beat 
outside  garments,  wliicli  were  imported  from  London, 
was  made  in  that  room,  under  the  eye  of  the  lady  of 
the  house. 

All  the  commoner  fabiics,  too,  were  home-made.  On 
one  side  of  the  room  sat  a  yoangcolored  woman, spinning 
yarn ;  on  another,  her  mother  knitting ;  elsewhere,  a 
woman  doing  some  of  the  finer  ironing ;  here  a  womao 
winding;  there  a  little  colored  girl  leEirmng  to  sew.  In 
the  midst  of  all  this  industry  sat  Mrs.  Washingtoa, 
ready  to  solve  diflSculties  as  they  arose,  and  prompt  to 
set  right  any  operation  that  might  be  going  wrong.  She 
was  always  knitting.  From  morning  tUI  dtuner  time — 
which  was  two  o'clock — her  knitting  waa  seldom  out  of 
her  hands.  In  this  work-room  she  usually  received  the 
ladies  of  her  familiar  acquaintance  when  they  called  in 
tlie  morning,  but  she  never  laid  aside  her  knitting.  The 
click  of  her  needles  was  always  heard  in  the  pauses  of 
conversation, 

Her  frieiida  were  snrprised  to  see  her,  after  her  eight 
years'  residence  at  the  seat  of  Government,  ioatantly 
rettume  her  former  way  of  life.  They  found  her  as  of 
old,  in  her  work-room,  with  her  servants  about  her,  knit- 
ting and  giring  directions.  One  lady,  who  visited  her 
after  the  Gi^neral's  retirement  from  the  presidency,  ^ves 
an  instance  of  lier  prudent  generosity : 

"  She  points  out  to  me  several  pairs  of  nice  colored 
stockings  and  gloves  she  had   just  (in\»K«A, 'a.\i&  ^■ces«\\\ii 

s  with  a  pair  Aa(f  done,  which  the  bega  I  iinll  jiwuSv  o,"" 

Wjbr  her  take." 


I 
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rThus  she  contriTed  in  one  and  the  same  act,  to  make 
present  and  give  a  practical  lesson  in  industry.     She  w( 
indeed,  a  signal  example  of  that  virtue,  at  a  time  whei 
ladies  of  wealth  and  importance  could  scarcely  avoid 
practicing  it.    She  used  to  speak  of  the  time  spent  in 
levees  and  other  ceremonial  duties,  as  "  my  lost  days." 

The  chief  labor  of  the  mistress  of  a  house  then  was 
training  servants,  Mrs,  Washington,  like  ttie  other  Vii 
ginian  ladies,  had  an  eye  upon  the  families  of  her  slavffl 
— and  most  of  them  had  very  large  families— and  when 
she  noticed  a  little  girl  that  seemed  bright  and  apt  to 
learn,  she  would  have  her  come  to  the  work-room,  where 
she  would  be  taught  to  sew,  and  afterwards  other  home 
aria.  In  this  way,  the  house  was  kept  supplied  with 
good  cooks,  chamber-maids,  seamstresses,  and  nurseE 
Promising  girls  were  regularly  brought  up,  or, 
say,  apprenticed  to  the  household  trade  which  they  W( 
to  spend  their  lives  in  exercising. 

This  training  of  servantB  was  formerly  supposed  to 
part  of  the  duty  of  all  mistresses  of  great  honsea,  whethi 
the  servants  were  white  or  black,  bond  or  free.  Ladies 
did  not  then  regard  a  house,  with  all  its  complicated  busi- 
ness and  apparatus,  as  a  great  clock,  which,  being  wound 
up  after  breakfast,  would  run  twenty-tour  hours  without 
further  attention.  Having  themselves  performed  all  the 
operations  of  housekeeping,  and  having  acquired  skill  in 
their  performance,  they  knew  that  a  good  servant  is  not 
born,  but  made ;  and  they  were  willing  to  take  a  world 
of  trouble  in  forming  a  servant,  in  order  that  by  and  by 
they  might  enjoy  the  ease  and  pleasure  derived  from  skill- 
ful service.  I  must  confess  that  sometimes,  when  I  have 
heard  ladies  complaining  of  the  awkwardness  of  girls 
who,  nntil  recently,  had  never  seen  a  household  imple- 
ment  more  complicated  than  a  poker  or  an  iron  pot,  the 
^^^thought  has  occurred  to  me  tUat  ^ftsi\>\-aiSi  V!&s.i -^w"" 
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take  Bome  trouble  to  teach  snch  girls  their  duty,  they 
would  observe  a  gradual  improvement. 

Thei-e  is  a  traditioa  in  Virginia  that  Mrs,  Washington, 
with  all  her  good  qualities,  was  a  little  tart  in  her  temper, 
and  favored  the  General,  occasionallj,  with  nocturnal  dis- 
course, too  much  in  the  style  of  Mrs.  Caudle.  The  story 
rests  upon  tlie  slightest  foundation,  and  it  is  safe  to  dis- 
regard it.  Great  housekeepers,  however,  are  not  usually 
noted  for  amiability  of  disposition,  and  ladies  whose 
husbands  are  very  famous,  are  apt  to  be  overrun  with 
company,  which  is  not  conducive  to  domestic  peace;  nor 
does  it  tend  to  curb  the  license  of  a  woman's  tongue  to 
remember  that,  at  her  marriage,  she  brought  her  husband 
a  vast  increase,  both  of  liis  estate,  and  of  his  importance 

the  social  system. 

How  far  George  Washington  was,  in  his  youth,  from 
pating  tlie  splendid  career  that  awaited  him !  He 
by  no  means  so  favored  in  fortune  and  family,  as  hts 
biographers  would  have  ns  believe.  Every  reader,  I  sup- 
pose, remembers  the  fine  tale,  which  even  Mr.  Irving 
repeats,  of  the  youthful  Washington,  getting  a  midship- 
man's commission  and  yielding  it  again  to  his  mother's 
tears.  There  lay  the  British  mannsf-war  at  anchor  in  the 
river.  The  boat  waa  on  the  shore;  the  lad's  trunk  was 
packed  ;  and,  I  think,  his  uniform  was  on.  But,  at  the 
last  moment,  the  tender  youth,  overcome  by  his  mother's 
tears,  declined  to  go.  Such  is  the  romance.  The  truth 
was  this : 

His  mother,  left  a  widow,  was  anxious  for  the  future 
of  her  hoy,  fourteen  years  of  age,  whose  only  inheritance 
was  a  farm  and  tract  of  land  on  the  Rappahannock,  of  no 
great  value  or  promise.  She  was  advised  to  send  the  lad 
to  sea,  before  (Ae  mast,  in  one  wE  the  tobacco  ships  that  so 
often  ascended  the  broad  rivers  of  Virginia.  She  was  ts« 
.while  dtsjxised  to  favor  the  Bcbeme.    "BvA  Vfs  \)^«i'Co.'sc. 
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^^B     Joseph  Ball,  a  London  lawyer  in  large  practice,  rcmoi 

^^1     strated  agaiiigt  Iter  sacrificing  her  son  iu  that  way, 

^^1     advised  hei'  to  Ijring  hiui  up  a  planter. 

^^1        "  I  understand,"  he  wrote,  "  that  you  are  advised, 

^^M    have  since  thought  of  putting  your  sou  George  to  sea.     X 

^^f    think  he  had  better  be  i)ut  apprentice  to  a  tinker,  for  a 

common  Bailor  before  the  mast  has  by  no  means  the  eora- 

mon  liberty  of  the  subject ;  for  they  will  press  him  from 

a  sliip  whore  he  has  fifty  shillings  a  mouth,  and  make 

I  him  take  twenty-three,  and  cut  and  slash,  and  use  him 
like  a  dog.  And  as  to  any  considerate  preferment  in  the 
navy,  it  is  not  to  be  expected,  as  there  are  always 
many  gaping  for  it  here,  who  have  ioterest ;  and  he 
none." 
He  proceeds  to  tell  her  that  a  Virginia-planter,  wH 
three  or  four  hundred  acres  of  land  and  three  or  four 
elavcH,  has  a  great  deal  bettor  chance  of  wiiming  a  comt' 
fortable  and  independent  position,  than  eveu  tlie  captatit 
of  a  merchant  ship  —  and  it  was  far  from  easy  to  get  to 
be  captain.  "  George,"  he  concluded,  "  must  not  be  in 
too  great  haste  to  be  rich,  nor  aim  at  being  a  fine  gentle- 
man before  his  time ; "  but  "  go  on  gently  and  with 
patience."  Tlie  mother  accepted  this  view  of  the  situa^ 
tion,  and  the  boy  was  not  cut  and  slashed  ou  board  ship. 
He  learned,  as  we  all  know,  the  business  of  a  surveyor, 
and  practiced  that  vocation  until  the  death  of  his  broths 
^K        gave  him  a  competent  estate. 

^B  Ho   was    Colonel   commanding   the   Virginia    troopBj 

^f  twenty-seven  years  of  age,  mid  shining  with  the  lustre  of 
the  fame  recently  won  on  Eraddock's  field,  when  first  the 
rich  young  widow  Custis  cast  tipon  him  admiring  eyes. 
He  was  riding,  booted  and  spurred,  in  hot  haste,  fi'om 
headquarters  to  the  capital  of  the  province,  where  he  was 
to  confer  with  the  Governor  concerning  tho  defence  of 
£he  IroBtiers.     Within  a  few  miles  o£  hva  destiuatiou,  he 
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was  preBacd  by  a  friend  to  stay  to  dinner.  With  extreme 
reluctance  be  consented,  intending  h)  mount  tbe  moment 
the  meal  was  over.  At  the  table  bo  met  the  widow,  and 
was  captivated.  The  horses  were  pawing  at  the  door, 
but  the  young  Colonel  came  not  forth.  The  afternoon 
flew  by,  yet  he  came  not.  Evening  drew  on,  the  horses 
were  taken  back  to  the  stable  ;  Colonel  Wasliington  bad 
made  up  his  mind  to  stop  all  niglit.  It  was  not  till  Uie 
next  morning  that  be  rode  away. 

Withiu  a  year  they  were  married  at  tbe  "  White  Houae," 
which  was  her  home,  and  they  took  up  their  abode  at 
Uount  Vernon  soon  after.  Her  first  husband  had  left  a 
vast  estate  in  lauds,  and  forty-five  thousand  pounds  in 
money,  one-third  of  which  was  hers,  and  now  became  tbe 
joint  property  of  Colonel  Wa^sbiogton  and  herself.  By 
their  marriage,  he  became  one  of  the  richest  men  in  Vir- 
ginia. Sho  gained  an  excellent  husband,  and  her  tliree 
i^^ldren  a  wise  and  careful  father. 

If  any  lady  in  Virginia  could  claim  exemption  from  tho 
,res  and  labors  of  a  household,  on  account  of  her  wealth 
and  social  standing,  it  was  Mrs.  Washington.  She  had 
bedn  an  heiress  and  a  beauty.  For  generations  her 
ancestors  had  been  persons  of  wealth  and  high  considera- 
tion. Her  Erst  husband  possessed  a  great  fortune,  and 
her  second  was  tbe  most  illustrious  personage  of  hia  time. 
But  she  deemed  it  a  privilege  to  attend  to  the  details  of 
housekeeping,  and  regarded  the  days  when  she  was 
obliged  to  shine  iu  the  drawing-room  as  "lost." 


XX. 

MADAME  DE  STAfiL  AND  NAPOLEON  BONAPARTE. 

THE  greatest  compliment  ever  paid  by  a  mi^n  to  a 
woman  was  that  which  Napoleon  Bonaparte^  in  ihe 
plenitude  of  his  power,  paid  Madame  De  Stael,  in  <»xiliug 
her  from  Paris. 

Here  was  a  man,  the  greatest  general  of  his  age^  at  the 
head  of  a  warlike  nation,  commanding  an  army  of  many 
hundred  thousand  men,  the  arbiter  of  Europe,  aid  the 
lord  of  the  world,  except  that  part  of  it  which  coald  be 
reached  and  overawed  by  the  English  navy;  and  here 
was  a  woman,  then  of  no  great  fortmie  or  celebrity, 
receiving  every  evening  a  circle  of  friends  in  a  modest 
drawing-room  at  Paris.  They  were  antagonists,  those 
two !  Both  were  foreigners — ^he  an  Italian-Corsican,  she 
a  Swiss.  The  man  was  dazzling  and  intoxicating  France, 
while  using  her  for  purposes  of  his  own.  The  wom'an 
would  not  be  dazzled.  In  a  city  delirious  she  kept  her 
senses.  In  a  company  drunk,  she  remained  sober. 
Among  a  people  dreaming,  she  was  awake.  And,  gifted 
as  she  was  by  nature  with  an  excellent  mind,  a  humane 
heart,  and  an  eloquent  tongue,  she  had  power  to  waken 
and  restore  other  minds. 

Our  English-speaking  world  will  never  see  and  vividly 
feel  the  turpitude  of  this  man  Bonaparte,  as  Madame  De 
Stael  saw  and  felt  it,  until  his  lying  bulletins  and  brutal 
despatches  are  translated  into  our  language.  I  have 
spent  many  hours  and  days  in  examining  them,  for  they 
number   thirty  thousand,   and    fill  thirty-two    compact 
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ilumea.  Let  me  glean  a  few  passages  from  the  bulle- 
ius  dictated  by  his  own  mouth,  and  sent  from  llie  battle- 
ield  to  be  puljlislied  in  the  Mimiteur  at  Pans.  From  the 
leld  of  Uhn,  he  sent  this :  . 

For  two  days  the  rain  has  fallen  by  pailfnls,  and  every 
le  is  soaked.  The  soldiers  have  had  no  rations,  and  the 
md  ia  up  to  their  knees ;  but  tlie  sight  of  the  Emperor 
itores  their  gayety,  and  they  make  the  field  reaouud 
ith  the  cry  of   Vive  V Empere-ur." 

Note  how  ingeniously  he  reconciles  Paris  to  the  idea  of 

a  French  army  floundering  in  the  mud  of  a  distant  lajid : 

They  report  also,  that  when  tlie  officers  expressed 

leir  surprise  that  the  soldiers  should  forget  their  priva- 

ms  in  the  pleasure  of  seeing  him,  he  replied,  'They  are 

for  it  is  to  spare  their  blood  that  I  make  them 

;perience   such  great  fatigues.'     .     .     So  the  soldiers  , 

H  say,  '  The   Emperor  has  fonud  a  new  method  of 

making  war;  he  uses  our  legs,  and  not  our  bayonets.' 

Five-sixths  of  the  army  have  not  fired  a  shot,  and  sorry 

enough  they  are  for  it." 

As  we  read  these  bulletins  we  cease  to  wonder  that 
nee  should  have  been  willing,  year  after  year,  to  send 
tliese  distant  fields  of  conquest,  the  elite  of  her  youth, 
■er  was  a  nation  so  artfully  flattered.  Never  was  war 
btted  in  so  romantic  and  captivating  a  manner. 
ncy  a  peasant,  worn  with  toil  and  privation,  reading 
:h  a  passage  as  this,  or  hearing  it  read  at  his  village 
lurch  on  Sunday : 

No  contrast  is  more  striking  than  the  spirit  of  the 

■ench  army  and  that  of  the  Austrian.     In  tlie  French 

ly,  heroism  is  carried  to  the  highest  point;   m  the 

.usfcrian,  the  discouragement  is  extreme.     Tlie  Austrian 

soldier  is  paid  only  with  p4eees  of  paper;  he  can  send 

nothing  home,  and  he  is  very  ill-treated.     The  Fietiab. 

tidier  thinks  of  notliiiig  but  gVor^.     One  cwei'!!.  ^*Ri  "* 
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tliousand  such  incidents  as  tliis:  Brard,  private  of  the 
Seventy-sixth,  was  about  to  have  the  thigh  amputated ; 
he  was  marked  for  death.  At  the  moment  when  the 
surgpoQ  was  ahout  to  l>egin,  he  stopped  him,  and  said, '  I 
know  that  I  shall  not  survive;  but  no  matter:  one  man 
tlio  less  will  not  hinder  the  Seventy-sixth  from  marching. 
The  first  tJirec  ranks,  fix  bayonets!    Charge! '"  , 

Fancy,  I  pay,  tho  toiling  peasantry  of  France  playe^. 
upon  in  this  way  by  the  greatest  master  in  the  art  irf 
da^izliiig  a  susceptible  jieople  that  ever  lived.  Can  you 
wonder  that  tliey  should  have  come  to  regard  war  as  the 
proper  and  natural  employment  of  man,  the  delight  and 
glory  of  generous  minds,  and  hold  peaceful  industry  in 
contempt?  I  wish  there  were  room  to  insert  here  a 
translation  of  a  biUletin  in  which  Napoleon  communicates 
,  to  France  many  details  of  the  moat  brilliant  of  his 
victories — Austorlitz,  It  is  artful  in  tho  highest  degree, 
and  exhibits  Napoleon  in  a  light  so  romantic  and  attract- 
ive, that  it  would  conciliate  a  reader  of  the  jiresent  day, 
if  he  were  ignorant  of  the  fact  that  every  line  of  this 
long  bulletin  is  of  Napoleon's  own  composition.  Here  is 
one  of  its  anecdotes 

"  An  incident  which  does  honor  to  the  enemy  must  not' 
bo  omitted.  The  officer  in  command  of  the  artillery  cfj 
the  Buasian  Imperial  Guard  lost  hia  guns  iu  the  battle 
Meeting  the  Emperor,  he   said,  '  Sire,  have  mo  shot ;  I 

I  have  lost  my  guns ! '  The  Emperor  replied, '  Young  mai),i 
I  appreciate  your  tears.  But  one  can  be  beaten  by  mj' 
army,  and  yet  have  some  claims  to  glory ! ' " 
The  following  passages  arc  from  the  same  bulletin  : 
"  Till  late  at  night  the  Emperor  rode  over  the  field  of 
battle  superintending  the  removal  of  the  wounded — 
spectacle  of  horror,  if  there  ever  was  one:  Mounted 
upon  swift  hoi-ses,  he  passed  with  the  rapidity  of  light- 
tting,  and  nothing  iva&  jjm^^^j^^Uui.u  to  see  th< 
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brave  men  recognize  him.  Some  forgot  their  Bufferings 
and  said,  'Any  way,  is  the  victory  perfectly  assured?' 
Others  said,  '  I  have  suffered  for  eight  hours,  and  have 
liad  no  anccor  since  the  beginning  of  the  battle ;  but  I 
have  done  my  duty.'  Others  cried,  '  You  ought  to  be 
content  with  your  soldicra  to-day.'  To  every  wounded 
soldier  the  Emperor  left  a  guard,  who  caused  him  to  lie 
trau»ported  to  the  ambulances.  Horriljle  to  say,  forty- 
eight  hours  after  the  battle  there  were  still  a  great 
number  of  the  Russian  wounded  wlio  had  not  been 
attended  to.  All  the  French  wounded  had  attention 
before  night" 

-  No  one  can  coolly  read  this  passage  in  the  original 
"without  discerning  its  fictitious  character.  First  we  have 
the  Emperor,  during  several  hours  of  the  night  (pendant 
plutieuri  hevre»  de  la  nuit),  going  over  the  field  of  battle, 
and  causing  tho  wounded  to  bo  removed ;  and  at  the  end 
of  the  passage,  we  learn  that  all  the  French  wounded 
had  surgical  attention  beftrre  night  (avunf  la  nrnf).  It  is 
in  tho  night,  too,  that  the  Emperor  "  passes  like  a  flash," 
and  yet  he  lieai-s  the  wounded  scddiers  utter  the  words  , 
quoted  above. 

He  loves  to  exhibit  himself   to  the  Parisians  as  the   ' 
object  of  the  envy  and  the  admiration  of  crowned  Iicads 
and  other  distinguished  persons.     He  puts  the  following 
words  into  the  mouth  of  a  Russian  Prince  when  he  con- 
versed with  one  of  the  French  generals  : 

"  '  Tell  your  master,'  cried  this  Prince, '  that  I  am  going 
home ;  that  he  performed  miracles  yesterday ;   that  the 
battle  has  increased  my  admiration  for  him ;  that  he  is 
the  Predestined  of  Heaven ;  that  a  hundred  years  must   i 
pass  before  my  army  equals  his. ' " 

He  also  reports  a  conversation  with  the  Emperor  of 
Russia  and  the  French  General  Savary. 

" '  you    were  infen'or  to   me  in  imia\«ixft;    *.» 
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Emperor  of  Russia,  "  and  yet  you  were  superior  at  evei 
point  of  attack.' 

" '  Sire,'  replied  General  Savary, '  tliat  is  the  art  of  W! 
and  the  fruit  of  fifteen  years  of  glory.     It  was  the  {ortiethi 
battle  vhich  the  Emperor  has  directed.' 

"'That  is  true,'   responded  the  Emporor  of  Russia 
I   *  he  is  a  great  warrior.     For  my  part,  it  was  the  first  time 
that  1  ever  saw  fire.     I  have  never  had  the  pretension  to 
measure  myself  with  Ijiui-' 

" '  Sire,  said  Savary,  '  when  you  have  had  his  expe<^ 
rience,  yoo  will  surpass  Iiim  perhaps.'  { 

" '  I  am  going  to  back  my  capital,'  said  the  Emperor  oCi 
Russia ;  '  I  came  to  the  succor  of  the  Emperor  of  GJopi 
many ;  he  tells  me  he  has  had  enough,  and  I  have  hadi 
enough  too.' " 

How  intoxicating  such  passages  as  these  to  national 
vanity !  No  doubt,  too,  those  little  notes  which  he  took 
care  to  write  to  Josephine  after  every  battle,  were  handed 
about  the  palace,  and  repeated  in  the  drawing-rooms  of 
Paris.  "  My  dear,"  he  wrote  in  July,  1807,  •'  tlie  Queen 
of  Prussia  dined  with  me  yesterday,  I  had  to  defend 
myself,  for  she  wished  to  induce  me  to  make  some  further 
concessions  to  her  husband.  But  I  was  gallant,  and  did 
not  depart  from  my  policy." 

When  disaster  came,  he  knew  how  to  communicate 
in  such  a  way  that  the  news  had  the  effect  to  rouse  and 
inspire,  rather  than  discouri^.     Nor  did  he  hesitate,  at 
critical   moments,  to   deceive.     His   explanation   of   tlie 


id 


^^  battle  of  Waterloo  seems  to  be  a  case  in  point.     He  says-^J 

^H  positively  that  "  the  battle  was  gained;  wo  held  all  the^^| 

^^H  positions  which  the  enemy  occupied  at  the  commeiicd>^^| 

^H  ment  of  the  action,"  and  "  successes  still  greater  were^^f 

^H  assored  for  the  next  day.     But,"  he  adds,  "  aU  was  2o«^^H 

^H  ^  a  moment  of  panic  terror."                                                 ^^| 

^H  Sacb  arc  the  famous  bulletins  ol  'Ka.^\eo'cv  &)Ti^v^rte.^H 
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He  says  himself  that  the  secret  of  success  in  war  ia 
always  to  have  the  greatest  force  at  the  poiut  of  contact. 
Would  you  kuow  how  it  was  that  Nai>oleon  contrived  to 
have  the  greatest  force  at  the  point  of  contact?  Read 
the  bulletins  which,  with  such  consummate  Bkill,  lie  flat- 
red,  dazzled,  bewildered,  and  maddened  the  people  of 

Some  years  ago,  when  the  eyes  of  the  world  were  turned 
ard  Prussia  and  France,  and  many  were  disposed  to 
Lsure  the  severe  terms  imposed  hy  the  victor,  I  examined 
!se  dcsfiatches  to  learn  how  Napoleon  treated  Prussia 
;n  that  kingdom  lay  prustrate  and  helpless  before  him 
T  the  battle  of  Jena.  The  battle  of  Jena  was  fought 
ober  14,  1806.  On  the  very  nest  day  the  Emperor 
led  a  decree,  imposing  a  heavy  contribution  in  money 
n  every  German  state  and  city  that  had  sided  witli 
ssia  in  the  war,  Prussia  herself  was  required  to 
furnish  one  hundred  millions  of  francs,  of  which  Berlin 
was  to  pay  ten  millions ;  Saxony  had  to  pay  twenty- 
live  millions;  Hesse-Cassel,  six  millions;  the  Duke  of 
Brunswick,  five  millions  and  a  half;  Weimar,  two 
millions  two  hundred  thousand.  From  eighteen  states 
and  cities,  the  sum  of  one  hundred  and  lifty-uine  mlllious 
four  hundred  and  twenty-five  Ihonsaiid  francs  was  extorted. 
This  to  begin  with.  Of  course,  all  tlie  treasure  belonging 
the  king  of  Prussia,  and  all  the  war  material  of  tlio 

lom  were  seized  at  once. 
Three  days  after  the  battle,  the  King  of  Prussia  wrote 
Napoleon,  asking  an  armistice.  The  Emperor  refused 
it,  on  the  ground  that  a  siiapcnsion  of  arms  would  give 
time  for  the  Russiun  arroica  to  arrive  and  renew  tho 
struggle  within  the  Prussian  territories,  "which,"  added, 
Napoleon,  "  woidd  be  too  contrary  to  my  interests  to 
permit," 
k    A  few  days  after,   the  students  ol  IW.  VjuvNCtw^-s   ' 
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Ilatle  made  some  patriotic  demonstrations.  The  Emperor 
isBued  the  following  ordej-,  addressed  to  iiis  chief  of  staff, 
Marshal  Bertliier: 

"  My  Cousin  :  Give  orders  that  the  tJuiveraity  of  Halle 
be  closed,  and  that  the  students  set  out  for  their  homes 
within  twenty-four  hours.  If  any  are  fomid  in  the  city 
to-morrow  they  will  be  imprisoned,  to  pi-eveut  the  con- 
aeqiiences  of  the  isad  spirit  which  has  been  inculcated  at 
this  University." 

When  the  King  of  Prussia  received  the  communicatiM 
fi-om  Napoleon  refusing  the  armistice,  he  sent  a  nobletn 
of  his  court  upon  an  embassy  to  the  Emperor, 
mentioning  this  circiunstauce  in  a  letter  to  Talleyraji^ 
the  haughty  ooaquerer  adds  : 

»"  I  have  made  him  wait  at  the  outposts,  and  1  1 
Bcnt  Duroc  to  see  wliat  he  wants.  1  am  awaiting  Duroc'fl 
return.  The  King  appears  entirely  willing  to  come  & 
terms.  I  shall  accommodate  him,  but  that  will  not  hindei 
me  from  going  to  Berlin." 

The  next  order  decrees  that  the  Duchy  of  Brunswicl 

I"  shall  be  treated  in  all  respects  as  a  conquered  country  " 
— the  ducal  arms  taken  down  everywhere,  the  treasure 
seized,  and  the  ducal  officers  sent  into  France.     Nine  dayflj 
after  the  battle   appeared    the  formal   decree  in   whicl 
tlie  entire  kingdom  of  Prussia  and  all  its  allied  8tatei 
were  divided  into  five  departments,  eaoh  under  the  goverm 
mcnt  of  a  French  General,  and  all  uulhority  to  be  e: 
ciscd  by  them  through  French  officials.      Prussia 
placed  under   military  law,  and  lield  absolutely  at  tb 
mercy  of  the  conquerer.      For  example,  in  the  speeiaO 
orders   relating  to   the  city  of   Dresden,  the  capital  ( 
Saxony,  one  of  the  allieB  of  Prussia,  ve  find  sncii  e 
tences  as  these : 
"All  the  stores  of  salt,  shoos,  cloth,  cavalry  hamet 
miiitions  of  rrar,  and  cavalry  \\orsea  -w^  VwVwi^Jo  tlw 
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French  army,  aa  war  material  of  which  the  Elector  has 
no  need.  .  .  .  Use  as  many  fonna,  as  many  ceremonies, 
as  many  politenesses,  as  you  please;  but  the  main  pouit 
ia,  to  take  possession  of  everything,  especially  war  material, 

inder  pretext  that  the  Elector  has  no  longer  need  of  such 

hings." 

p  The  only  offence  of  the  Elector  of  Saxony  wns,  that  in 
(►war  which  threatened  the  independence  of  every  Gcinian 
^tate,  he  had  sided  witli  the  power  with  which  ho  wan 
most  intimately  bound.  Nine  days  after  the  battle  of 
Jena,  Napoleon  issued  an  order  for  taking  possession  of 

Iterlin,  preparatory  to  his  own  formal  entry.     The  follow- 
5  passage  occurs  in  this  order : 
"As  his  Majesty  expects  to  make  his  entry  into  Ber- 
in,  you  can  provisionally  receive  the  keya.     But  give  the 
magistrates  to  understand,  thit  they  will   not   the   less 
place  them  in  the  hands  of  tlie  Emperor,  when  he  shall 
make  his  entry.     But  you  are  to  exact,  that  the  magis- 
trates and  chief  men  of  the  city  shall  come  to  receive  you 
at  the  city  gates,  with  all  suitable  forme." 
,  Prussia,  in  fact,  was  spared  neither  penalty  nor  humilia- 
relating   these   scones,  in   the   bulletins   pnb- 
fished  in  the  Moniteur  for  the  entertainment  of  Paris, 
the  Emperor  t«ok  a  tone  of  lijrhtness  and  humor;  telling 
comic  anecdotes  and  describing  current  caricatures,  very 
much  in  the  style  of  "Our  Owii  Correspondent,"  when, in 
the  intervaJs  of  conflict,  he  relates  the  gossip  of  the  camp. 
He  tells  the  Parisians  how  pleasant  he  found  the  royal 
palaces  of  Prussia,  particularly  Potsdam  ;  describing  the 
apartments  of  the  great  Frederick,  and   making  merry 
upon  the  Queen  of   Prussia,  *■'  who  left  the  care  of  lier 
^^kousehold,  and  the  grave  business  of  the  toilet,  to  mingle 
^^B  affairs  of  state,  to  mislead  the  King,  and  to  communi 
^^^to  in  every  direction  the  firfl  of  w\nc\\  %\\fc  vas.  Ves^^A. 
^^^befefi^.''    Xnthing  softened  this  coT\t\«evor,»o  i^«-l  w 
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BO  stern.    Iq  one  bulletin,  Bent  from  PotBdaiUrlie  lioldSi 
thw  language: 

"  The  Emperor  haa  been  to  see  the  tomb  of  the  grciit 
Fi-ederick.  The  remains  of  that  great  man  are  inclosed 
in  a  wooden  coffin,  covered  with  copper,  placed  in  a  tomb 
without  ornaments,  without  trophies,  without  any  objects 
which  recall  the  great  actions  which  lie  performed.  Tlio 
Kmperor  lias  mude  a  present  to  the  Hotel  des  Invalidca, 
at  Paris,  of  Frederick's  sword,  his  order  of  the  Blaclc' 
Eagle,  bis  general's  sash,  as  well  as  of  the  flags  borne  bjr 
liis  guard  iu  tiie  Seven  Years'  War." 

After  tbu«  despoiling  Prussia  of  her  most  cherished 
and  sacred  treasures,  he  adds  that  the  "  old  soldiers  of  the 
army  will  receive  with  a  religious  respect  everything  that 
belonged  to  one  of  the  first  captains  of   whom   bistory, 
preserves   the  remembrance."     Wliat  a  thief !    wliat 
actor!     IIow  much  did  he  respect  those  relics?     In  I 
same  bulletin  he  amunes  the  Parisians  by  telling  a  ridioi 
lous  story  of  Lord  Morpeth,  the  British  Ambassador,  whf 
bo  says,  was  "near  enough  to  tbe  field  of  Jena  to  beat 
the  cannons."     When  news  was  brought  him  that  the 
battle  was  lost,  though  he  was  eighteen  miles  from  the 
scene,  "  he  took  to  bis  beels,"  says  Napoleon,  "  crying 
out, '  I  must  not  bo  taken.'     He  offered  as  much  as  sixty 
guineas  fur  a  horse ;  got  one  at  last,  and  saved  himself.' 

October  the  twenty-seventh,  the  Emperor,  surroundet 
by  bis  marsbala,  his  magnificent  staff,  and  tbe  leading 
officers  of   his   court,  made   what   he   styles   his   entrSe 
solennelle  into  Berlin,  followed  by  the  Imperial  foot  guard, 
and   by  a  splendid   body  of   horsemen   and    grenadiei 
Alighting  at  the   royal    palace  at  three   o'clock   in  tbe 
afternoon,  after  having  received  at  tbe  gates  the  keys  of 
the  city,  be  held  a  grand  reception.     He  treated  the  cii 
i'n  all  respects,  as  the  spoil  of  war;  paying  his  troo] 
l£'^9ai    iJie  city  treasury,  taking   a\\  We  ^"wve,  Vt^-nv 
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cellars,  public  and  private,  for  the  supply  of  his  various; 

armies,  assiguing  a  half  bottle  of  wine  a  day  for  each 

floldier  of  the  two  corps  who  had  particularly  distin- 
'  guiahed  themselves  at  the  battle  of  Jena,     The  nobility 

had  abandoned  their  houses  at  his  approach.  He  oi'dcrcd 
I  all  the  mattresses  and  furuiture  to  be  taken  from  liieir 
J  Iioitsea  whicli  might  be  required  for  the  comfort  of  liis 

>  officers.     He  ordered  also,  that  the  city  sliould  furnish,  at 
'  once,  the  cloth  for  a  liimdred  thousand  uniforms,  a  hmi- 

drcd  thousand  pairs  of  shoes,  aud  a  hundred  thousand 
caps. 

"  My  intention  jb,"  this  order  concluded,  "that  Berlin 
should  furnish  me  abundantly  all  that  my  army  needs, 
and  that  nothing  ia  to  he  conaidered  except  that  my  soldier»\ 
ihould  have  an  abundance  of  everything  they  require.^' 

At  the  same  time  he  assigned  the  abandoned  houses  o£ 

the  nobility  to  his  principal  officers.    It  is  indeed  difficult, 

I  in  the  space  to  which  I  ana  restricted,  to  convey  to  thej 

►  reader  an  adequate  idea  of  the  relentless  vigilance  withj 
»  'whicIi  this  conqueror  despoiled  the  German  States  of  allj 
t  that  they  possessed  which  could  be  useful  to  him.     1' 
\  one  General  he  writes : 

"  They  tell  me  that  there  is  a  great  deal  of  wine  at' 
I  Btcttin.  Take  all  of  it,  though  there  should  be  twenty 
I  millions'  worth." 

Another,  he  orders  to  raise  a  German  corps  for  servica, 
in  Italy,  because,  as  he  explains,  he  wants  "to  get  rid  of 

t  those  soldiers."  To  Marshal  Ney  he  writes,  in  November :". 
"  Try  your  best  to  prevent  the  treasures  in  Magdeburg 
from  being  carried  off.  Have  every  baggage  wagon  and 
powder  cart  examined.  The  treasure  chests  of  the 
merits  are  in  Magdeburg ;  so  are  the  army  chests,  and  tho 
large  treasures  belonging  to  the  Prince.  Lay  hands  upoi 
everything." 
A  buadred  such  seuteiicea  as  tfecae  «io\:\4  Va  ^^'' 
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xna  B.  single  voltmic  of  hia  letters  of  tins  period.  From  ^^M 
ic  fourteenth  of  October,  1806,  to  the  nioth  of  July,  ^^M 
807,  Napoleon  never  relaxed  his  clutch  upon  the  capital  ^^| 
and  dominions  of  the  King  of  Pmsaia.  On  the  ninth  of  ^^M 
July  he  granted  peace  to  King  Frederick  William,  oa  ^^M 
terms  more  eevere,  perliRpe,  than  a  conqueror  has  oyer  ^^ 
imposed  Ti]>on  a  powerful  state.  The  King  was  obliged 
to  surrender  more  than  half  of  hit  kingdom,  and  he  was 
informed  that  the  portion  he  retained  was  conceded  to 
him  only  out  of  regard  to  tlie  wishes  of  the  Emperor  of 
BiiBsia.  Napoleon,  iu  fact,  in  the  *'  Note  "  giving  an  out- 
line of  the  terras  of  peace  which  he  was  prepai-ed  to  grant, 
expressly  says  that  it  is  the  "  protection  of  the  Emperor 
Alexander  which  causes  the  King  of  Prussia  to  reenter 
into  the  possession  of  a  portion  of  his  states."  Two 
other  slices  were  soon  after  severed  from  the  Prussian 
domiuiouB — the  Duchy  of  Warsaw  and  the  Duchy  of 
Danzig;  and  the  whole  amount  of  money  contributions  , 
wrung  from  the  prostrate  kingdom  was  four  hundred  and 
fifty  million  of  francs.  Prussia  was  further  compelled  to  I 
engage  to  pay  for  French  garrisons  in  eome  of  its  fcHv 
tresses,  and  to  furutsh  a  contingent  of  troops  to  the  ( 
Emperor  in  all  future  wars.  I 

This  was  the  man  whom  Madame  de  Stael  saw  and 
understood  in  1805,  as  well  as  we  can  in  1883.     She  had 
known  him  when  he  figured  as  a  vain  young  soldier  of   , 
the  Republic,  and  discerned  his  true  character  even  then.    ( 
There   was  danger   in   such  a  woman.     The  conqueror  i 

»felt  it,  and  owned  himself  unable  to  cope  with  her  by  ' 
fiending  her  to  reside  a  handled  and  twenty  miles  from  | 
Paris!  If  she  ventured  to  approach  nearer,  he  wrote  , 
with  hia  own  hand  (as  we  see  in  hie  published  correspond-  | 
ence,)  an  order  to  his  chief  of  police  to  make  hor  keep  | 
Aer  distance.  "  That  she  crow,"  he  styles  her  in  one  of  j 
^^bese  fierce  notes.     "  That  bird  ot  e\\\  owwu^'  Vfe  calla   1 
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her  ill  another.  In  auotlier  he  says  that  "  her  approach 
bodes  mischief,"  and  he  will  uot  have  heron  French  soil. 
In  anotiier,  alluding  to  her  father,  M,  Neckar,  tlie  hanker  , 

lid   Hnancier,  he  winds  up  an  angry  order  byeayhig: 
[/*tliat   foreign  family   have    done    mischief   enough 

'ranee  already."     How  honorable  to  this  lady,  the  ran-  \ 
•porous  hostility  of  such  a  man  in  such  a  place. 

Banished  from  the  city  wliich  she  loved  above  all  other 
llaces  ill  the  world,  she  flew  to  literature  as  a  resource 
i^ainst  the  tedium  of  exile.  Corinne,  which  contained 
'the  results  of  an  Italian  tour,  made  her  famous.  Next, 
ihe  turned  her  long  residence  in  Germany  to  account  by 
■writing  a  work  upon  that  country,  which  has  since  taken 
hs  place  as  one  of  the  classics  of  French  literature.    In  ' 

composition  she  most  scrupulously  avoided  writing  a 
sentence,  a  phrase,  a  word,  an  allusion  which  the  police 
at  Paris  could  construe  in  a  sense  hostile  to  the  imperial 
government.  Corinne  had  been  allowed  to  appear ;  why 
pot  L'  AUrniagnef 

The  manuscript  being  complete,  she  sent  it  for  publican   ' 

'tion  to  the  house  in  Paris  that  had  published  her  Corinne, 

imc  years  before.     A  few  days  aft«r  a  decree  was  made 

iblic  to  the  effect  tliat  no  work  could  thenceforth  be 

inted  in  France  until  it  had  been  examined  by  censors. 

|I  notice  in  the  Na|joleon  Correspondence  tliat  the  emperor 

;oIded   the   minister   of    police   for   employing   in   this 

^decree  the  odious  word  ceneeurt,  because  it  savored  of  Ihc 

ityraiiny  of  the  Bourbon  kings.     He  did  not  like  the  word, 

t  events  soon  showed  that  he  approved  the  thing. 

The  work  was  submitted  to  the  censors,  and  the  author 

to  a  place  forty  leagues  from  Paris  to  make  altera- 

ns  and  read  the  proofs.     The  manuscript  was  read  with 

closest  attention,  but  nothing  was  found  objectionable 

it  except  here  and  there  a  sentence  ov  a.  ■^vtw*.'*.    "X^^Jij 

'ord  the  i-eader  an  idea   of  l\ie  iwcc&sb.vj    VXtw^' 
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despots,  I  will  give  a  few  of  the  sentences  ordered  to  be 
suppressed.  Speaking  of  the  reforms  instituted  by  the 
Emperor  Joseph  of  Austria,  Madame  de  Stael  had  ven- 
tured this  terrible  observation : 

^^But  after  his  death,  nothing  remained  of  what  he 
had  established;  since  nothing  endures  except  what 
comes  progressively." 

The  first  half  of  this  sentence  she  was  required  to  cut 
out.  The  reader  will  not  be  at  a  loss  to  guess  why.  It 
was  just  four  years  after,  that  the  French  empire,  whi.ch 
never  seemed  so  strong  as  in  1810,  proved  the  truth  of 
the  latter  half,  which  was  allowed  to  stand.  The  sen- 
tence following  excited  the  ire  of  the  censors: 

^^  A  witty  woman  has  remarked  that,  of  all  places  in 
the  world,  Paris  is  the  one  where  a  person  can  best  do 
without  happiness." 

The  gentleman  who  marked  this  sentence  for  suppres- 
sion condescended  to  give  a  reason  for  so  doing.  Under 
the  reign  of  the  emperor,  he  said,  there  was  "  so  much 
happiness  at  Paris  that  no  one  need  do  without  it."  In 
discoursing  upon  Frederick  the  Great,  she  said,  that  a 
powerful  man,  so  long  as  he  lived,  could  hold  together 
the  most  discordant  elements;  ^'bitt  at  his  deaths  they 
separate.^^  The  last  phrase  was  suppressed,  the  emperor 
having  just  taken  an  important  step  to  prevent  the  separa- 
tion of  discordant  elements  at  his  death.  He  had  divorced 
Josephine,  and  married  Marie-Louise. 

She  denounced  the  partition  of  Poland,  and  added  this 
comment : 

"  It  can  never  be  expected  that  subjects  thus  obtained, 
will  be  faithful  to  the  trickster  who  calls  himself  their 
sovereign." 

Suppressed  of  course.     The  following  also  was  sum- 
xnarilf  cut: 

Good  taste  in  literature  is,  in  ftovti^  Tes^e,\»»,V!ka  ovder 


/// 


MADAME    DE    STAllI.   AND    NAPOLEON    BONAPARTE,      277 

nnder  despotism ;  it  coiicernB  us  to  examine  at  what  pi"ice 
it  is  purchased." 

The  longest  passago  suppressed  was  oue  in  which  she 
i^iutained  tliat  a  public  man  should  never  retain   his 
Ljdace  for  an  instant,  when  he  could  no  longer  hold  it  with 
lonor. 

'  Let  him  but  begin  to  negotiate  with  circumstances 

iDd  all  is  lost ;  for  there  is  no  one  wlio  has  not  circum- 

Some  men  have  a  wife,  children,  nephows,  for 

fvhom   a  fortune   is    necessary.     Others   need    activity, 

Foccnpation,  and  possess  I  know  not  how  many  virtues, 

which  all  conduce  to  the  necessity  of  having  a  place,  with 

money  and  power  attached  to  it." 

This  passage,  Madame  De  Stael  records,  provoked  the 

I -cenKoi-e  to  extreme   ill-humor.     They  said  that,  if  these 

Itemarks  were  true,  no  man  could  obtain,  nor  even  ask,  a 

"place.     Out  with  it  all!     The  paragraph,  however,  that 

kindled  their  highest  indignation,  waa  a  little  burst  of 

eloquence  which  closed  the  book  : 

■*    "  0,  France !  land  of  glory  and  lore !  if  ever  enthusiasm 

should  bo  extinguished  upon  thy  soil — if  ever  cold  calciila 

tion  should  dispose  of   everything,  and  reasoning  alone 

inspire  contempt  of  peri! — what  would  avail  thy  beautiful 

sky,  thy  genius  so  brilliant,  thy  nature  bo  affluent  ?    An  - 

active  intelligence  and  a  wise  impetuosity  would  indeed 

render  thee  master  of  the  world;  but  thou  wouklst  leave 

■iBpou  it  only  the  trace  of  sand-torrents,  terrible  as  the 

^Iraves,  arid  as  the  desert ! " 

This,  too,  was  suppressed.  The  publisher  having  sub* 
aitted  to  every  exaction  of  the  censors,  supposed  it  was 
afe  to  proceed.  Tlie  work  was  put  in  type,  and  ten 
Siousand  copies  were  printed.  Suddenly  the  printing 
[office  was  surrounded  by  soldiers,  and  an  officer  entered, 
irho  announced  that  ho  was  ordered  to  ifeftV^o-j  csk^ 
lyy.    Ho  obe/ed  the  order,  and,  it  ia  saivA.,  ilAei.  oV  ^■aSlx'© 
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in  doing  it.  The  spoiled  abeeta  were  sold  to  a  pa] 
maker,  aud  the  proceeds  of  the  sale — ^about  one  hundi 
and  twenty  dollars — were  brought  to  the  puWisher ;  and 
this  was  the  only  compensation  he  ever  received.  The 
author,  in  the  meantime,  was  ordered  to  leave  Franco 
within  twenty-four  hours.  "  Twenty-four  hours ! "  It 
was  the  time  allowed  to  conscripts  to  prepare  for  inai 
ing.  Having  with  her  neither  money  nor  vehicle, 
wrote  to  the  minister  asking  for  eight  days.  The  request 
was  granted;  but,  in  granting  it,  the  minister  of  police 
filled  his  letter  with  polite  insolence.  He  told  her  that, 
in  his  opinion,  the  air  of  Prance  did  not  agree  with  her, 
and  that  the  French  people  were  not  reduced  to  seek  for 
models  among  the  |»cople  she  had  held  up  to  admiration 
in  her  work  upon  Germany.  He  was  sorry  for  tlie 
publisher's  loss ;  but  "  It  was  not  possible  to  let  the  work 
appear."  At  the  same  time,  he  forbade  her  to  repair  to 
any  of  the  northern  seaports,  whence  she  could  escape 
into  Fnglnnd. 

It  cost  her  nearly  two  years  of  effort  before  she* 
succeeded  in  reaching  England,  so  completely  was  Napo- 
leon master  of  the  continent.  After  the  expulsion  of  the 
tyrant  she  hastened  to  Paris,  where  she  remained  during 
the  Hundred  Days  unmolested.  She  spent  the  closing 
years  of  her  busy  life  in  Switzerland,  her  native  country, 
where  she  was  secretly  married  to  a  young  officer.  She 
veiled  this  second  marriage  in  secrecy  because  sh 
unwilling  to  change  a  name  to  which  her  works  and 
persecutions  had  given  celebrity.  Her  first  marriage — 
to  the  Swedish  ambassador,  Baron  de  Stael-Holstein- 
occurred  when  she  was  twenty.  It  was  a  marriage  of 
convenience,  not  of  affection,  and  gave  her  little  )iap[a- 
noss.     Her  tomlistone  bears  a  curious  inscription : 

"HiC  TAMDEH  (UTEISCrr  QUAE  SOSqUAM  qtUKVIT." 

"Here  rests  one  who  never  re%Ui4"    %\\e  ■««* 
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the  greatest  of  her  sex.  Carinney  which  has  long  been 
used  in  schools  as  a  French  reading- book,  is  not  excellent, 
nor  even  tolerable,  as  a  work  of  art;  but  her  writings 
abound  in  passages  of  admirable  iiense  expressed  in 
admiro^ble  words.  Her  book  upon  Grermany,  with  all  the 
suppressed  passages  marked,  was  reprinted  in  Paris  as 
recently  as  1867 ;  and  about  the  same  time  was  completed 
the  publication  of  the  works  of  her  antagonist,  who  held 
her  in  such  welt  |^roui«uod  terror. 


XXL 

THE  WIFE  OP  FREDERICK:  THE  GREAT. 

YOU  may  read  some  large  books  about  Frederick  II, 
King  of  Prussia,  without  knowing  that  he  had  a 
wife.  You  might  have  been  his  guest  for  three  months, 
and  neither  have  seen  nor  heard  of  her.  And  yet,  strange 
to  say,  they  had  for  one  another  a  good  deal  of  regard, 
which  increased  from  year  to  year,  and  ripened  at  last 
into  a  kind  of  affectionate  respect. 

The  truth  is  that  the  Princess  Elizabeth  Christine  of 
Brunswick  was  forced  upon  Frederick  by  his  tyrannical 
old  father,  and  unfortunately  she  was  precisely  the  kind 
of  woman  that  he  most  disliked.  When  he  learned  that 
his  father  was  looking  about  among  the  princely  houses  of 
Germany  to  find  a  wife  for  him,  he  wrote  to  a  minister 
who  was  much  in  the  King's  confidence  that  he  did  not 
much  care  what  sort  of  wife  his  father  chose  for  him,  if 
only  she  were  not  stupid,  or  awkward  in  her  manners. 
Now,  the  Princess  Elizabeth  Christine  appeared  at  first  to 
be  a  woman  of  just  that  kind,  and  the  Prince  heard,  too, 
that  she  was  given  to  pouting.  It  was  in  vain  for  the 
young  man  to  remonstrate.  Indeed,  he  knew  that  it  was 
of  no  use  to  say  a  word  to  his  father,  but  he  endeavored 
to  prevail  upon  the  favorites  and  confidants  of  the  King 
to  use  their  influence  to  prevent  the  marriage. 

It  was  all  in  vain,  however.  He  was  obliged  to  have 
her,  and  he  did  have  her.  When  it  was  all  concluded 
and ,  settled,  he  was  allowed  to  see  the  young  lady,  th^i 
seventeen  years  of  age.  In  order  to  reconcile  him  to  his 
fate,  care  had  been  taken  to  describe  her  to  him  as  being 


ana  i 


nPE  OF  PREDEBICK  THE  GREAT.  283 

less  pleasing  than  she  really  was,  so  that  when  lie  saw 
her  he  might  Iiave  an  agreeable  surprise.  These  tactics 
had  some  bucccss.  He  afterwards  confessed  tliat  ho  was 
somewhat  agreeably  disappointed  in  her  appearance,  and 
only  pretended  to  dislike  her  very  much  in  order  to  make 
a  merit  with  his  father  of  his  obedience  in  marrying  her. 
The  betrothal,  in  March,  1732,  was  a  brilliant  scene. 
All  the  lords  and  ladies  of  the  court  of  Prussia  were 
assembled  in  a  magnificent  apartment,  wliere  they  formed 
a  large  semicircle,  iu  the  midst  of  which  stood  the  King 
and  Queen  of  Prussia,  and  the  youthful  pair  who  were  to 
pledge  their  word  of  betrothal.  The  usual  question  was 
■oposed,  whether  they  were  of  the  same  mind  as  their 
U'ents  in  wishing  to  be  engaged  to  one  auother.  Both 
Answered,  Yes. 

"Pledge  yourselves  then  by  exchange  of  i-ings,"  said 

the  blulf  and  red-faced  Prussian  King. 

^H^   The  rings  were   exchanged.     The  King  kissed   them 

^^Hoth.     Then  the  Queen  kissed  them,  and  there  was  the 

^^HjBual  kissing  all  about  the  circle.     A  few  montlis  after 

^^■lis  the  marriage  took  place ;  the  Prince  pretending  to 

^^Bie  last  to  hold  his  bride  in  utter  detestation.     A  cruel 

^Hpcene  which  occurred  in  the  palace  two  days  after,  when 

the  Prince  introduced   his  bride  to  his   favorite   sister, 

Wilhelmina,  will  serve  to  show  what  sort  of  a  marriage 

tliis  was.     When  the  tliree  were  alone  together  Fredericlt 

^id  to  his  wife : 

'■  This  is  a  sister  I  adore,  and  am  obliged  to  beyond 
Ibeasm-e.  She  has  had  the  goodness  to  promise  me  that 
she  will  take  care  of  you  aiid  help  you  with  her  good 
counsel.  I  wish  you  to  respect  her  beyond  even  the 
Iting  and  Queen,  and  not  to  take  the  least  step  without 

r  advice.     Do  you  understand  ?" 
.  Wilhelmina  embraced  the  timid  and  anxious  bride,  stiU.  j 
bry  immature  and  scarcely  eighteen  "se^^«  "A  %%e. 
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stood  motionleBS  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  spoke  not* 
niiigle  word,  nor  made  any  sign  either  of  understandi 

oompliatico.     As  lier  aervants  had  not  yet   arrivei 
the  Princesa  Wilhelmiua  herself  powdered  her  hair  aud 
arranged  her  dress  a  little,  caressing  her  at  the  same  time 
with  every  mark  of  tenderness.     Still  she  remained  silent, 
and  did  not  return  the  repeated  caresses  bestowed  up 
her.     Her  husband,  at  length,  grew  impatient,  and 
brutally: 

"  Plague  take  the  blockhead!  Thank  myRiBter,then 
Upon  hearing  this,  she  made  a  cei'emoiiiouH  eourt«B} 
such  as  governesses  in  the  old  time  used  t*  teaeli.  Thi 
apparent  stolidity  was  certainly  unfortunate.  She  was  by 
no  means  an  ill-looking  young  lady.  Her  figure  was  not 
vci-y  good,  and  she  had  a  slight  stoop  in  the  shoulders 
which  gave  her  an  awkward  appearance.  On  the  other 
hand,  her  complexion  was  of  dazzling  whiteness,  relieved 
hy  a  beautiful  color  in  the  cheeks.  Her  eyes  were  pale 
blue,  and  expressed  much  bland  beiiigiiity,  but  not  the 
slightest  activity  of  intellect.  All  her  features  were  small 
and  dainty,  resembling  those  of  a  child  twelve  years  of 
age,  aud  she  had  a  great  abundance  of  blonde  curling 
locks.     If  her  teeth  had  not  been  extremely  bad,  she 

I  would  have  looked  like  a  very  pretty,  good-tempered,  dull 
child. 
Such  was  the  bride  forced  upon  a  prince  who,  of  all  the 
young  men  of  his  time,  was  most  dotingly  fond  of  intel- 
lectual gifts.  His  greatest;  ambition  at  that  period  was 
to  improve  his  mind,  and  exercise  his  mental  powers. 
When  he  went  to  housekeeping,  soon  after  his  marriage, 
he  had  a  tower  built  for  various  kinds  of  study.  In  the 
lower  story  was  his  library,  to  which  he  continually  addei 
and  which  was  the  delight  of  his  life.  Here  he 
thousands  of  verses  in  the  French  language,  and  coi 
posed  a  work,  afterwards  publiBVieA,  \iva«-  ^^^^y  "iiity  of 
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princo  to  govern  witli  justice,  and  without  any  of  the  di»- 
houest  deWces  of  kiug-craft.  In  the  story  above  was  a 
room  in  wliich  he  had  such  philosophical  apparatus  aa 
had  then  Ijeen  invented ;  a  thermometer,  a  very  rare  and 
costly  instrument  in  1733 ;  an  air-pump,  with  which  he 
performed  the  usual  experim.entB,  and  iuveuted  some  of 
his  own. 

Besides  these  liberal  studies,  he  waa  an  enthusiastic  and 
skillful  musician.  His  favorite  instrnmeut  was  the  flute, 
hich  he  played  very  well ;  not  merely  very  well 
ff  a  Prince,  but  so  well  that  lie  couJd  hold  his  owu  in  an 
orchestra  of  picked  performers.  All  his  companions  were 
chosen  with  reference  to  these  dominant  tastes.  He  was 
surrounded,  whenever  he  was  at  leisure,  by  poets,  painters, 
philosophers,  musicians,  and  musical  composers.  What 
should  he  do  with  this  amiable  and  speechless  wax-doll, 
with  her  flaxen  curls,  her  piuk  cheeks,  and  her  large  blue 
?yes' 

After  the  first  three  or  four  years,  he  liad  scarcely  any 

;iatiou  with  her,  except,  once  or  twice  a  week,  a  sliort 

ceremonious  visit ;  and  vrhen  lio  was  absent  in  war  time, 

he  would  write  her  three  or  four  lines  occasionally  to  give 

her  information  of  a  victory,  or  of  the  death  of  one  of 

T  relations.     When  they  had  been  married  seven  years, 

iderick   succeeded  to  the   throne.     Scarcely  had   the 

it  ceremonials  of  his  accession  come  to  an  end,  than 

took  revenge  for  what  he  eouaidered  liis  wrongs  from 

le  House  of  Austria,  by  snatching  from  it  its  province  of 

Slcsia.     This  was  the  beginning  of  a  war  with  his  wife's 

relations,  which,  with  some  intervals,  lasted  for  nearly 

twenty  years.     His   own  kingdom  was  laid  waste   and 

almost  destroyed ;  but  he  at  length  emerged  victorious. 

1  have  before  me  the  correspondence  which  passed  between 

Frederick  and  Queen  Elizabeth  Christine,  during  the  Mt^- 

le  years  of  their  uiarried  Ufa.    EradmcV.  "«aa  oaa  « 
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the  moBt  profuse  of  Icfter-'writers ;  but  hia  letters  to  1 
wife  are  brief  indeed,  and  frequently  of  cruel  coldneari 
Take  this  one  specimen,  written  from  the  battle-field : 

"  Madame,  I  have  the  satiafaction  to  inform  you  thi 
Neissc  is  taken.     I  am  with  much  eateem,  jour  Teryfaitd 
ful  servant,  Frederick." 

From  another  bloody  field,  on  which  the  brother  of  tii^m 
Queeu  lay  dead  of  hia  wouado,  the  King  wrote  thus  to  his  1 
wife: 

"  Madame,  you   know   probably  what  passed  the  daf  I 
before  yesterday,     I  pity  the  dead,  and  regret  them.     Myfl 
brothers  aud  Ferdinand  are  well.    Prince  Louis  is  said  to 
be  wounded.    1  am  with  much  esteem, etc., Frederick." 

The  poor  Queen,  who  had  never  enjoyed  anything  like 
tenderness  from  her  husband,  was  not  scliooled  to  the 
point  of  receiving  such  a  letter  without  feeling  the  cruel 
hardness  of  it.  The  Ferdinand  spoken  of  by  the  King 
was  another  brother  of  hers,  and  to  him  she  wrote  a  day  ■ 
or  two  after : 

"  I  am  accustomed  to  the  King's  manners ;  but  t 
docs  not  prevent  me  from  being  sensible  of  them,  especial 
on  such  occasions,  when  one  of  my  brothers  has  ended  hisf 
life  in  his  service.     Such  manners  are  too  cruel." 

The  extreme  brevity  of  the  King's  letter  was  due,  i 
part,  to  the  pressing  nature  of  his  occupations   at  HutM 
closn  of  a  campaign.    A  few  days  after,  when  he  had  mort 
leisure,  he  wrote  in  a  tone  somewhat  kinder  and  mtne^ 
solacing  to  her  affectionate  heart : 

"  Madame,  I  deplore  tlie  death  of  your  brother,  Prince  " 
Albert ;  but  be  died  like  a  brave  man,  although  he  courted 
death  from  gaiety  of  heart  aud  without  necessity.  Some- 
time ago,  I  notified  the  Duke,  your  father,  of  what  could 
not  fail  to  happen,  and  often  said  the  same  to  the  deceased 
Prince ;  but  he  only  followed  his  own  head,  and  I  wonder 
Jjo  was  not  killed  a  long  time  ago.    I  pity  you,  Madams^ 
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for  the  sorrow  ■which  it  ia  natural  you  should  feel  at  the 
death  of  your  relations ;  but  these  are  events  for  which 
there  is  no  remedy.     I  am,  with  esteem,  etc.,  Frederick." 

This  was  a.  little  better;  but  even  this  must  have 
wounded  and  chilled  the  sensibilities  of  a  woman  singu- 
larly devoted  to  lier  family.  She  bore  her  lot,  liowever, 
with  great  patience  ;  and,  as  she  advanced  in  years,  and 
her  character  matured,  she  became  a  much  more  presenta- 
le  and  interesting  person.  She  conquered,  at  length,  the 
g's  cordial  esteem,  and  the  letters  which  lie  wrote  her 

their  old  age  are  often  in  a  very  affectiouato  spirit. 

ere  could  hardly  be  a  more  ill-assorted  pair  than  they 

but  both  of  them,  notwithstanding  their  faults  and 

.,  had  a  strong  sense  of  duty.     This  kept  them 

igether.     The  longer  they  lived,  the  less  irksome  their 

union   became,  and   they  ended   in   cherishing  for   one 

another  a  genuine  and  great  regard. 

Frederick  died  in  1786,  aged  seventy-four.  In  his  will, 
after  making  an  unusually  liberal  allowance  for  liis  wife's 
maintenance,  he  gave  as  a  reason  that  s)io  "  had  never 
caused  him  the  least  discontent,  and  that  her  incor- 
ruptible virtue  was  worthy  of  love  and  consideration." 
She  died  in  1797,  aged  sisty-four  years. 

During  the  eleven  years  of  her  widowhood,  she  had  to 
endure  the  anxieties  and  terrors  of  the  revolutionary 
period,  which  involved  so  many  of  tiio  royal  houses  of 
Europe.  Those  events  disturbed  her  little.  She  passed 
much  of  her  time  in  works  of  benevolence,  and  wrote 
many  religious  tracts  for  circulation  among  the  poor. 

ley  were  quite  in  the  style  of  our  "Tracis,"  and  serve 
prove  the  infinite  absurdity  of  uniting  her  life  with 

,t  of  the  most  pronounced  unbeliever  in  Europe. 
"  Reflections  for  Every  Day  of  the  Week,"  was  the  title 
of  one  of  her  very  brief  and  mild  compoaitloias,si».4.  A\t 
'rote  one  Tract  expressly  ta,  npJ^Vfeft  j^Xffy^  ''^^^  ^ 
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THE  FLIGHT  OF  EUGfeNTE. 

THIS  lady,  formerly  Btyled  Empress  of  Franco,  and 
for  years  tlje  most  conspicuous  woman  in  Europe, 
is  now  (1888)  living  in  retirement  in  an  English  country 
house,  a  childless  widow.     Who  else  has  had  sach  i'M 
career  as  she  ?  '^ 

She  was  born  in  Spain  in  1826,  in  the  province-  of 
Granada,  the  picturesque  scenery  and  romantic  traditions 
of  which  the  pen  of  Irving  has  made  familiar.  Her 
father,  the  Count  de  Montijo  and  T^ba,  was  a  grandee  of 
Spain,  from  wliom  she  inherited  many  titles  of  nobility. 
He  died  before  licr  birtli.  Her  mother,  Maria  Manuela 
Kirkpatriclt,  was  a  descendant  of  a  Scotch  family  of  the 
Koman  Catholic  faith,  who  emigrated  to  Spain  after  the 
fall  of  the  Stuarts. 

Her  childhood  was  passed  in  Madrid.    The  graceful 
self-possession  which   in   after  years   characterized   her 
demeanor  was  probably  due  to  lier  early  drill  in  the  old 
Spanish  etiquette.     Washington  Irving,  who  was  then  in 
Spain,  knew  her  mother  well,  and  was  a  frequent  visitor 
at  her  house,  where  he  soon  made  friends  with  the  little 
Eug^ie  and  her  beautiful  sisters,  Maria  and  Ilenriquet^^ 
In  later  years,  when  she  was  amazing  Europe  with  the] 
costliness  of  her  costumes  and  tlie  splendor  of  her  court,-   ' 
he  recalled  with  interest  and  amusement  the  many  times 
he  had  held  the  future  Empress  on  his  knee,  when  she 
was  an  alert,  dark-eyed  little  girl,  doubtless  very  happy 
to  be  entertained  with  such  stories  of  her  native  land  aa 
Me  could  tell  iier.  . 
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SVom  Madrid  she  was  sent  to  Toulouse,  and  afterwards  to 
Iristol  to  pursue  her  education.  When  she  left  Bchool 
lie  was  a  beautiful  and  acccimplislicd  jouny  lady,  easy  in 
r  manners  and  fluent  in  conversation,  which  she  could 
,rry  on  with  apparently  equal  ease  in  Spanish,  English, 
T  French.  She  possessed  more  than  the  average  informa- 
tion, and  displayed  a  rcadiuess  and  aptness  of  reply 
which  on  some  occasions  approached  the  brilliancy  of  wit. 
Her  beauty  was  striking  and  exceptional ;  her  form  alen^ 
der  and  perfectly  moulded ;  her  complexion  brilliantly 
fair ;  her  black  eyes  large  and  expressive ;  her  hair  abund- 
it  and  of  a  rich  auburn  color.  It  is  not  surprising  that 
'hen  she  traveled  ivith  her  mother  she  became  succesa- 
ily  the  belle  of  the  season  in  London,  Madrid,  and 
'aris. 

While  in  London  she  was  introduced  to  Louis  Napoleon, 
then  an  exile  from  France,  and  distinguished  chiefly  for 
the  absurd  and  disastrous  failure  of  his  first  attempt  to 
overthrow  (he  government  of  Louis  Philippe.  lu  1851 
she  met  him  again.  He  was  then  called  Napoleon  III, 
and  she  was  regarded  as  one  of  the  leaders  of  fashion 
!Paris.  In  1853  he  communicated  to  the  Senate  his 
determination  to  marry  her, 

"I  come,  then,  gentlemen,"  he  said  in  the  document 
conveying  this  intelligeuce,  "to  say  to  France  that  I  have 
preferred  the  woman  whom  I  love,  and  whom  I  respect, 
to  one  who  is  unkuowu,  whose  alliance  would  have  advant- 
ages mingled  with  sacrifices." 

This  had  rather  a  taking  sound,  and,  in  truth,  the  man 
did  possess  a  small  literary  gift,  adapted  to  his  style  of 
public  falsehood.  It  was  a  purely  histrionic  style, 
designed  to  conceal  the  writer's  thought,  but  often  failing 
in  that  design.  Unfortunately  for  the  effect  of  these  fine 
words  upon  the  public,  it  was  aurrai8ed_a\i  ftve  ^tsiB^'a.-o.i.K*  4 
now  known,  that  he  Iiad  been  8o\\c\t\vi^  V\\b  TWvoQWi  ^ 
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Bevcral  royal  ladies,  whoso  parents  had  in  turn  politeljj 
but  iirmly  declined  the  honor  of  having  him  for  a  Bon-iib 
law. 

He  was  married  to  Eugenie,  according  to  the  ciril  form, 
on  the  twenty-seventh  day  of  January,  1853,  at  the  Tuil- 
eriea.  On  tlie  next  day,  which  was  Sunday,  the  religioua 
ceremony  took  place  at  Ni5tre  Dame,  with  every  circum- 
stance that  could  add  to  the  splendor  and  impressiveness 
of  the  spectacle.  The  bride  and  bridegroom  occupied  two^ 
magnificent  thrones  erected  before  tlie  high  altar.  It  waj 
observed  that  Eugenie  betrayed  much  agitation  durinffi 
the  progress  of  the  rite,  and  that  her  husband  endeavoi 
to  reassure  her. 

If  the  duties  of  an  Empress  consist  in  drcssmg  1 
quently,  in  behaving  graciously,  in  bestowing  picturcsqiio 
charities,  in  giving  showy  entertainments,  and  in  nothing 
moie — then  was  Eugenie  a  model  empress.  She  was 
fitted  by  nature  to  play  the  part  of  Lady  Bomitiful  and 
dwell  in  the  House  Beautiful.  Her  first  act  was  in  charac- 
ter. The  city  of  Paris  voted  her  a  large  sum  for  the  pur- 
chase of  Jewels:  she  accepted  the  money,  but  requested 
permission  to  devote  it  to  founding  an  institution  for  the 
education  of  young  girls  belonging  to  the  working  classcB. 
She  further  bestowed  in  charity  twenty  thousand  dollarq 
of  a  present  of  fifty  thousand  given  her  at  the  same  t 
by  her  husband  ;  and  her  "  reign  "  was  marked  by  manji 
other  striking  gifts  to  charitable  and  scientific  objects. 

It  was  during  this  period  that  what  I  have  elsewherol 
called  "the  clothes  mania"  raged  throughout  Chi'isten" 
dom.  It  was  within  her  province  to  decide  what  fashit 
should  prevail  in  France,  in  Europe,  in  America,  in  part 
of  Asia.  She  might  have  claimed  the  privilege  of  intpo 
ducing  taste,  elegance,  and  Bimplicity  in  dress.  Instead, 
she  aggrav&UiA  tlie  rule  of  cumbersome  extravagance, 
ITor  own  costumes  were  ol    tVe  moa\.  ^uiw\a\»  <wia« 
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melion,  and  were  changed   with  a  frequency  that  was  j 

[  ludicrous.     She  displayed  three  or  four   dresaes  in  the  I 

I  course  of  oacli   day,  and  even  the  most  expensive  were  I 

|-  never  worn  more  than  twice.     Many  writers  derived  their  j 

income  from  describing  in  the  journals  of  the  day  these  [ 

successive  "  creations "  of  the  Paris  milliner  and  ( 

malier.     At   one   time  we  were  told  that  tlie   Empress  ] 

wore  to  mass  a  blue  satin  trained  dress  trimmed  with  [ 

Russian  sable,  and  a  bonnet  of  iris  velvet  adorned  with  1 

I  ail  aigrette.     Again  it  was  recorded  that  an  evening  drcss  ] 

which  she  appeared  was  "an  apricot  silk,  puffed  all  I 

I  round  Ihe  bottom  with  apricot  tulle ;  flounces  worked  wilh  I 

I  silver,  fuchsia  pattern,  and  trimmed  with  Venetian  fringe 

I  of  white   silk.     Over  this    an    immense  train  of  white  I 

I  satin,  softened  by  apricot  tulle,  worked  with  silver  fuch-  j 

1  Bias  and  fringe  round  the  borders." 

Another  writer  called  attention  to  the  fact  that  the  I 
I  tentiment  of  her  attire  was  suited  to  the  occasion  upon 
I  which  it  was  worn.     Thus  for  attending  a  council  of  min- 
'  iEsters,  she  selected  a  robe  of  "a  grave,  reflecting  tone,  on  ' 
_  which  hues  of  stcel^ray  meet  rays  of  studious   brown, 
the  e-nsemble  being  burnished  armor."     She  accumulated 
a  collection  of  fans,  furs,  laces,  and  jewels  that  probably 
surpassed  any  other  in  existence.  ■ 

During  the  period  that  elapsed  between  her  marriage  I 
and  her  flight,  she  received  twenty  thousand  dollars  of  ^ 
pin  money  every  month,  and  this  sum  she  never  failed  to  - 
i  spend  to  the  last  cent.  The  example  which  she  set  was 
followed  only  too  willingly  by  many  women  of  Prance 
"and  other  countries.  Never  in  modern  times  have  the 
fashions  been  more  elaborate,  extravagant,  and  senseless 
than  while  Eugenie  occupied  the  palaces  of  France. 

During  this  portion  of  her  career  she  figured  in  many 
scenes  and  pageants  which  found  a  place  in  journalism. 
Hoi  Tisit  with  her  husband  to  the  cqutV.  oV  ^weca.  N\*«f 
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ria  will  bo  at  once  recalled,  as  well  ae  the  visit  whic 
Queen  and  Prince  Albert  made  to  Paris  in  return.  Both 
these  occasions  were  marked  by  expensiyis  festivities  and 
much  interchan^  of  compliment.  At  the  opening  of  the 
Suez  Canal  in  1869,  she  was  present  in  the  yacht  VAigls, 
and  played  a  chief  part  in  the  celebration.  It  was  proba- 
bly at  this  time  that  she  acquired  the  friendship  of  M- 
de  Lesseps,  who  in  her  hour  of  danger  proved  a  friend 
indeed.  The  Aigh  formed  one  of  the  "  inauguratioi} 
fleet "  of  forty-five  vesaeU,  and  took  the  lead  in  maki] 
the  passage  to  Ihe  Red  Sea,  where,  with  the  Empress 
board,  it  arrived  on  the  twenty-second  of  November,  returi 
ing  the  next  day  to  the  Mediterranean. 

Twice  during  the  absence   of  her   husband. 
1865,  while  he  was  in  Algeria,  and  again  in  1870,  duriii|f' 
the  Franco-Prussian  War,  Eugenie  was  left  tlie  nominal 
head  of  the  state  with  the  title  of  Ecgent.     Her  political 
feelings  were   influenced   by   her  religion,   for  she  wi 
a  Spanish  Catholic. 

In  the  stru^le  which  ended  so  disastrously  for  hei 
and  her  family,  she  took  the  liveliest  interest,  and  It 
even  said  that  she  was  accustomed  to  refer  to  it  as 

The  last  four  weeks  of  her  abode  in  France,  EugiSnie 
■spent  at  the  Tuileries.  Of  those  days  of  confusion  and 
distress  the  public  has  recently  learned  many  details 
through  a  gentleman  who  was  at  that  period  an  attach^ 
of  an  important  personage  connected  with  the  coui-t. 
Hisposition  enabled  him  to  observe  all  that  l«ok  ph 
and  ho  was  afterwards  one  of  the  trusted  few  who  assist* 
the  empress  to  escape. 

The  series  of  defeats  which  culminated  in  Sedan  hi 
already  begun,  and  a  proclamation  hud  appeared  declar- 
ing Paris  in  a  state  of  siege.     Still  Eugenie  was  hopeful. 
.She  thought  "^v/ii)x  a  lady'a  tomantvc  ideas  about  mili- 
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tary  posBibilities,"  says  the  narrator,  "Uiat  everything 
could  be  retrieved  by  a  grand  coup"  She  waa  by  no 
means  afraid  to  criticize,  aiid  expressed  her  opiuion  of 
certain  generals  with  great  freedom,  placing  all  her  faith 
in  Marshal  Bazaiue.  The  minister  of  war,  Count  do 
Palikao,  concealed  from  her  the  gravity  of  tlio  eituation, 
and  kept  from  her  all  the  disagreeable  news  that  ho 
could.  But  it  was  soon  observed  that  her  husband's  sec- 
retary busied  liimsclf  in  collecting  the  most  important 
paijcrs  of  his  office  as  if  for  removal,  and  not  long  after- 
ward her  friends  advised  her  to  collect  her  own  valuables 
and  prepare  for  departure. 

Upon  hearing  this  her  confidence  forsook  her,  and  she 
was  seized  with  terror.  She  feared  a  revolution ;  she 
feared  being  murdered  at  midnight  by  a  mob.  Her  mind 
ran  continually  upon  that  terrible  night  when  the  mob  of 
Paris  went  to  yersaiUes  to  fetch  the  King  and  Queen, 
fi.iA  when  Beveral  of  the  guard  were  killed  in  protecting 
Uarie  Antoinette.  She  seemed  at  one  time  roaolved  upon 
; having  Gambetta  and  other  Republican  loaders  arrested; 
jet  when  her  friends  wished  the  scheme  to  be  carried 
into  execution,  she  would  permit  nothing  to  be  done. 
She  passed  her  time  in  suspense,  vacillation,  and  dread. 

"  In  a  fortnight,"  records  the  observant  attach^,  "  Her 
fair  face  became  hazard,  and  streaks  of  stiver  showed 
themselves  in  her  liair." 

Meanwhile  she  was  obliged  as  usual  to  give  audiences 
and  hold  receptions,  and  to  conduct  herself  as  if  all  was 
going  well.  Once  again,  too,  her  hopes  were  raioed  by  a 
despatch  announcing  as  a  victory  an  engagement  which 
really  resulted  in  defeat.  On  this  occasion  she  was  so 
overcome  with  joy  that  she  ran  from  her  apartments  to  the 
■d-room,  and  appeared  suddenly  among  the  soldiers  who 
iWere  lying  upon  camp-beds  smoking  or  playing  cards, 
■anng  the  Ic'egram  in  her  hand  and  CT^'mt,_       ^ 
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"The  Prussians  are  beaten ! " 

Court  etiquette  and  the  rules  of  audience  were  insensi- 
bly relaxed,  and  strange  visitors  were  admitted  to  the 
Tiiilcrics.-  Eugenie  found  herself  besieged  hy  men  deter- 
mined to  bully  or  coax  her  into  giving  eoiintcnaiice  to 
their  plans  for  a  new  campaign,  new  implements  of  war, 
new  policy,  or  new  ofhcials — the  latter  represented  by 
themselves.  Tlie  servants  of  the  palace,  too,  perceived 
their  opportunity  and  did  not  let  it  slip.  Many  absconded, 
carrying  away  with  them  valuable  bronzes,  statuettes,  and 
articles  of  clothing  ;  others  invited  their  friends  and  held 
feasts  in  the  kitchen.  Once,  owing  to  their  carelcHsness, 
a  lunch  set  ont  for  the  Empress  was  devoured  hyacrowd 
of  people  awaiting  audience,  who  swooped  down  upon  it 
from  a  neighboring  ante-chamber. 

At  last  came  the  news  of  her  hiiBband's  surrender 
Sedan.  Eugenie  was  up  all  night;  council  after  counci 
was  lield,  as  new  reports  and  scraps  of  information 
arrived.  Finally,  at  five  o'clock  in  the  morning,  it  was 
decided  that  she  should  ride  on  horseback  through  the 
streets  of  Paris,  and  herself  praclaim  to  the  unpopular 
Legislature  its  dissolution.  This  resolution,  however, 
was  never  carried  into  effect,  for  lack  of  a  riding  dress ! 
A  plain  black  habit  with  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor 
pinned  upon  her  breast  was  what  she  had  made  up  her 
mind  to  wear,  but  among  the  three  hundred  dresses  then 
hanging  on  tlieir  pegs  in  the  Tuileries,  there  was  only  one 
riding  habit  to  be  found,  and  that  was  neither  black  nor 
plain.  It  was  a  dress  of  gorgeous  green,  embroidered 
with  gold,  and  designed  to  be  worn  with  a  three-cornered 
Louis  XV  hat — the  costume  of  the  imperial  hunt  at 
Fontainebleau.  This  was  pronounced,  with  evident 
justice,  to  be  too  theatrical,  and  the  enterprise 
sequently  relinquished, 

U^pon  tlie  fourth  of  September,  tWe  mcfo  ao  long 
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at  length  made  ita  aiipcaran ce.  But  it  was  not  a  mob 
Buch  aa  liail  tlireatened  Mario  Antoinette;  it  was  not 
bloodthirsty;  it  :was  not  violent ;  the  spirit  of  destruction 
latent  in  it  was  not  aroused.  It  advanced  slowly,  oi 
flowing  from  the  streets  and  Benares  whei'o  it  had  heen 
gnUiering  all  the  morning,  into  the  beautiful  gardens  of 
the  Tuileries,  and  dividing  into  two  parts,  streamed  down 
upon  the  palace  itself.  Eugenie,  standing  behind 
curtain  in  the  drawing-room,  viewed  ita  approach  through 
an  opera-glass,  and  remarked  with  sorrow  and  surprise 
that  it  was  apparently  led  by  M.  Victorien  Sardou,  the 

k great  dramatist.  This  gentleman  had  indeed  placed  him- 
telf  at  its  head,  but  only  that  he  might  control  it,  and  it 
fras  largely  owing  to  him  that  the  building  was  not  sacked 
when  it  finally  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  populace. 
9  "  At  twenty  mimitea  past  two,"  says  the  writer  of  the 
Irticle  in  Temple  Bar  to  which  I  have  referred,  "  Signor 
Nigra,  the  Italian  ambassador,  passed  through  the  white 
drawing-room  with  a  rather  jolly  air  on  Iiis  face,  as 
though  nothing  were  happening.  '  What  news  ? '  asked 
Bomohody.  '  Maia  rten,'  be  answered  chcei'fully,  and 
sti'ode  off, erect  and  long-legged,  into  the  Empress's  rooms, 
lie  had  come  to  tell  the  Empress  that  it  was  time  t«  fly. 
Her  fortitude  forsook  her  at  this  durinsr  a  few  seconds, 
and  she  could  not  articulate,  but  she  made  a  sign  that  she 
wished  to  show  herself  to  those  who  Jiad  stood  by  he 
faitlifully  to  (he  last.  The  door  of  the  white  drawing- 
room  was  thrown  open,  and  the  Empress  appeared  for  a 
moment  on  the  threshold — an  inexpressibly  touching 
—  little  figiire  in  her  simple  black  dress  and  white  collar. 
She  made  a  curtesy  and  waved  her  hand,  trying  hard  to 
smile,  while  many — not  all  of  them  woniru — were  sobbing 
loud.  Then,  with  gentle  persuasion,  Prince  Richard 
!ettcrnich,  the  Austrian  ambassador,  drew  her  back  and. 
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A  cab  wa8  waiting  on   the  Quai  du  Louvre,  irith 
Emperor's  master  uf  liorpe,  diBguised  as  a  coacliman,  u] 
the  box   and   a  fast  trotting-horse  betwecu  the  shaft 
Soon  Eugenic  aud  lier  lady-in-waiting,  Madame  Caret 
approaclicd  it,  both  veiled  and  escorted  by  Signor  Nigi 
Prince  Mctternicli,  and  M.  Ferdinand  de  Lesseps,     Jub£ 
as  Eugenie  was  entering  it  a  street  boy  recognized  lier 
and    ehouted,   "  Tlicre   is    tho    Empress ! "     Bi't   M.   dc 
Lesseps,  with  ready  presence  of  mind  turned  promptly 
upon  the  astonished  lad  and  gave  Iiim  a  Kick,  exclaiming 

"Ah,  you're  crying  '  Vive  rUmpereur    are  you?     Tl 
will  teach  you!" 

Tljese    words    at   once    directed    the  feeling   at    the 
bystanders  against  the  boy,  and  meanwhile  the  Empress 
was  driven  away.     As  she  departed,  she  was  obliged  to 
pass  by  a  crowd  of  over  a  fiiousand  persons  who  w 
making  violent  outcries  against  the  Emperor  and  herseli 
Her  destination  was  the  house  of  her  American  dentintj 
Dr.  Evans,  where  she  passed  the  night.     Next  moruingJ 
he  drove  hor  out  of  Paris  in  an  open  phaeton,  and  accoi 
panied  her  to  Belgium,  liut  not  finding  any  safe  opj 
tunity  to  embark  thence  for  England,  ho  soon  rctumi 
with  her  to  Trouvillo,  in  France. 

In  the  harbor  of  Trouvillo  there  was  then  lying  a  little 
English  yacht  of  forty-two  tons,  named  the  "  Gazelle ; " 
the  property  of  Sir  John  Burgoyue.  It  was  determined 
by  Dr.  Evans  that  if  possible  tlic  Empress  should  becoi]' 
veyed  to  England  in  this  vessel,  and  on  September 
he  went  on  lioard  of  her,  accompanied  by  his  nepheWj.tO' 
confer  with  hor  owner.  Sir  John  Burgoyne  would  not' 
first  believe  that  Eiig^uie  was  indeed  in  Trouville,  ai 
laughingly  told  the  two  Aiucricaus  that  he  was  not  to  be] 
fooled  by  a  pair  of  YankeeB  ;  then,  observing  their  agitSp' 
tion,  he  became  more  serious  and  requested  them  to 
descend  into  tiic  cabin  and  ta\k  \ihe  maUet  over  with  Li 
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Btii^yne.  It  so  happened  that  she  was  well  acquainted 
with  Paris  and  knew  that  Dr.  Evans  was  a  fashionable 
dentist,  patronized  by  the  court ;  she  tlierefore  placed 
faith  in  his  story  and  at  once  stated  her  desire  to  bo  of 
HBervice,  if  possible,  to  the  unfortunate  Eugenie,  The 
details  of  her  embarkation  were  then  arranged  with  Sir 
John,  and  the  gentlemen  left  the  yacht. 

Soon  after  their  departure  &  French  police  spy  came  on 
board  and  searched  the  veBscl  thoronglily,  but  found 
nothing  suspicious.  It  was  never  known  what  informa- 
tion led  him  to  mako  the  search. 

A  little  before  midnight  Eugenie,  accompanied  by 
Madame  Lebreton,  left  the  furnished  apartments  provided 
for  her  by  Dr.  Evans,  where,  at  his  Bugj^oation.  she  had 
been  passed  off  as  an  insane  lady,  traveling  to  England 
under  his  charge  and  that  of  an  attendant.  Escorted  by 
ihe  faithful  doctor  the  two  ladies,  closely  veiled,  proceeded 
ito  the  dock.  Sir  John  Burgoyne's  eutry  in  the  log  of 
jitiie  "  Gazelle  "  dcscribeB  theit-  meeting  as  follows : 

"  Went  on  to  tlie  quay  and  met  shortly  afterwards  two 
ladies  walking  together,  with  a  gentleman  who  carried  a 
bag  after  tliem.     One  of  the  ladies  came  up  to  me  and 
said, '  I  believe  you  are  the  English  gentleman  who  will 
take  me  to  England.      I  am  the  Empress.'     She   then 
lui'st  into  tears,  and  I  told  her  my  name  and  offered  her  J 
ly    arm,  wliich   she  took,    and    walked   on    board   the  [ 
Gazelle,'  where  I  presented  Lady  Burgoyno  to  her.    She 
it  once  asked  for  newspaper?  and  begged  Lady  Burgoyne  j 
give  her  tidings  of    tlic   Emperor  and  the  Prince  j 
imperial." 

Fortunately,  there  were  on  board  papers  irom  which  she  I 
learned  of  the  safety  of  her  son,  wlio  had  couc  to  Eiig-  , 
land,  as  well  as  further  details  of  the  surrender  of  Sedan,  I 
the  snbseciueut  revolution,  and  tiie  flight  of  the  vatvav»J 
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^^M  every  kindness,  and  listened  with  the  deepest  interest  and 
^H  sympathy  to  her  account  of  her  last  days  in  the  Tuil- 
^H  eries  and  her  escape  from  Paris.  In  telling  the  story 
^B  Eugenie  frequently  gave  way  to  tears,  but  assured  her 
^H  hostess  that  she  now  felt  herself  perfectly  safe,  as  i^lQ 
^H  was  under  the  protection  of  Euglishmcn;  indeed,  slie 
^H  imagined  herself  safer  than  at  that  moment  she  really 
^^H  was.  At  a  quarter  to  two  in  the  morning  Sir  John,  who 
^^B  liad  iKcn  on  shore,  returned  to  the  yacht  and  entered  in 
^^K     the  log-book : 

^^B        "  Mob  at  the  caf^  began  making  great  noise,  singio) 
^^B     the  '  Marselllaiso.'     Woke  up  men  and  got  ready  to  slip. 
^^1     Went  myself  to  the  caf^s  and  found  dnmken  Mobilea." 
^^B  Tho  outcries  of  these  demoralized  soldiers  against  the 

^^  Emporor  and  Empress  were  so  violent  that  Sir  John, 
remembering  the  visit  of  the  French  spy,  considered  an 
attack  upon  the  yacht  quite  within  the  limits  of  pnssi- 

Ibility.  He  therefore  thonght  it  best  to  tell  his  crew  the 
name  of  the  lady  he  bad  taken  on  board,  and  added  that 
they  might  be  called  upon  to  defend  Iier,  which  they  at. 
once  expressed  their  willingness  to  do.  No  attack  wa 
made,  liowever,  and  at  the  break  of  dawn  the  "  Gazelle 
prepared  for  sea. 
The  jiight  liivd  been  black  and  stormy.  It  had  proved 
fatal,  as  waa  afterwards  learned,  to  the  man-of-war 
"  Captain,"  the  most  powerful  fighting  ship  in  the  Britisli 
navy,  commanded  by  Sir  Johns  cousin,  which  went  down 
with  ail  on  board.  Nor  did  llio  morning  promise  better 
weather — equally,  with  ragged  clouds  flying  across  the 
sky,  and  a  high  sea;  a  bad  day  for  the  little  cutter. 
Nevertheless,  a  hour  or  two  later  she  sailed,  and  Sir  Johai 

I   entered  in  the  log-book  : 
"  At  7.30  discharged  pilot;  set  mainsail  and  spinnak^ 
and  second  jib  (topsail  housed).     Wind   fresh 
ground  swell.     Heavy  rain  and  l\\\(iV.    ^we  \ia.te\vt. 
ti  8  a.m.     At  9  wind  freshened.'' 
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Poor  Eug:^nie,  who  had  been  at  length  persuaded  t'j  lio 

down  and  take   some  rest,  was  soon  rudely  awakened. 

The  wind   rose  until   it   blew   a   gale;    the  sea  became 

ugher  and  ruugher ;  at  noon  a  heavy  sqoall  buret,  carry- 

ig  away  the  spinnaker  boom,  and,  a  few  minutes  later, 

the  wind  veered  suddenly,  and  the  little  yacht  with  Bails  j 

close-reefed,  prepared  to  beat   slowly  to  windwnrd.     At  j 

half-past  five  the  Isle  of  Wight  was  sighted  ;  and  at  half-  I 

ipa«t  seven,  the  log  records;  "Made  but  little  way. 

heavy  for  yacht.  Took  another  reef  in  sail  and  triced 
!p  tack.  Yacht  behaving  splendidly.  Tacking  fre- 
quently ;  all  hands  od  deck  and  frequent  thunder- 
showers." 

There  are  no  further  entries  in  the  log  until  the  vessel  ' 
anchored  off  Ryde  at  half-past  two  in  t!je  morning.     But, 
daring  the  night,  the  storm    became  a  tempest,  masses 
of  water  fell  upon  the   deck    with    loud  and  terrifying 
sounds,   and    the    little    cutter    was   pitched   from   one,  I 
great   wave   to   another.      It  was  a  night   of  peril   and   , 
lion-or,  and  many  times  Eugenie  gave  up  all  hojies,  and 
expected  to  find  her  grave  at  tlie  bottom  of  the  English 
Channel    before   morning.     She   bore   herself,   however, 
with  coolness  and  courage,  and  drew  some  comfort  from 
the  calm  and  matter-of-fact  demeanor  of  Lady  JSurgoync,   , 
which  excited  her  wonder  and  admiration.     Once,  when, 
OS  Madame  Lebreton  expressed  it,  "  All  cracked  around 
sho  observed  that  she  had  just   passed  through  a   , 
orse  storm  in  Paris, 

But  at  length  the  danger  was  pasRcd,  and  at  three  in 
le  morning  a  breakfast  was  served  in  the  cabin  of  the 
icht,  at  which  Eugenie  was  quite  cheerful  and  at  times   i 
'en  gay,  making  a  joke  out  of  many  things  which  t 
urs  before  had  seemed  to  her  shocking  and  even  terri- 
Her   health   was  drunk   in   chan\\»a?,wft,  axA  ^"*1 
•ned  thanks  in  a  little  inforraaV  R\«:ee\\,\i^\e\,>.vX>^a^ 
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of  gratitude  to  Sir  Joliii  and  Lady  Burgoyne.     She  al 
expressed  a  desire  to  j)rci!eiit  some  little  token  of  rcniei 
brauce  to  the  crew  of  tlie  jaclit,  wlio  were  accordiiiglyl 
summoned  to  meet  her  in   the  cabin,   where  each  man 
received  from  her  hand  a  Napoleon,  and  acknowledged 
the  gift  with  an  "  I  thank  you  very  much,"  spoki 
English.     The  coins  were  afterwards  punched  and  worj 
by  the  sailors  as  mcmeutoes. 

At  half-past  seven  in  the  morning,  accompanied 
iSir  John  Burgoyne,  she  left  the  yacht  and  went  to 
hotel,  whence  slie  departed  next  day  for  Brighton,     SIi 
was   attired,  when   she  lauded  in   England,   entirely  in 
clothes  borrowed  from    Lady  Burgoyne,  since   she  had 
brought  with  licr  but  a  small  traveling  bag,  and  her  own 
garments  were  ruined  by  storm  and  travel.     She  remained 
short   time    unknown.     Indeed,   when   Sir    John 
communicated  lo  Lord  Granville  tlie  circumstances  of  her 
arrival,  he  received  a  polite  reply  to  his  letter,  in  whii 
Lord  Granville  inquired  if  he  was  sure  he  had  not 
imiTOsed  upon. 

Wlien,  however,  the  truth  was  proved  beyond  disputi 
and  Eugenie  quitted  her  incognita,  she  was  kindly 
corned  by  Queen  Victoria  and  the  royal  family,  aiid 

I-  beautiful  country  residence  of  Camden  House,  Chisel-' 
hurst,  was  placed  at  her  disitosal.  Here  she  was  joined 
by  her  son,  and  later  by  her  husband,  and  here  Sir  John 
and  Lady  Burgoyne  were  soon  invited  to  visit  her  and 
receive  the  thanks  of  tlie  family. 
Louis  Napoleon  passed  the  remaining  years  of  his  life 
at  this  place,  living  quietly  and  chiefly  occupied  in  writ- 
ing and  in  plauiiiug  the  recovery  of  his  power.  He  died 
in  1873.  All  the  ho[)es  and  affections  of  his  widow  theu 
centred  in  her  son,  called  by  some  the  Prince  Imperii 
In  the^ear  1866  he  had  been  officially  associated  with  hi 
iathcv  in  hnperiai  power.     He  was  ttven  oii\^  ten  ^ears  ol 
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's  sweet  and  ^ntle  cliiM,  with  more  likeuess  to  Mb  mother 
than  to  hi»i  father.  On  that  occasiuii  the  throoe-room  of 
the  Louvre  was  crowded  with  the  great  officers  of  state,  of 
the  army,  and  of  the  imperial  household,  wliu  made  their 
.  obeisiiDce  to  the  child.  Five  years  later  he  was  a  cadet  in 
„  the  English  military  school  at  Woolwich.  There  he  was 
studious  and  virtuous,  and  eeemed  oppressed  with  his  im- 
perial birth  and  destiny.  He  was  a  Napoleon — he  might 
yet  be  an  Emperor.  When  he  reached  manhood,  still  frail 
and  delicate,  yet  witli  a  determined  spirit  in  a  gentle  soul, 
i  for  an  opjjortuiiity  to  prove  that  he  too  belonged 
to  a  race  of  heroes.  He  longed  to  practice  that  game  of  war 
hich  he  had  studied.  He  could  not  do  so  in  Eiirojje — he 
nld  not  enlist  in  the  army  of  France,  for  its  government 
would  not  allow  him,  and  he  dared  uot  fight  against  the  flag 
which  represented  his  country. 

But  afar  in  Africa  there  was  a  war  against  savages,  and  in 
it  he  found  his  opportunity.  His  feelings  are  shown  in  some. 
betters  which  have  been  published:  "I  desire  to  dispel  the 
doubts  which  liavo  on  some  occasions  been  manifested  con- 
iniing  llie  energy  of  my  will.  ■  .  .  When  one  belongs  to 
h  rat-e  of  warrioi-s,  it  is  oidy  with  the  steel  in  your  hand  that 
prove  what  you  are."  So  the  little  Prince,  with 
lul  too  great  for  his  delicate  body,  went  forth  to  meet  his 
ite — so  different  from  his  dreams.  Lord  Chelmsford,  the 
English  commander,  was  charged  to  take  special  care  of  the 
venturous  knight.  Nobody  believed  that  there  was  any 
Teal  danger.  But  in  his  first  encounter  with  the  Zulus,  the 
■Prince  was  separated  from  Ins  companions,  and  fell  under 
le  spears  of  the  rnllilcss  savages.  He,  the  least  warlike  of 
lie  Bonaparte  family  which  had  delugeil  Europe  with 
ilood,  was  tlie  only  one  to  fall  on  the  field  of  battle.  His 
iffill  shows  how  difficult  it  ia  for  a  family  that  has  once 

ited  power  to  accept  the  cotomon  lot,  or  evea  to  'g^'\!g<^M 
ihat  the_j-  are  imnecessary. 
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"  I  have  no  iiecd,"  he  says,  "  to  recommend  to  i 
mother  to  neglect  notliing  in  order  to  defend  the  memopH 
of  ray  great-uncle  uiid  of  my  father.     I  beg  her  to  ri 
1  ber  that  as  long  ne  there  shall  l>e  Eonnpartists,  the  ij 
I  rial  cause  will  have  repreecntativeR,     The  duties  of  oid 
I  house  toward  the  country  will  not  coaso  with  my  life." 

To  defend  the  memory  of  either  Napoleon,  after  thfl 
light  thrown  of  late  years  upon  their  career,  miglit| 
perhaps  be  difficult. 

Eng^uie's  willingness  to  marry  the  usurper  and  sharfl 
tlio  plnuder  of  Prance,  can  be  forgiven  only  because  it  ]i 

<  plain  that  she  inderRtood  nothing  of  the  BituatioD) 
She  enjoyed  the  fruits  of  a  crime,  but  she  was  not  herseifi 
depraved.  Looking  back  upon  her  career  wo  cau  f 
that,  if  she  never  rose  to  be  anything  better,  she  wa8 
never  anything  worse  than  a  woman  of  fashion  with  hor 
hand  in  the  treasury  of  a  nation.  There  was  seldom  a 
day  in  what  is  called  "the  reign"  of  Louis  Napoleon  I 
when  either  he  or  she  felt  secure  in  their  position.  Bot]t| 
did  what  they  could  to  make  themselves  less  unsafe.  H(fi 
penned  histrionic  papers;  she  changed  her  dress  fou) 
times  a  day. 

To  whom  shall  tliia  shadow  of  a  kingly  crown  descend^ 
Najioleoii  111.  had  not  been  long  on  the  throne  when  tlkfl 
French  Senate  declared  his  cousin,  the  son  of  Jerome,  Kiiifl^ 
of  Westphalia,  his  heir,  and  thougli  the  snlisequent  birth  otl 
the  Prince  Imperial  deferred  this  claim,  it  did  not  in  tlw 
feelings  of  tlie  Bonapartists   destroy  it.     But  that  Princal 

I  Napoleon,  wtio  by  way  of  distinction  is  generally  ealledfl 
Prince  Jerome,  from  his  father's  name,  afterwards  grievousl^ 
offended  the  Emperor  by  some  republican  speeches.  He! 
was  in  fact  an  excellent  orator,  but  very  indolent,  a  man  of  ^ 
talk  and  not  of  deeds,  as  the  uitty  Parisians  indicated  l»y  his 
ii/ckaame  Ploii-Plon.  The  Em|>eror,  who  ivas  in  Algerit 
r/ien   the  Pniice  made  some  \x»Ai\  aVVevawws,  w  Corsica,- 
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caused  the  official  newspaper  to  publish  a  rebuke.  Imme- 
diately the  Prince  resigned  all  his  offices  and  honors,  though 
he  still  retained  his  life-membership  in  the  Senate,  where  he 
made  severe  comments  on  the  administration  of  affiiirs. 
The  coldness  between  the  Emperor  and  his  shrewd  but  lazy 
cousin  continued  to  the  end.  The  Prince  Iro))erial,  in  the 
will  already  mentioned,  passed  over  his  uncle  Plon-Plon, 
and  declared  Plon-Plon's  eldest  son  Victor  the  head  of  the 
party  and  heir  to  the  Imperial  pretensions.  Prince  Jerome, 
however,  quietly  ignored  this  will,  and  declared  himself 
bead  of  the  family,  but  refused  to  become  an  Im|ierial  pre- 
tender. For  a  few  days  in  1883  it  seemed  as  if  he  were 
about  to  renew  the  claim  to  the  leadership  of  France,  and 
the  Republican  government  put  him  in  prison,  where  his 
unusual  ardor  soon  cooled. 
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IS  there  anything  favorable  to  longevity  in  the  study  of 
Aetronomy  ?  Twoladies  in  recenttimes  have  attained 
1  celebrity  for  their  knowledge  of  the  heavenly 
bodies,  Caroline  Horachcl  and  Mrs.  Somerville,  both  of 
whom  lived  to  an  extrai^rdinary  age.  Mrs.  Somervillo 
died  at  ninety-two,  and  Miss  Herschel  at  ninety-eight: 
and  both  of  them  appear  to  have  had  lives  as  happy  as 
they  were  long.  * 

Imagine  Caroline  Hcrachel,  first  of  all,  aa  a  very  liUle 
Gsauuan  fjivl,  seven  years  of  ago,living  at  Hanover  in  her 
fatlicr'a  liunse,  with  plenty  of  brothers  and  sisters  about 
her.  Her  fatlier  was  a  musician  and  brought  up  all  his 
children  to  music.  It  appears  to  liave  been  a  musical  race, 
for  we  hear  of  a  good  many  Herschels,  musicians,  in  and 
airout  the  courts  of  George  the  Second  and  George  the 
Tliird,  kings  of  Hanover  and  England.  She  grew  up, 
then,  in  an  atmosphere  of  music ;  and,  about  the  time  of 
her  birth,  her  brother  William,  a  boy  of  fourteen,  obtaii 
the  appointment  of  flageolet  player  in  the  king's  oi 
Imnd — a  joyful  event,  doubtleBs>  in  the  poor  mu8iciait''i 
large  family. 

But  Caroline  is  seven  years  of  age,  and  an  event  n 
about  to  take  place  in  the  household  the  opposite  of  joyful, 
Her  brother,  "William,  a  youth  now  of  nineteen,  is  going 
to  England,  in  quest  of  better  fortune.  He  departs,  and 
tlie  affairs  of  the  family  resume  their  usual  course.  Let- 
iers  arrive,  from  time  to  time,  from  the  adventurer  in 
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iH^Iand  relating  his  good  aud  ill  furtuno,  and  meanwhile 

Caroliiio   grows  up  to  womanhood.     She  is  twenty-two 

years  of  ago,  when  word  conies  from  her  brother  that  ho 

is  well  estabUslied  at  Bath  as  organist  and  music-master, 

and  that  he  would  gladly  have  his  sister  come  to  him  a 

iresido  over  his  home. 

She  joins  him  at  Bath,  then  iu  the  full  tide  of  its  pros- 

irity  as  a  fashionable  watering-place.     Her  brother,  as  I 

e  before  related,  shared  this  prosperity,  played   the 

;an  at  a  church,  gave  lessons  and  concerts,  and  had 

ime  leisure  left  for  reading  and  study.     Botli  sister  and 

ither  became  enthusiastic  students  of  astronomy  through 

lectures  and  writings  of  Ferguson,  the  popular  astrouo- 

:   of   that  day.     The  brotlier  makes  a  telescope  for 

iself ;  makes  another ;  succeeds  very  happily ;  makes 

:cns  and  scores  of  teleecopeB;  and  among  others,  makes 

for  liis  sister,  Caroline,  witli  which  she  begins  to 

rcrutinizc  Iho  lieavcua.     She  discovers  a  comet,  to  her 

great  deliglit.     This  succesB  leads  her  to  sweep  the  whole 

heavens  in  search   of  comets,  and  by  the  time  she  had 

reached   middle   life   she  had   discovered   eight,  five  of  . 

which  had  never  before  been  observed. 

Meanwhile  her  brother,  from  making  telescopes  turns 
lore  and  more  to  using  them,  and  becomes  tlie  most 
ligent,  resolute,  and  successful  observer  in  Europe ;  dis- 
ivers  a  planet ;  becomes  famous  all  over  the  world ; 
i-eceives  a  pension  and  a  house  from  the  king  of  England; 
and  brother  and  sister  go  to  live  in  the  house  near  Wind- 
sor, almost  in  the  sluidow  of  Windsor  Castle,  the  king's 
own  abode.  There  is  not  a  happier  pair  in  the  world 
than  they,  for  it  seems  their  burning  zeal  for  astronomy 
had  much  embarrassed  their  affairs,  and  their  good  for- 
tune came  just  in  time  to  save  them  from  ruin.  So,  at 
least,  Madame  D'Arblay  says,  who  was  then  attacked.^ 
the  court,  and  occasionally  visited^ 
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"  Mr.  Hcrschel,'"  she  says,  "  is  perfectly  nnasBnmingl 
yet  openly   happy,  and  happy   in   the   success   of  tho 
8tu(li<'s  which  would  render  a  mind  less  excellently  formed 
pri'sumptuous  and  arrogant.     The  king  has  not  a  happiefl 
Biihjuct  than  this  man,  who  owes  wholly  lo  his  majesty  tha| 

is  not  wretched  ;  for,  such  was  his  eagerness  to  quit  alll 
other  pursuits  to  follow  astronomy  solely,  that  he  was  in 
danger   of  niin,  when  liis  great  and  unoommon  genius  - 
attracted  the  king's  patronage." 

Very  soon  Miss  HerRchel  had  the  pleasure  of  showir 
her  comet  to  the  king  and  royal  family.  It  becamcS 
indeed,  a  common  thing  for  the  Herschels  to  be  inrit^s 
to  the  castle  to  display  some  of  the  wonders  they  ham 
discovered.  Madame  D'Arblay  once  was  asked  by  1 
princess  Augusta  to  go  into  the  garden  and  take  a  peepafl 
"  Miss  Herschors  comet,"  and  she  gladly  accepted  thi 
invitation.  • 

"  We  found  Mr.  Herechcl  at  his  telescope,"  she  reports, " 
"and  I  mounted  some  steps  to  look  through  it.     The 
comet  was  very  small,  and  had  nnlhing  grand  or  striking 
ill  its  appearance ;  but  it  is   the  first  lady's  comet,  ajid  XI 
was  very  desirous  to  see  it."  V 

Tho  same  interesting  diarist  describes  Caroline  HoF-j 
Bchel  as  very  small  in  stature,  very  gentle  in  her  mnnnera, 
perfectly  modest  as  to  her  acquirements,  as  well  as  frank 
and  ingenuous.     Her  manners  were  those   of  a   person 
unaccustomed  to  the  great  world,  not  at  all  afraid  of  i 
yet  desirous  both  to  enjoy  and  return  its  good  will, 
was  as  though  kIic  had  said  to  the  princes  and  nobloj 
who  came  to  her  house  :  "  I  give  you  a  hearty  welcom 
I  am  glad  to  sec  you,  but  my  brother  and  my  telescop^ 
are  sufficient  for  me," 

"  Are  you  still  comet  hunting,"  Madame  D'Arblay  asked 
'  or  are  you  now  content  with  the  moon  1 " 
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"I  have  charge  of  tlie  mDoii,"  said  Dr.  ITeracliel, ' 

leave  it  to  my  sister  to  sweep  the  heaveus  fur  i^mQta." 

lit  while  each  had  particular  and  favorite  objects,  tliey 

orlced  hahituallj  iu  coucei-t,  and  they  invented  a  mode 

doing  this  with  effect.     The  great  telescope  which  the 

ig  enabled  Herschel  to  coustrucfc  waa  Bet  up  in  the 

■Jen  of  their  house.     When  the  night  was  favorable 

{or   observations,  lie  would  muflie  himself  up  in  warm 

clothing  and  take   his   scat   at  the   mighty  instrument, 

while  fibc  sat  in  the  nearest  room,  pen  in  hand,  to  record 

hln  observations.     To  fueilitatc  the  business  they  had  a 

U-Btem  of  signs  and  signals   of  such  a  nature  that  the 

icord  was  made  instantaneously  and  exactly,  ho  ha 

is  eye  at  the  telescope,  and  she  hers  upon  the  ehrouome- 

This  system  was  the  more  important,  as  in  England 

there  are  only  a  very  few  hours  in  a  month  when  good 

observations  can  be   taken.     If  William   Herschel   wb 

of  the  most  successful  of  astronomical  explorers  Ii 

ed  very  much  of  liis  success  to  the  sympathy  and  the 

itelligent  cooperation  of  his  sister  Caroline.     It  was  a 

common  occurrence  for  her  early  visitors  to  be  told  that 

"  Miss  Herschel  had  been  engaged  at  the  telescope  all 

night  and  had  just  gone  to  bed." 

Besides  assisting  to  produce  her  brother's  catalogue  of 
published  at  length  a  supplementary  catalogiio 
of  her  own,  which  contained  five  hundred  and  sixty  stars 
not  previously  recorded  in  similar  works.  It  was  pub- 
lished at  the  expense  of  the  Royal  Society,  of  wliich  she 
■as  afterwards  elected  a  member.  Mrs.  Somerville  and 
Tself  were  elected  members  on  the  same  day,  two  illua- 
■ions  ladies,  the  first  of  their  sex  to  win  this  distiuctioi 
In  1822  her  brother  died,  leaving  one  son,  Jolin,  aged 
liirty-one.  She  was  then  seventy-two  years  of  age. 
u  after  the  death  of  her  brother  she  ■wevA  \i^(?it  \o\<r.v  | 
re  Eanovm;  where  she  lived  lot  W\e  tc&V  «\  V*-'^  ^'^ 
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Oe  lier  ninety-eighth  birthday,  she  was  atill  in  the  enji 
mont  oi  her  moiital  faculties  ami  a  comfortable  degi 
of  health.    Tliat  duy  was  celebrated  at  Hanover 
^clat.     A  lady  who  lived  uear  her,  wi-ote  to  her  Eugli 
nephew.  Sir  John  Herschel; 

'*  Upon  passing  her  door  \  first  aaw  a  beautiful  and 
most  comfortable  velvet  arm-chair,  a  cake,  and  a  inaguift- 
cent  nosegay  carried  up  to  her,  and  soon  after  met  tlie 
gracious  donor,  our  kind  crown-princess,  with  the  crowit- 

,  prince  and  the  royal  cliild,  driving  to  her  house.  Thej 
staid  nearly  two  hours,  Miss  Herschel  conversing  wil 
them  without  relaxation,  and  even  singing  to  them  a  coi 
position  of   Sir  William  Herschel,  '  Suppose  we  sing 

.  catch.'  The  king  sent  his  mesHage  by  Countess  Grol 
On  the  seventeenth  I  found  her  more  revived 
exhausted,  in  a  new  gown  and  smart  cap.  I  rai 
(since  writing  the  last  sentence)  to  ask  for  Miss  Herschel'a' 
own  message,  before  I  send.  I  am  to  give  her  best  love 
to  her  dear  nephew,  niece,  and  the  children,  and  to  say 
that  she  often  wielied  to  be  with  them,  often  felt  aloue, 
did  not  quite  like  old  age  witli  its  weaknesses  and  infirmi- 
ties, but  that  she,  too,  sometimes  laughed  at  the  world, 

^  liked   her   meals,   and   was    satisfied  with  (her  ser' 
Betty's  services." 

The  chcei-ful  old  lady  lived  ten  months  longer,  enji 
ing  life  to  her  last  day,  January  9,  1848.  She  suffei 
little  even  during  her  last  hours,  and  softly  breathed  out 
her  life  without  an  effort.  The  guns  seven  hours  before 
her  death  announced  the  birth  of  a  princess.  She 
opened  her  eyes  for  the  last  time,  recognized  the  happy 
event,  fell  again  into  sleep,  and  so  passed  away.  Few 
ladies  have  been  either  able  or  disposed  to  sing  a  song  J 
on  their  ninety-eighth  birthday,  I 
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I  WAS  born  a  tomboy,"  wrote  Misa  Cushman  once. 
By  tomboy  slie  meant  that  she  was  a  girl  who  pre- 
ferred boys'  plays,  and  liad  boy'e  faults.  She  did  not  care 
raufth  to  sew  upon  dolls'  clothes,  but  could  make  dolls' 
furniture  very  nicely  with  tools.  She  was  fond  of  climl>- 
ing  trees,  and  it  waa  a  custom  with  her  in  childhood  to 
get  out  of  the  way  of  trouble  by  climbing  to  the  top  of  a 
tall  tree.  In  short,  she  waa  a  vigorous,  strong-limbed, 
courageous  girl,  who  might  have  been  the  mother  of  heroes 
if  it  had  not  been  her  fortune  to  be  a  heroine  herself. 

Iq  1816,  when  she  was  born,  her  father  was  a  West 
India  merchant,  of  the  firm  of  Topliff  &  Cushmaii,  who 
had  a  warehouse  on  Long  Whnrf  in  Boston.  Her  fnther, 
at  the  age  of  thirteen,  was  a  poor  orphan  in  Plymouth, 
Missachusetts,  though  q  lineal  descendant  of  Robert 
Gushman,  one  of  the  pilgrim  fathers;  a  descendant,  too, 
of  other  Cushmans,  whose  honored  graves  I  have  seen 
upon  Burial  Hill,  in  Plymouth.  Her  father  walked  to 
Boston  (thirty  miles  distant}  while  he  was  still  a  boy,  and 
there,  by  industry  and  good  conduct,  saved  a  capital  upon 
which  ho  entered  into  business  upon  his  own  account, 
which  enabled  him  for  many  years  to  maintain  his  family 
ill  comfort.  Many  a  time  Charlotte  played  the  tomboy  on 
Long  Wharf,  in  and  out  of  her  father's  store,  climbing 
about  vessels,  and  getting  up  on  heaps  of  merchandise. 
Once,  in  jumping  on  board  avcKsel, she  fell  ^a^Q^iI'^'&■w».^J6■?, 
and  was  only  rescued  from  drowning  \>y  a  ■^aa«c«^'^  .j  Vfts»,i 
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sprang  in  and  helped  her  out.  Her  deliverer  kept  on  hi« 
waj',  and  she  never  knew  who  lie  was  until,  many  years 
later,  when  alie  was  a  celebrated  actress,  a  respectable  old 
gentleman  called  upon  her  aud  told  her  ihat  he  was  til 
person,  and  how  honored  aud  delighted  he  waB  in  havi: 
been  the  mcaus  of  preserving  so  valuable  a  life. 

Two  things  may  be  said  of  all  trne  artists.     One 
that  the  germ  of  their  taleut  can  be  discovered  in  one 
more  of  their  ancestors.     Another  is,  that  their  gift  mi 
fests  itself  in  very  early  childhood.     More  tlian  one 
her  ancestors  had  wonderful  powers  of  mimicry,  as 
as  well  as  a  happy  talent  for  .reading  and   declamati< 
Ouc  of  her  graudmothers  possessed  these  gifts.     Whi 
she  was  still  a  little  girl  Charlotte  had  a  remarkable  powi 
of  mimicry.     Besides  catching  up  a  tune  after  once  het 
ing  it,  she  unconsciously  imitated  the  tones,  gestures,  ai 
expression  of  people  she  met;  and  this  talent  she  pi 
served  to  the  end  of  her  life,  greatly  to  the  amusement 
her  friends.     She  was  one  of  those  people  who  can  imitate 
the  drawing  of  a  cork,  and  give  a  lively  representation 
with  tlie  mouth,  of  a  hen  chased  about  a  barn-yard, 
being  finally  caught.     She   could  imitate  all  brogues 
all  kinds  of  voices- 
Born  in  Puritanic  Boston,  we  should  scarcely  expect  to 
find  euch  a  talent  as  this  nourished  and  cultivated  from 
her  youth  up.     But  so  it  was.     From  her  mother   she 
learned  to  sing  all  the  songs  of  the  day,  and  she  learned 
to  sing  them  with  taste  and  expression.     In  those  days 
almost  every  one  sang  a  song  or  two,  and  a  most  delight- 
ful  accomplishment   it  is.     If  ever   I   should  found   an 
academy  I  would  have  in  it  a  teacher  of  song-singing, 
ilisg  Cushman  was  so  lucky,  too,  as  to  have  a  good  ancli 
— a  sea  captain — who  used  to  take  her  to  places  of 
ment^  aud  with  him  she  saw  her  first  play,  Coriolani 
I  JUacre&dy  in  tlio  principal: 
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tbs  noted  actors  and  actresses  of  that  time,  and  the  more 
frequently  because  her  uncle  was  one  of  the  stockholders 

I  of  the  old  Tremont  theatre.  Through  him,  too,  she 
became  acquainted  with  some  of  the  performers,  and  thus 
bbtained  a  little  insight  into  the  world  behind  the  curtain. 
Everything  seems  to  nourish  a  marked  talent  in  a  child. 
One  day  at  school,  in  the  reading  class,  it  came  her  turn 
ib  read  a  speech  from  Payne's  tragedy  of  Brutus.  Before 
fhat  day  she  had  been  bashful  about  reading  aloud  in 
school,  and  had  shown  no  ability  iu  it  whatever.  When 
she  began  to  read  this  speech  her  tongue  seemed  to  be 
suddenly  unloosed ;  she  let  out  all  the  power  of  her  voice  j 
and  she  read  with  so  much  effect  that  the  teacher  told 
her  to  go  to  the  head  of  the  class.  Miss  Cushman  always 
assigned  the  birth  of  her  talent  to  the  moment  of  her 
reading  the  passage  from  Brutus.  The  talent  was  in  her 
before,  but  the  glow  of  that  speech  warmed  it  into  sudden 

BjSevelopment. 
9  After  the  war  of  1812,  commerce,  from  varioua  causes, 
declined  in  Boston;  large  numbers  of  merchants  with- 
drew their  capital  from  the  sea,  and  invested  it  in  manu- 
factures. Miss  Cushman'a  father  was  one  of  those  who 
did  not  take  this  course,  and  wlion  she  was  thirteen  years 
of  age  he  failed,  and  she  was  obliged  to  think  of  prepar- 
ing to  earn  her  own  livelihood.  Charlotte's  gift  for  music 
suggested  the  scheme  of  her  becoming  a  music-teacher, 
and  to  this  end  she  studied  hard  for  two  years  under  a 
very  good  master.     When  she  was  about  sixteen  years  of 

»age  the  famous  Mrs.  Wood  came  to  Boston  to  perform  in 
concert  and  opera,  and  while  there  inquired  for  a  con- 
Wlto  voice  to  accompany  her  in  some  ducts.  Miss  Cush- 
man's  name  was  mentioned  to  her,  and  this  led  to  a  trial 
of  the  young  gtrl's  voice.     Mrs.   Wood  was  astonislied 

Mand  delighted  at  it,  and  told  licr  tliat,  ■w'lVVv  ¥,i\iA\  ^  ■swca.J 
^porlf  eultira.ted,  a  bfilliant  cavccr  -waa  B.aftM"te4  ^» V^ 
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After  singing  with  Mrs.  Wood  in  concerts  with  encourage 
ing  success,  Miss  Cushman  appeared  at  Boston  as  the 
Countess  in  Mozart's  Marriage  of  Figaro.  Received  by 
the  public  in  this  and  other  parts  with  favor,  she  seemed 
destined  to  fulfill  Mrs.  Wood's  prediction. 

But  a  few  months  after,  at  New  Orleans,  her  voice  sud- 
denly deteriorated,  and  she  was  obliged  to  attempt  the 
profession  of  an  actress.  She  made  her  first  appearance, 
while  still  little  more  than  a  girl, "  a  tall,  thin,  lanky  girl," 
as  she  describes  herself,  in  the  difficult  part  of  Lady  Mac- 
beth. She  was  obliged  to  borrow  a  dress  in  which  to  per- 
form it,  and  she  played  the  part,  as  she  once  recorded, 
'*'  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  audience,  the  manager,  and 
the  company."  At  the  end  of  that  season  she  came  to 
New  York,  and,  by  dint  of  hard  work  and  earnest  study, 
she  gradually  became  the  great  and  powerful  artist  whom 
we  all  remember.  Her  biography,  by  her  friend.  Miss 
Emma  Stebbins,  reveals  to  us  in  the  most  agreeable  man- 
ner the  secret  of  her  power  as  an  actress,  as  well  as  the 
secret  of  her  charm  as  a  woman.  Here  is  the  secret,  in 
in  her  own  words : 

"  How  many  there  are  who  have  a  horror  of  my  profes- 
sion !  Yet  I  dearly  love  the  very  hard  work,  the  very 
drudgery  of  it,  which  has  made  me  what  I  am.  Despise 
labor  of  any  kind !  I  honor  it,  and  only  despise  those 
who  do  not." 

I  will  copy  two  or  three  other  sentences  of  hers,  to 
show  what  a  wise  and  high-minded  lady  she  was : 

"  The  greatest  power  in  the  world  is  shown  in  conquest 
over  self." 

"  How  hard  it  would  be  to  die  if  we  had  all  the  joys 

and  happiness  that  we  could  desire  here  !     The  dews  of 

autumn  penetrate  into  the  leaves  and  prepare  them  for 

their  tali:' 

^^  We  cannot  break  a  law  oi  etetivaX.  ^OkS^aRfe^Vtfs^^^^r 
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ignorantly,  but  throughout  the  entire  universe  tliere  will  I 
be  a  jar  of  discord," 

*'  To  try  to  be  better  is  to  be  better." 

"  God  knows  liow  hard  I  have  striven  in  my  time  to  be 
good,  and  true,  and  worthy.  God  knows  the  struggles  I 
have  had." 

"  Art  is  an  absolute  mistress ;  she  wiU  not  be  coquetted 
with,  or  slighted ;  she  requires  entire  self-devotion,  and 
she  repays  with  grand  triumphs." 

But  the  best  thing  slie  ever  wrote  or  said  in  lier  lifa  I 
was  written  to  a  young  mother  rejoicing  in  the  glorious  I 
gift  of  a  child, 

"  No  artist  work,"  said  Miss  Ciishman,  "  is  so  high,  so  I 
noble,  so  grand,  so  enduring,  so  important  for  aU  time  asl 
the  making  of  character  in  a  cliild.  No  statue,  no  palat-l 
ing,  no  acting,  can  reach  it,  and  it  embodies  each  and  all  J 
the  arts." 

That  is  truly  excellent,  and  is  a  truth  which  probably 
all  genuine  artists  have  felt ;  for  art.  has  no  right  to  be, 
except  BO  far  as  it  assists  the  best  of  all  arts — the  art  of 
living. 

I  remember  this  fine  actress  when  I  was  a  school-boy, 
at  home  from  school,  and  she  was  a  member  of  the  com- 
pany of  the  old  Park  theatre  in  New  York,  acting  for 
twenty  dollars  a  week.  I  remember  her  playing  Goneril, 
in  King  Lear,  with  so  much  power  that  I  hated  her,  mak- 
ing no  distinction  between  her  and  the  part  she  played. 
New  York  was  a  very  provincial  place  then,  and  could 
not  give  prestige  to  any  artist,  and  therefore  it  was  not 
until  she  went  to  England,  and  electrified  the  Londoners 
with  her  powerful  acting,  that  slie  made  any  great  head- 
way in  the  world  ;  although  for  years  she  had  maintained 
her  mother,  and  been  the  mainstay  of  the  family.  In 
England  she  made  a  consiiJerahlo  fort«ut.,-«\v\A\.,*w«^^?i». 
the  close  o{  Iter  life,  was   mucK  mc.Tca.%e&.  ""«v^fe^  \ibSww.1 
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land.  She  was  always  glad,  in  the  days  of  her  prooperily, 
to  recall  the  period  of  poverty  and  anxiety  which  preceded 
her  great  success  in  Englcmd,  when  she  was  living  in  the 
vast,  striuige  city  of  London,  with  no  companion  save  h^r 
faithful  maid,  Sallie  Mercer,  with  no  present  prospect  of 
an  engagement,  and  with  almost  no  money.  The  strictest, 
severest  economy  was  necessary ;  and  she  used  to  relate 
with  great  amusement  and  no  small  pride  the  ingenious 
shifts  to  which  she  and  Sallie  were  driven  in  matters  of 
housekeeping,  and  how  they  both  rejoiced  over  an  occa- 
sional invitation  to  dine  out.  Sallie  herself  bears  wit- 
ness to  their  straitened  circumstances. 

"  Miss  Cushman  lived  on  a  mutton-chop  a  day,"  she  once 
said,  ^^  and  I  always  bought  the  baker's  dozen  of  muffins 
for  the  sake  of  the  extra  one,  aad  we  ate  tliem  all,  no 
matter  how  stale  they  were ;  and  we  .never  suffered  from 
want  of  appetite  in  those  days." 

In  spite  of  all  their  economies,  things  went  from  bad 
to  worse,  and  Miss  Cushman  was  actually  reduced  to  her 
last  sovereign,  when  Mr.  Maddox,  the  manager  of  the 
Princess  Theatre,  came  to  secure  her.  Sallie,  the  devoted 
and  acute  (whom  Miss  Cushman  had  first  engaged  on 
account  of  what  she  called  her  "  conscientious  eyebrows  "), 
was  on  tlie  look-out,  as  usual,  and  descried  him  walking 
up  and  down  the  street  upon  the  opposite  side  of.  the 
way,  too  early  in  the  morning  for  a  call. 

"  He  is  anxious,"  said  Miss  Cushman  joyfully,  when 
this  was  reported  to  her.    "  I  can  make  my  own  terms !  " 

She  did  so,  and  her  d^but  took  place  shortly  afterward, 
her  r81e  being  Bianca,  in  Milman's  tragedy  of  Fazio. 
Her  success  was  complete  and  dazzling.  The  London 
Times  of  the  next  day  said  of  it : 

"  The  early  part  of  the  play  affords  no  criterion  of 

what  an  actress  can  do ;  but  from  the  instant  where  she 

suspects  that  ber  husband's  aftect\oTv%^T^Ni^^«t«k%^«sA 
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■with  a  flash  of  liorriblc  eiilighteumeut  eiclaima, '  Fazio, 
thou  hast  seen  Aldobella  ! '  Miss  Cuslimau's  career  vra& 
certain.  The  variety  wliich  site  threw  into  tlie  dialogue 
with  her  husbaud — ^from  jealousy  dropping  back  into  tea-* 
demess,  from  hate  paasiug  to  love,  while  she  gave  aa 
'  equal  intensity  to  each  successive  passion,  aa  if  her  whol& 
j  soul  were  for  the  moment  absorbed  in  that  only — waft 
I  astonishing,  and  yet  she  always  seemed  to  feel  as  if  she 
'  had  not  done  enough.  Her  utterance  was  more  and 
more  earnest,  more  and  more  rapid,  aa  if  she  hoped  the 
very  force  of  the  words  would  give  Ijer  an  impctna.  The 
ng  effort  was  the  eupplication  to  Aldobella,  whca 
the  wife,  falling  oa  her  knees,  makes  the  greatest  sacrifice 
of  her  pride  to  save  the  man  she  has  deatroyed.  Nothing 
could  exceed  the  determination  with  which,  lifting  her 
clasped  hands,  she  urged  her  suit — making  offer  after 
offor  to  her  proud  rival,  as  if  she  could  not  give  too 
much  and  feared  to  reflect  on  the  value  of  her  conco»* 
sions — till  at  last,  repelled  by  the  cold  marchioness  and 
ezhauste<l  by  her  own  passion,  she  aank  huddled  into  ■ 
heap  at  her  feet," 

Tliis  was  tho  climax  of  the  play,  and  Miss  Cnahmau 

■  was  in  reality  so  overcome  by  the  tremendous  force  ol 
her  own  acting,  as  well  as  by  tlie  agitation  conaequeni 
open  the  occasion,  that  it  was  long  before  she  could 
muster  suflicient  strength  to  rise ;  and  th&  thunderooe 
applause  which  burst  from  all  part^s  of  the  house  was 
even  more  welcome  aa  granting  her  a  breathing  space 

I  than  as  an  evidence  of  satisfaction.  When  at  last  she 
alowly  rose  to  her  feet,  the  scene  was  one  which  she  could 
never  afterward  recall  without  experiencing  a  thrill  of  the 
old  triumph.  Tlie  audience  were  all  standing, 
mounted  upon  their  scats;  many  were  sobbing; 
were  cheering,  and  the  gentlemen  were  wa.NAni^^V'as,' 
and  the  l&diea  their  handkerclu^!^. 
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^  All  my  snccesses  put  together  since  I  have  been  upon 
the  stage,"  she  wrote  home,  ^^  would  not  come  near  my 
success  in  London,  and  I  only  wanted  some  one  of  yon 
here  to  enjoy  it  with  me,  to  make  it  complete/' 

She  and  Sallie  were  no  longer  filled  with  gratitude  for 
a  chance  invitation  to  dinner.  Invitations  came  in  show- 
ers, and  they  were  overrun  with  visitors.  It  soon  became 
a  joke  that  Miss  Gushman  was  never  in  a  room  with  less 
than  six  people.  She  sat  to  five  artists,  and  distinguished 
people  of  all  kinds  overwhelmed  her  with  attentions. 

"  I  hesitate  to  write  even  to  you,'*  she  says  in  a  letter 
to  her  mother,  ^^  the  agreeable  and  complimentary  things 
that  are  said  and  done  to  me  here,  for  it  looks  monstrously 
like  boasting.  I  like  you  to  know  it,  but  I  hate  to  tell  it 
to  you  myself." 

After  a  splendid  career  of  success  on  both  sides  of  the 
Atlantic,  she  took  up  her  abode  at  Rome,  returning  occa- 
sionidly  to  her  native  land.  It  so  chanced  that  she  was 
obliged  to  resume  her  Roman  residence  soon  after  the 
war  broke  out,  and  she  deeply  lamented  that  she  was 
called  away  from  her  country  at  such  a  time.  But  she 
bore  her  share  in  the  struggle.  It  is  hard  to  imagine  how 
she  could  have  been  spared  from  her  post  in  Rome,  where 
she  was  the  light  and  consolation  of  the  desponding  little 
American  colony.  In  the  darkest  days,  when  the  news 
from  home  was  of  defeat  following  defeat,  her  faith  never 
wavered  for  an  instant.  She  was  ware  the  Union  cause 
would  prove  victorious. 

Her  countrymen  in  the  city  called  her  "  the  Sunbeam  "  ; 
and  in  after  days  many  of  them  confessed  to  having 
walked  the  streets  again  and  again,  in  the  mere  hope  of 
meeting  her  and  getting  a  passing  word  of  cheer.  A  year 
before  this,  in  London,  she  held  with  her  banker,  Mr. 
Peabodfy  a  little  conversation  which  perhaps  displays  her 
feeling  better  than  anything  elae*    Bft  V>\^\x^x^^\»>i» 
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'irar  could  not  go  on ;  the  busmeea  men  of  the  world  J 
would  not  allow  it. 

Mr.  Peabody,"  she  replied,  "  I  saw  that  first  Maine  I 

regiment  that    answered  to   Lincoln's  call  march  down  1 

State  Street  in  Boaton  with  tlieir  chins  in  the  air,  singing:  I 

'  John  Brown's  soul  is  marching  oi 

I  and,  believe  me,  this  war  will  not  end  till  slavery  ia  | 
abolished,  whether  it  be  in  five  years  or  thirty." 

In  1862,  in  a  letter  from  Kome  written  when  news  of  1 
the  early  Union  Buccesses  began  at  last  to  be  received,  she  1 
lets  UB  perceive  how  sorely  this  high  confidence  had  been  1 
tried. 

"  It  has  been  bo  hard,"  she  wrote,  "  amid  the  apparent':! 
BncceBses  of  the  other  side,  the  defection,  the  weakness  1 
of  men  on  our  side,  the  willingness  of  even  the  best  to  1 
take  advantage  of  the  needs  of  the  government,  tlia  I 
ridicule  of  sympathizers  with  the  South  on  this  side,  the  1 
abuse  of  the  English  journals,  and  the  utter  impossibility  | 
of  beating  into  the  heads  of  individual  Englifdi  that  there  J 
could  be  no  rigH  in  the  seceding  party — all  has  been  so  f 
hard,  and  we  have  fought  so  valiantly  for  our  faith,  ha 
BO  tired  and  tried  ourselves  in  talking  and  showing  our  1 
belief,  that  when  the  news  came  day  after  day  of  our  I 
.Successes,  and  at  last  your  letter,  I  could  not  read  the  ] 
account  aloud,  and  tears — hot  but  refreshing  tears  of  Joy, 
fell  copiously  upon  the  page.  0, 1  am  too  thankful ;  and  j 
I  am  too  anxious  to  come  home!  ...  I  never  cared  half  ] 
BO  much  for  America  before  ;  but  I  feel  that  now  1  love  | 
it  dearly,  and  want  to  see  it  and  live  in  it." 

To  live  in  it  was  impossible  just  then,  but  the  long-  I 
iug   to   see   it   became   too   strong  to  be  resisted.     She  ] 
resolved  to  return  at  least  long  enough  to  act  for  i 
benefit  of   the  Sanitary  Fund ;   and  in  June, 
Bailed  for  home.     Five  perEormattCftft  -wet^  ' 
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each  in  Nev  York,  Boston,  Fbiladelpbia,  Baltimore,  anw 

Wasliiiigton — and  were  bo   successful  that  she  had  i 

pleasure  of  sending  to  Dr.  Bellows,  president  of  the  Saiii 

F  tarj  Commission,  from  the   vessel  in  which  she  left  to-fl 

'  return  to  Europe,  a  check  for  the  sum  of  eight  thousand.! 

L  two  hundred  and  sixty-seven  dollars. 

"1  know  no  distinction  of  North,  East,  South,  or  West," 
relie  wcote  in  the  letter  which  accompanied  this  generous  1 
[i  gift ;    "  it  is  all  my  country,  and  where  there  i 
I  need,  there  do  I  wish  the  proceeds  of  my  iahor  to  I 
I  given." 

One  more  extract,  taken  from  a  letter  written  to  MisB^ 
Fanny  Seward  when  the  final  trimnph  came,  may  fittingly 
close  Miss  Cushman's  record  as  a  patriot.     It  is  her  song   i 
of  exultation : 

"With  regard  to  my  own  dearly  beloved  land,  of  which 
I  am  so  proud  that  my  licart  swells  and  my  eyes  brim 
over  as  I  think  to-day  of  ber  might,  hor  majesty,  and  the 
power  of  her  long-suffering,  her  abiding  patience,  her 
uiiequaled  unanimity,  her  resolute  prudence,  her  ina- 
bility to  recognize  bondage  and  freedom  in  our  constitu- 
tion, and  her  stalwart  strength  in  forcing  that  which  she 
could  not  obtain  by  reasoning.  ,  .  .  To-day  my  pride,  my 

I  faith,  my  love  of  country,  is  blessed  and  satisfied  in  the 
news  that  has  flashed  to  us  that  '  the  army  of  Lee  has 
capitulated ! '  that  we  are  and  must  be  one  sole,  nndi- 
Yided — not  common,  but  wncommon — country;  great, 
glorious,  free ;  henceforth  an  honor  and  a  power  among 
nations,  a  sign  and  a  symbol  to  the  down-trodden  peoples, 
and  a  terror  to  evil-doers  upon  earth," 
After  a  long  period  of  retirement,  she  returned  to  the  . 
acene  of  her  former  triumphs.  People  wondered  why  she 
should  continue  to  act  during  her  last  years,  when  she 
was  tormented  by  the  pain  of  an  incnrablc  disease,  and 
tfJwa  8bo  bad  a  beautiful  Uome  a,t^ft^r^rt,,'»iVffit^  tharaj 
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was  everything  to  cheer  and  charm  her  declining  years. 
A  single  sentence  in  one  of  her  last  letters  explains  it, 
wherein  she  says: 

^^  I  am  suffering  a  good  deal  more  pain  than  I  like  to 
acknowledge,  and  only  when  I  am  on  the  stage  or  asleep 
am  I  unconscious  of  it." 

She  died  at  Boston  in  1876,  aged  sixty.  There  have 
been  a  few  greater  actresses  than  Charlotte  Cushman,  but 
a  better  woman  never  trod  the  stage.  The  very  soul  of 
goodness  dwelt  in  her  heart,  and  inspired  her  life. 
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PROFESSOR  MARIA  MITCHELL,  the  distinguished 
astronomer,  whose  face  is  so  vividly  remembered  by 
Vassar  students  of  recent  years,  is  of  Quake^  parentage, 
and  a  native  of  the  island  of  Nantucket. 

She  was  bom  on  the  first  of  August,  1818,  one  of  a 
numerous  family.  During  her  childhood  she  attended 
with  her  brothers  and  sisters,  the  school  taught  by  their 
father,  who  had  the  pleasure  of  finding  them  his  best 
pupils.  The  little  Mitchells,  quick  and  intelligent  as  they 
showed  themselves  to  be,  were  as  well  constituted  physic- 
ally as  mentally;  they  romped,  raced,  and  shouted  as 
healthy  children  do.  In  appearance  they  differed  widely, 
some  being  fair-haired  and  of  blonde  complexion,  while 
others  were  strongly  marked  brunettes ;  but  all  possessed 
the  family  characteristics  of  intelligence  and  perseverance. 
They  were,  as  one  of  them  afterwards  expressed  it,  "  all 
alike  inside."  Maria,  a  brown-skinned,  dark-eyed,  lively 
little  girl,  was  not  considered  by  the  family  to  display  any 
greater  ability  than  the  others,  although  at  the  age  of 
eleven,  while  still  her  father's  pupil,  she  became  his 
assistant  teacher.  Nor  did  she  rate  her  intellectual  gifts 
as  highly  as  without  vanity  she  might. 

"  Born  of  only  ordinary  capacity,  but  of  extraordinary 
persistency,''  she  said  of  herself  in  later  years,  looking 
back  upon  her  career.  But  she  added  with  a  simplicity 
as  rare  as  it  is  pleasing : 

"J  did  not  quite  take  this  in  myself,  until  I  came  to 
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mingle  with  the  best  girls  of  our  college,  and  to  be  awai-o 
how  rich  their  miues  are,  and  how  little  they  have  been 
worked." 

Her  education,  both  in  and  out  of  school,  was  of  the 
best  and  most  suitable  kind.  In  the  intelligent  home  of 
which  alic  was  a  member  the  news  of  the  day  vma  eagerly 
gathered  and  discussed ;  scientific  topics  received  a  fail* 
share  of  attention;  and  many  strange  facts,  not  to  be 
found  ui  hooka,  were  related  and  commented  upon.  She 
learned,  moreover,  to  use  her  hands  helpfully  and  skill- 
fully, to  dress  tastefully  but  simply,  and  to  live  con- 
tentedly a  plaiu,  frugal  life,  brightened  by  study,  affec- 
tion, and  society.     She  had  many  good  friends  upon  the 

—  island,  and  visitors  of  distinction  who  landed  upon  its 
shores  seldom  failed  to  call  at  her  father's  house,  where  a 
hospitable  welcome  awaited  them,  as  well  as  the  pleasure 
of  imparting  whatever  store  of  knowledge  or  anecdote 
they  might  possess  to  a  group  of  curious  young  people 

-  -    with  a  gift  for  liateuing. 

At  sixteen  she  left  school,  and  at  eighteen  accepted  the 
position  of  librarian  of  the  Nantucket  library.  Her  duties 
were  light,  and  she  had  ample  opportunity,  surrounded  as 

IBlie  was  by  books,  to  read  and  study,  while  leisure  was 
also  left  her  to  pursue  by  practical  observation  the  science 
in  which  she  afterwards  became  known. 
■  Those  who  dwell  upon  the  smaller  islands  learn  almost 
of  necessity  tostudy  the  sea  and  sky.  The  Mitchell  family 
possessed  an  excellent  telescope.  From  childhood  Maria 
had  been  accustomed  to  the  use  of  this  instrument,  search- 
ing out  with  its  aid  the  distant  sails  upon  the  horizon  by 
day,  and  viewing  the  stars  by  night.  Her  father  possessed 
a  marked  taste  for  astronomy,  and  carried  on  a  series  of 
independent  observations.  He  taught  his  daughter  all 
he  knew,  and  she  studied  for  herself  beeidea. 
^M      At  half  paatten  in  the  eveiamg,0Ti.fti6^TftVc1^^v*J* 
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1847,  she  .made  the  discovery  which  first  brought  her 
name  before  the  public.  She  was  gazing  through  her 
glass  with  her  usual  quiet  intentness,  when  suddenly  she 
was  startled  to  perceive  "  an  unknown  comet,  nearly  ver- 
tical above  Polaris,  about  five  degrees."  At  first  she 
could  not  Believe  her  eyes ;  then  hoping  and  doubting, 
scarcely  daring  to  think  that  she  had  really  made  a  dis- 
covery, she  obtained  its  right  ascension  and  declinaJbion. 
She  then  told  her  father,  who,  two  days  later,  sent  the 
following  letter  to  his  friend.  Professor  Bond  of  Cam- 
bridge: 

Nantucket,  10th  mo.,  8d,  1847. 

My  dear  Friend : — I  write  now  merely  to  say  that  Maria 
discovered  a  telescopic  comet  at  half-past  ten,  on  the 
evening  of  the  first  instant,  at  that  hour  nearly  above 
Polaris  five  degrees.  Last  evening  it  had  advanced  west- 
erly ;  this  evening  still  further,  and  nearing  the  pole.  It 
does  not  bear  illumination.  Maria  has  obtained  its  right 
ascension  and  declination,  and  will  not  suffer  me  to 
announce  it.  Pray  tell  me  whether  it  is  one  of  Georgi's  ;  if 
not  whether  it  has  been  seen  by  anybody.  Maria  sup- 
poses it  may  be  an  old  story.  If  quite  convenient  just 
drop  a  line  to  her  ;  it  will  oblige  me  much.  I  expect  to 
leave  home  in  a  day  or  two,  and  shall  be  in  Boston  next 
week,  and  I  would  like  to  have  her  hear  from  you  before 
I  can  meet  you.  I  hope  it  will  not  give  thee  much 
trouble  amidst  thy  close  engagements.     Our  regards  are 

to  all  of  you  most  truly, 

William  Mitchell. 

The  answer  to  this  letter  informed  them  that  the  comet 
was  indeed  a  discovery.  Meanwhile  it  had  been  observed 
by  several  other  astronomers,  including  Father  da  Vico 
at  Rome,  and  another  lady,  Madam  Runker,  at  Hamburg ; 
but  Miss  Mitchell  was  able  to  prove  without  diflSculty  that 
jshe  had  been  the  first  to  observe  \t.    TViex^  ^^&  ^^vrMs^rx 
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thing  to  be  considered,  however.  Frederick  VI  of  Deu- 
mark  bad,  about  fifteen  yeara  before  this  time,  established 
a  gold  medal  of  twenty  ducats'  value  to  be  bestowed  upon 
any  person  who  should  first  discover  a  telescoiiic  comet ; 
and  this  prize  Miss  Mitchell  might  fairly  claim.  But  tho 
provisions  concerning  the  award  required  that  the  dis- 
coverer should  comply  with  several  conditions.  "  If  a 
resident  of  Great  Britain  or  any  other  quarter  of  the  globe 
except  the  continent  of  Europe,"  he  was  to  send  notice,  "by 
first  post  after  the  discovery,"  to  the  astronomer-royal  o£ 
London. 

Miss  Mitchell,  desiring  to  be  certain  that  her  discovery 
vas  indeed  original,  bad  omitted  to  do  this,  and  she  was 
therefore  in  doubt  whether  she  might  claim  the  medal. 
But  as  the  intent  of  this  neglected  formality  could  have 
been  nothing  more  than  to  insure  the  medal's  falling  into 
the  right  hands,  and  as  proof  existed  that  she  was  the 
earliest  discoverer,  she  succeeded,  with  the  assistance  of 
Edward  Everett,  who  warmly  took  her  part,  in  obtaining 
her  well-merited  distinction. 

For  ten  years  after  this  event  she  retained  her  position 
in  the  library,  faithfully  discharging  her  duty  toward  the 
institution,  and  at  the  same  time  performing,  to  the  satis- 
faction of  the  government,  much  difficult  mathematical 
work  in  connection  with  the  coast  survey.  She  also 
assisted  in  the  compilation  of  the  American  Nautical 
Almanac. 

In  1857  she  went  abroad  and  visited  most  of  Qie 
famous  observatories  of  Europe.  She  was  everywhere 
received  with  distinction,  and  acquired  the  friendship  of 
many  of  the  leading  astronomers  of  the  day,  besides 
being  elected  a  member  of  several  important  scientific 
societies.  On  her  return  home  she  had  the  pleasure  of 
finding  that  her  friends  had  caused  an  excellent  dtsK^-^-a.- 
tory  to  be  fitted  up  for  her  in  Imt  a>aaeTv«s6,«a&.  V'st'a 
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continued  her  astronomical  pursuits  until  the  year  1865, 
when  she  was  invited  to  become  Professor  of  Astronomy 
at  Vassar  College,  in  the  State  of  New  York.  She  did 
not  feel  certain  that  she  could  suitably  fill  this  interest- 
ing post,  and  hesitated  some  time  before  accepting  it.  It 
is  certain  that  the  institution  has  never  regretted  her 
favorable  decision. 

She  at  once  proved  herself  an  excellent  teacher,  and 
the  course  in  astronomy  soon  came  to  be  regarded  •  as 
one  of  the  pleasantest,  as  well  as  one  of  the  best  that  the 
college  afforded.  It  is  elective  and  informal,  her  classes 
being  the  only  ones  that  are  not  begun  and  ended  at  the 
tap  of  an  electric  gong.  The  course  consists,  besides  a 
few  lectures  in  the  Sophomore  year,  of  regular  lessons 
during  the  Junior  and  Senior  years.  It  is  chiefly  practi- 
cal and  mathematical ;  including,  however,  some  popular 
astronomy.  The  practical  portion  is  that  which  most 
interests  the  professor,  who  is  continually  urging  her 
pupils  to  use  their  eyes.  She  encourages  them  to  make 
use  also  of  the  smaller  telescopes  every  fair  night,  and 
allows  the  Seniors  some  independent  use  of  the  great 
Equatorial  telescope  in  the  observatory.  She  is  apt  to 
display  some  anxiety  on  these  occasions,  however,  and 
seldom  fails  to  warn  a  student  who  is  going  up  to  take 
an  observation,  not  to  hit  her  head  against  the  telescope. 
Her  fears,  as  she  explains,  are  not  for  the  head,  but  for 
the  instrument.  Drawings  of  the  observations  are  inva- 
riably required. 

In  class,  Miss  Mitchell  is  abrupt  but  kindly,  expecting 
and  obtaining  from  each  student  the  best  that  she  can 
do.  With  the  plodding,  modest  girl,  possessed  of  no 
brilliant  qualities,  but  willing  to  work,  she  is  always 
patient,  and  ready  to  give  encouragement  and  assistance. 
To  the  superficial  and  the  conceited  she  shows  little 
mercy y  considering  it  a  part  oi  "Viex  ^wtj  \ft  ^«^  t\v^ir 
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nity.  She  has,  as  a  Vassar  girl  remarks,  "littlo 
mtienco  with  fancy  theoriea." 
She  lodges  at  the  observatory  with  one  or  two  assists 
,  and  takes  her  meals  at  the  college.  Men  are 
tnployed  at  the  observatory  only  for  heavy  lifting, 
dl  the  intellectual  work  being  accomplished  by  Misa 
Mitchell  and  her  students.  It  is  the  duty  of  one  of  these 
to  photograph  the  suu  at  noon  every  pleasant  day,  and 

» daily  observations  are  several  times  taken  upon  the  tem- 
iierature,  clouds,  and  rainfall. 
Miss  Mitchell's  "  Dome  Party,"  which  recurs  every 
-  June  a  few  days  before  commencement,  is  the  unique 
social  event  of  the  college  year.  All  present  and  former 
students  who  are  in  town  receive  an  invitation  to  attend, 
and  are  expected  to  appear  with  mathematical  accuracy 
at  the  appointed  hour.  The  guests  are  received  in  a 
pretty  parlor,  whose  furniture  satisfies  the  requirements 

Kt  both  society  and  science.  Behind  a  railing  at  one 
nd  stand  the  chronograph  and  sidereal  clock,  while 
etween  them  in  a  window  framed  with  vines,  is  placed 
a  bust  of  Mrs.  SoraerviUe,  presented  to  the  college  by 
..  Frances  Power  Cobbe.  Near  by  are  two  tall  bookcases 
containing  a  miscellaneous  collection  of  books,  including 
a  little  of  everything  from  poetry  to  the  Prineipia. 

When  all  have  arrived  breakfast  is  announced,  and  the 
company  form  in  a  procession,  ranging  themselves  accord- 
ing to  the  year  of  graduation.  Two  large  baize  doors 
then  swing  open,  and  the  party,  mounting  a  short  flight 
of  stairs,  find  themselves  in  the  dome  itself,  with  the 
great  equatorial  telescope  overhead,  pointing  to  the  sky. 
Here  the  repast  is  served,  upon  tables  arranged  in  a 
circle  around  the  walls,  a  rosebud  and  a  tiny  photograph 
of  the  dome  being  laid  at  each  plate.  The  meal  is  pleas- 
ant both  to  the  palate  and  to  the  social  sense',  but  yi.Ss. 
;  until  the  tables  are  cleared  ftiat  ttia  Tmaat  tuY'l'^^^*^' 
t  of  the  eaterftinment  begins.  I 
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Every  one  receives  a  motto  paper,  containing  a  few 
amusing  lines  about  some  member  of  the  company,  writ- 
ten by  Slisa  Mitchell  or  ber  assistants.  Tbcse  are  often 
witty  but  never  caustic,  and  their  reading  is  productive 
of  much  mirth.  When  they  have  all  been  read,  the  host- 
ess brings  oat  a  good  sized  basket  which,  during  the  few 
days  preceding  the  dome  party,  has  been  filled  with  some- 
what similar  effusions,  dropped  in  anonymously  by  college 
poets.  Songs  follow,  by  the  "  Pleiades  "  Glee  Club,  and 
to  this  impromptu  rhyming  by  those  present  succeeds, 
the  subjects  selected  being  personal  or  scientific,  and  the 
best  verses  composed  are  hastily  set  to  familiar  tunes, 
and  sung  by  a  chorus  of  glrls'perched  above  their  fellows 

.  on  the  movable  observatory  stairs.  Sometimes  the  spirit 
of  poetizing  becomes  so  prevalent  that  no  one  speaks 
e.xcept  in  rhyme.  Miss  Mitchell  herself,  whom  all  pro- 
nounce to  be  the  most  delightful  of  bostesses,  bearing  a 
leading  part  in  the  game. 

Beside  her  constant  and  successful  labors  in  teaching, 
the  public  is  indebted  to  Miss  Mitchell  for  several  import- 
ant essays  upon  scientific  subjects.  Until  a  short  time 
ago  she  edited  the  Astronoraical  Notes  in  the  Scientific 
American.  These  appeared  every  month,  and  were  based 
on  calculations  made  by  her  students.     At  one  time  also 

-  she  made  a  journey  to  Colorado  to  observe  a  solar  eclipse. 
At  another  she  bad  traveled  as  far  as  Providence  on  her 
way  to  visit  friends  in  Boston,  when  she  learned  of  the 
discovery  of  a  new  comet,  and  at  once  renounced  the 
expedition  and  returned  to  Vassar  to  observe  it.  For 
five  nights  all  went  well ;  on  the  sixth  a  large  apple  tree. 
obstructed  her  view,  but  she  promptly  summoned  a  man 
to  cut  it  down,  and  carried  her  observations  to  a  satisfaor- 
tory  conclusion. 
She  has  always  been  noted  for  her  liberal  and  enlighl 
Lcuiec/  opiniona  upon  religiouB  and  aociei  affi^vi:a,and  hi 
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taken  of  course  deep  interest  in  the  advancement  of  her 
sex.  She  once  read  before  the  Society  for  the  Advance- 
ment of  Women  an  interesting  paper  upon  the  Collegiate 
Education  of  Girls,  a  subject  which  few  people  could  be 
more  competent  than  she  to  discuss.  She  is  a  member  of 
the  New  England  Women's  Club  of  Boston,  which  in  the 
winter  of  1881-2  held  a  reception  in  her  honor,  and, 
moreover,  voted  that  the  same  tribute  should  be  rendered 
to  her  yearly.  The  meeting,  it  was  decided,  should  be 
held  in  the  holidays  between  Christmas  and  New  Year's, 
and  the  day  should  be  called  ^'  Maria  Mitchell's  Day." 
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MRa  TROLLOPB. 

CINCINNATI,  fifty-five  years  ago,  was  a  city  of  twenty 
thousand  inhabitants.  As  the  center  of  the  grow- 
ing business  of  the  Ohio  valley,  it  enjoyed  {^  European 
celebrity  which  drew  to  it  many  emigrants,  and  some 
visitors  of  capital  and  education.  The  TroUope  family, 
since  so  famous  in  literature,  were  living  there  at  that 
time  in  a  cottage  just  under  the  bluff  which  overhangs 
the  town.  Fresh  from  England,  and  retaining  all  their 
English  love  of  nature  and  out-of-door  exercise,  the  whole 
family,  parents,  two  sons  and  two  daughters,  often  climbed 
that  lofty  and  umbrageous  height,  since  pierced  by  an 
elevator,  and  now  crowned  by  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
streets  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  TroUope,  her  two  daughters,  and  her  second  son, 
Henry,  then  a  lad  of  twelve,  had  reached  Cincinnati  by 
the  Mississippi  River,  and  were  joined  there  afterwards  by 
her  eldest  son  and  her  husband,  who  wxts  a  London 
lawyer  of  some  distinction.  In  her  work  upon  the 
"Domestic  Manners  of  the  Americans,"  the  lady  does  ^ 
not  mention  the  motive  of  this  visit  to  America.  We 
have  the  liberty  of  guessing  it.  She  was  an  ardent  friend 
of  Miss  Frances  Wright,  an  English  lady  of  fortune  and  V 
benevolence,  who  came  to  this  country  with  the  Trollopes 
in  1827,  with  the  view  of  founding  a  Communal  Home 
according  to  the  ideas  of  Owen  and  Fourier.  Miss  Wright 
afterwards  lectured  in  New  York  and  elsewhere,  but  her 
ideas  were  deemed  erroneous  and  romantic,  and  she  had 
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very  little  success  in  fjaiiiing  adherents.  She  was  part 
of  the  movement  wtiich  lod  to  Brook  Farm,  New  Har- 
mony, and  similar  eHtablisIimeiits  founded  on  principles 
which  work  beautifully  so  long  as  they  are  confined  to  the 
amiable  thoughts  of  their  founders. 

It  is  probable  that  Mrs.  Trollopc,  without  being  a 
dreamer  of  this  school,  came  to  America  a  sentimental 
republican,  expecting  to  find  here  the  realization  of  a 
dream  not  less  erroneous  than  that  of  Frances  Wright. 
She  was  wofully  disappointed.  In  New  Orleans,  where 
she  landed,  alio  saw  slavery,  and  shuddered  at  the 
spectacle. 

"  At  the  flight,"  she  says,  "  of  every  negro  man,  woman, 
and  child  that  passed,  my  fancy  wove  some  little  romance 
of  misery  as  belonging  to  each  of  them;  since  1  have 
known  more  on  the  subject,  and  become  better  acquainted 
witJi  their  real  situation  in  America,  I  have  often  smiled 
at  recalling  what  I  then  felt." 

This  was  one  great  shock.  She  was,  perhaps,  not  less 
offended,  as  an  Englishwoman  and  the  daughter  of  a 
clergyman  of  the  church  of  England,  to  find  that  the 
white  people  were  living  togetlier  on  terms  approaching 
social  equality.  She  fomid  in  New  Orleans  a  milliner 
holding  a  kind  of  levee  in  her  shop,  to  whom  she  was 
formally  Introduced,  and  who  spoke  of  the  French  fashions 
to  the  ladies,  and  of  metaphysics  to  tlie  gentlemen.  Mrs. 
Trollope  was  not  severely  afflicted  at  this  instance  of 
republican  equality  ;  but  the  free  and  easy  manners  pre- 
vailing on  board  of  tlie  Mississippi  steamboats  disgusted 
licr  entirely,  particularly  the  frightful  expectorating  of 
the  men,  and  their  silent  voracity  at  the  dinner  table. 

And  here  she  fell  Into  her  great  mistake.  She  attribu- 
ted the  crude  provincialisms  of  American  life  to  the 
institutions  of  the  country,  and  not  their  true  ^l«,^»«i■^S^^Rl 
^kperate  stm^le  in  which  the  people  -wete  ea^ai^'*"^'*^ 
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savage  nature,  U  she  had  carried  out  her  original  inten- 
tion, and  passed  some  moiitlis  with  Miss  Wright  on  the 
tract  of  primeval  wildernese  which  that  lady  bought  in 
TennesBec,  she  might  have  learned  what  it  costs  to  settle 
and  subdue  a  virgin  continent.  She  might  have  dis- 
covered that  when  human  beings  subdue  the  wilderness, 
the  wilderness  wreaks  a  revenge  upon  them  in  making 
them  half  wild.  Many  of  the  arta  of  domestic  life  are 
lost  in  the  struggle.  Grace  of  manners  is  lost.  The  art 
of  cookei'y  is  lost.  Comfort  is  forgotten.  Men  may  gain 
ill  rude  strength,  hut  must  lose  in  elegance  and  agrecablc- 
ness,  Mrs.  Trollope,  whether  from  pervereity  or  want  of 
penetration,  perceived  nothing  of  this,  and  conceived  for 
the  people  of  tlie  United  States  an  extreme  repugnance. 

"  I  do  not  like  them,"  she  frankly  wrote,  after  a  stay 
among  us  of  three  or  four  years.  "  I  do  not  like  their 
principles,  I  do  not  like' their  manners,  I  do  not  like  their 
opinions,  I  do  not  like  their  govcrument." 

She  expanded  these  sentiments  into  two  highly  amusing 
volumes,  wliich  contain  some  pure  truth,  some  not  mifair 
burlesque,  and  an  amomit  of  misstatement,  misconception, 
prejudice,  and  perversity  absolutely  without  example.  She 
had  her  work  illustrated  with  a  dozen  or  two  of  carica- 
tures, not  ill-executed,  wliich  can  now  be  inspected  as 
curious  relics  of  antiquity.  In  America  half  a  century 
ago  is  antiquity. 

But  I  left  the  TroUopes  in  Cincinnati  in  1828,  father, 
mother,  and  four  children.  They  had  then  been  in  the 
country  more  than  a  year,  quite  long  enough  for  Mrs. 
Trollope  to  discover  that  Cincinnati  had  little  in  common 
with  the  republic  of  her  dreams.  She  had  had  enough 
of  America.  How  she  abhorred  and  detested  Cincinnati, 
the  first  place  at  which  she  had  halted  long  enough  for 
much  observation !     She  says  : 

"  Were  1  an   EugUsU  YegiaYaiot,  \o&\fi.^  of  aeui 
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Sedition  to  the  Tower,  I  would  send  her  to  make  a  tour  of 
the  Uiiited  States.  I  had  a  little  leaning  towards  aeditiou 
myself  when  I  set  out,  but  before  1  bad  half  completed 
my  tour  I  waa  quite  cured." 

She  admite  that  everybody  at  Cincinnati  had  as  much 
pork,  beef,  hominy,  and  clothes    08  the  animal  man 
[uired.     Every  one  reveled  in  abundance.     Bitt — 
The  total  and  universal  want  of  manners,  both  in 
males  and  females,  is  so  remarkable,  that  I  was  constantly 
endeavoring  to  account  for  it,*' 

She  waa  sure  it  did  not  proceed  from  want  of  intellect. 
On  the  contrary,  the  people  of  Cincinnati  appeared  to  her 
to  have  clear  heads  and  active  minds.     But — 

"  There  is  no  charm,  no  grace  in  their  conversation.  I 
Tcry  seldom,  during  my  whole  stay  in  the  countr)-,  heard 
a  sentence  elegantly  turned  and  correctly  pronounced 
from  the  lipe  of  an  American." 

She  gives  her  recollections  of  the  evening  parties  in 
Cincinnati  sixty  years  ago: 

"  The  women  invariably  herd  together  at  one  part  of 
the  room,  and  the  men  at  the  other ;  but  in  justice  to 
Cincinnati,  I  rauat  acknowledge  that  this  arrangement  is 
by  no  means  peculiar  to  that  city,  or  to  the  western  aide 
of  the  Allegbaniea.  Sometimes  a  small  attempt  at  music 
produces  a  partial  reunion ;  a  few  of  the  most  daring 
youtlis,  animated  by  the  consciousness  of  curled  hair  and 
smart  waistcoats,  approached  the  piano-forte,  and  began 
to  mutter  a  littl^  to  the  half-grown  pretty  things,  who 
are  comparing  with  one  another  '  how  many  quarters' 
music  they  have  had.'  Where  the  mansion  is  of  sufHcient 
dignity  to  have  two  drawing-rooms,  the  piano,  the  little 
ladies,  and  the  alender  gentlemen  are  left  to  themselves, 
and  on  such  occasions  the  sound  of  laughter  is  often 
heard  to  ibhuc  from  among  them.  But  the  fate  of  the  more 
'|iignified  personages,  who  are  \clt  m  tiie  oftv^  ^owsi..,\». 
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extremely  dismal.  The  gentlemen  spit,  talk  of  elections 
mid  the  price  of  produce,  and  spit  again.  The  ladies 
look  at  each  other's  dresses  till  they  know  every  pin  by 
heart ;  talk  of  parson  somebody's  last  sermon  on  the  day 
of  judgment,  on  Dr.  t'otherbody's  new  pills  for  dyspepsia, 
till  the  "tea"  is  announced,  when  they  will  all  console  i 
themselves  for  whatever  tliey  may  hare  suffered  in  keep*fl 
ing  awake,  by  taking  more  tea,  coffee,  hot  cake,  an*^ 
custard,  hoe  cake,  johnny  cake,  waffle  cake,  and  dodger 
cake,  i)icklcd  peaches,  and  preserved  cucumbers,  ham, 
turkey,  hung  beef,  apple  sauce,  and  pickled,  oysters,  than 
ever  were  prepared  in  any  otiier  country  of  the  known 
world.  Aft«r  this  massive  meal  is  over,  they  return  to 
tlie  drawing-room,  and  it  always  appeared  to  me  that  they 
remained  together  as  long  as  they  could  hear  it,  and  tlien 
they  rise  en  magae,  cloak,  bonnet,  shawl,  and  exit," 

One  day  of  the  year  in  America  she  enjoyed,  namely, 
die  Fourth  of  July,  because  on  that  day  the  people  around 
her  seemed  to  be  happy,  and  on  that  day  alone, 

"  To  me,"  slie  remarks,  "  the  dreary  coldness  and  want 
of  enthusiasm  in  Ameiacan  manners  is  one  of  their  greats 
est  defects,  and  I  therefore  hailed  the  demonstrations  of 
general  feeling  which  this  day  elicits  with  real  pleasure. 
Oh  the  Fourth  of  July,  the  hearts  of  the  people  seem  to 
awaken  from  a  three  hundred  and  sisty-four  days'  sleep ; 

I  they  appear  high-spirited,  gay,  animated,  social,  generous, 
or  at  least  liberal  in  expense ;  and  would  they  but  refrain 
from  spitting  on  that  hallowed  day,  I  should  say  that  on 
the  Fourth  of  July,  at  least,  they  appeared  to  be  an 
amiable  people.  It  is  true  that  the  women  have  little  to 
do  with  the  pageantry,  the  splendor,  or  the  gayetj  of  the 
day ;  but,  setting  this  defect  aside,  it  was  indeed  a  glorious 
sight  to  beliold  a  jubilee  so  heartfelt  as  this ;  and  had 
they  not  tlie  bad  taste  and  had  feeling  to  utter  an  annual 
oration,  with  unvarying  abuse  ol  ftie  ■maft^i  tyauntr^H 
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to  Bay  nothing  of  the  warlike  manifeBto  called  the 
Declaration  of  Independence,  our  gracious  king  himself 
might  look  upon  the  scene  and  say  that  it  was  good  ;  nay, 
even  rejoice,  that  twelve  niilHoua  of  bustling  bodies,  at 
four  thousand  miles  distance  from  his  tlirone  and  his 
altars,  should  make  their  own  laws,  and  drink  tlieir  own 
tea,  after  the  fashion  tliat  pleased  them  best." 

In  the  city  of  New  York  she  found  more  agreeable 
society,  but  even  there  she  thought  the  ladies  were  terri- 
bly under  the  influence  of  fanatical  ideas.  She  sjient  a 
Sunday  afternoon  at  Hohoken,  and  describes  what  she 
saw  there ; 

"  The  jirice  of  entrance  to  this  little  Eden  is  the  six 
cents  you  pay  at  the  ferry.  Wo  went  there  on  a  bright 
Sunday  afternoon,  expressly  to  see  the  humors  of  the 
place.  Many  thousand  iiersons  were  scattered  tlu-ough 
the  grounds ;  of  thefe  we  ascertained,  by  repeatedly 
counting,  that  ninetecn-twentieths  were  men.  The  ladies 
were  at  church.  Often  as  the  subject  has  pressed  upon 
my  mind,  I  think  1  never  so  strongly  felt  the  conviction 
that  the  Sabbafh-day,  the  holy  day,  the  day  on  which 
alone  the  great  majority  of  the  Christian  world  can  spend 
tlicir  hours  as  they  please,  is  ill  passed  (if  passed  entirely) 
within  brick  walls,  listening  to  an  earth-born  preacher, 
charm  he  never  so  wisely. 

"How  is  it  that  the  men  of  America,  who  are  reckoned 
good  husbands  and  good  fathers,  while  thoy  themselves 
enjoy  sufficient  freedom  of  spirit  to  permit  their  walking 
forth  into  tlie  temple  of  the  liring  God,  can  leave  those 
thoy  love  best  on  earth,  bound  in  the  iron  chains  of  a 
most  tyrannical  fanaticism  ?     How  can  they  breathe  the 

E'  air,  and  not  think  of  the  tainted  atmosphere  ao 
ly  weighing  upon  breasts  still  dearer  than  their  own  ? 
can  they  gaze  upon  the  blossoms  of  the  6V"^';^->'™^  ' 
iuiemlier  the  fairer  cliciiks  oi  l\\ti\Y  ^oosx^,  ft.'a.w^s\«« 
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vaxing  pale,  as  they  sit  for  long,  Bultry  hours,  immare 
with  liuodreds  of  fellow  victims,  listening  to  the  roarinj 
vanities   of    a  jireacher   canonized  by  a  college  of 
women  ?     Tliey  cannot  think  it  needfnl  to  salvation,  o 
they  would  not  withdraw  theniRelves.     Wherefore  i. 
Do  they  fear  these  self-elected,  eelf-ordained  priests,  an^ 
offer  up  their  wives  and  daughters  to  propitiate  them] 
Or  do  they  deem  their  hebdomadal  freedom  more  com 
plete  because  their  wives  and  daughters  are  shut  up  foial 
or  five  times  in  the  day  at  church  or  chapel  ? 

But  enough  of  these  specimens.  Tlie  republic  Wing 
insupportable,  and  Mrs.  Trollope's  Diary  being  still 
incomplete,  it  was  necessary  for  the  family  to  come  to  a 
resolution.  Their  eldest  son,  Thomas  Adolphus,  nineteen 
years  of  age,  was  old  enough  to  be  entered  at  Oxford 
University,  and  it  was  necessary  for  his  father  to  go  with 
him  to  England.  After  family  consultations,  they 
resolved  upon  a  brief  separation,  the  father  and  eldest 
son  to  go  to  England,  the  mother  with  her  two  daughters 
and  younger  son  to  visit  the  Eastern  portions  of  the 
country,  and  fill  up  the  Diary.  That  second  son,  then 
about  fourteen  years  of  age,  was  Henry  TroUope,  after- 
wards the  famous  English  novelist,  whose  recent  deatl] 
was  lamented  in  America  not  less  than  in  England. 

No  sooner  liad  tliey  come  to  tliis  resolution  than  a  piet 
of  news  reached  Cincinnati  wliich  induced  the  gcntlema 
to  postpone  their  departure.  General  Jackson,  Presidei; 
elect,  was  on  his  triumphal  journey  to  Washington,  anj 
was  expected  to  stop  a  few  hours  at  Cincinnati  i 
way  up  the  Ohio.  They  determined  to  wait  and  get  pM 
sage  on  board  of  the  steamboat  that  bore  so  distinguishdl 
a  personage.  Mrs.  TroUope  and  her  family  walked  do^ 
to  the  landing  to  see  the  arrival  of  the  old  hero,  and  ad 
almost  enjoyed  tJie  spectacle, 
"  Tbe  noble  steamboat  wlntiW  coave^ft4V\m^^ia  9 
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ha  each  side  hy  one  of  nearly  equal  size  and  splendor ; 

fttbe  roofs  of  all  tliree  were  covered  by  a  crowd  of  men ; 

l4»Qnou  saluted  tliem  from  the  shore  as  they  passed  by  lo 

|;the  distance  of  a   quarter   of  a   mile   above   the  town. 

iThere  they  turned  about  and  came  down  the  river  with  a 
but   stately   motion,   the    three   veaeels   bo    close 

^together  as  to  appear  one  mighty  mass  upon  the  water." 

Mrs.  Trollope  was  so  happy  as  to  catch  a  view  of  the 

Hero  of  New  Orleans  as  he  walked  bareheaded  between  a 

silent  lane  of  people  on  his  way  from  the  steamboat  to 

the  hotel,  where  he  was  to  hold  a  reception. 

^"  He  wore  his  gray  hair  carelessly,"  she  remarks, "  but 
not  ungracefully  arranged,  and,  spite  of  his  harsh,  gaunt 
features,  he  looks  like  a  gentleman  and  a  soldier." 

Her  husband  and  her  son  conversed  much  with  the 
general  on  board  the  steamboat. 

"They  were  pleased,"  she  says,  "by  hia  conversation 
and  manners,  but  deeply  disgusted  by  the  brutal  familiar- 
ity to  which  they  saw  him  exposed  at  every  place  on 
their  progress  at  which  they  stopped," 
L     Mrs.  Trollope  and  her  children  returned  to  England  in 
K1830,  carrying  with  her,  as   she  tt^s  us,  sis:  hundred 
"pages  of  manuscript  notes  similar  to  the  specimens  1  have 
given.     They  were  speedily  published,  ran  through  tliree 
editions  in  three  months,  were  republished  in  New  York, 
and  called  forth  an  amount  of  comment  of  all  kinds,  from 
eulogistic  to  vituperative,  which  has  rarely  been  paral- 
leled.    The  work  set  her  up  in  the  business  of  an  author- 
ess.    She  followed  it  by  a  very  long  list  of  works  of 
travel  and  fiction,  most  of  which  were  tolerably  suc- 
cessful. 

Both  her  sons  became  voluminous  writers,  and  some  of 

her  grandchildren  1  believe,  have  written  books.     Her 

husband,  too,  ia  the  author  of  legal  wotka  %,tv4.  ^  "S^^ys^i 

tpf  the  Oiurch.    If  all  the  wotta  'pto4uc«^\i^  SJcCv^^s 
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during  the  last  sixty  years  were  gathered  together  in 
their  original  editions,  they  would  make  a  library  of  five 
or  six  hundred  volumes.  Several  English  journalists 
have  been  counting  up  the  works  of  the  late  Anthony 
Trollope.  If  at  some  future  time  a  compiler  of  statistics 
should  take  the  census  of  the  people  he  called  into  being 
on  the  printed  page,  it  will  be  found  that  he  was  the 
author  of  more  population  than  some  of  our  Western 
counties  can  boast. 

Anthony  Trollope  was  bom  in  1815,  but  as  he  did  not 
begin  to  publish  till  1847,  when  he  was  thirty-two  years 
of  age,  he  was  a  pubUc  writer  for  thirty-five  years,  and 
during  that  period  he  gave  the  world  fifty-nine  works,  of 
which  thirty-seven  were  full-fledged  novels.  Some  of  his 
publications,  such  as  his  life  of  Cicero,  and  others, 
involved  a  good  deal  of  research,  and  all  of  them  show 
marks  of  careful  elaboration.  They  give  us  the  impres- 
sion that,  if  ever  he  failed  in  his  purpose,  it  was  not  from 
any  lack  of  painstaking  in  the  author. 

This  amount  of  literary  labor  would  be  reckoned 
extraordinary  if  he  had  done  nothing  else  in  his  life. 
When  we  learn  that  until  within  the  last  eight  years  he 
held  an  important  and  responsible  post  in  the  English 
Post-office  department,  which  obliged  him  to  give  attend- 
ance during  business  hours,  from  eleven  to  four,  and  that 
he  was  frequently  sent  on  long  journeys  and  ocean 
voyages  on  Post-office  business,  involving  many  months* 
continuous  absence,  we  may  well  be  amazed  at  the  cata- 
logue of  his  publications. 

Of  late  years,  too,  he  was  constantly  in  society,  a  fre- 
quent diner  out,  a  welcome  guest  everywhere,  as  well  as 
a  familiar  personage  in  the  hunting-field.  Hunting  was 
his  favorite  recreation,  as  walking  was  that  of  Charles 
Pickens.  Like  most  Englishmen,  he  loved  the  country, 
country  interests^  and  coimtry  apotte.   ^ot  m^xi^  l^iWK^ 
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although  a  Btout  man,  dilScult  to  mount,  he  rode  after 
the  hounds  three  times  a  week  during  the  hunting  season. 
His  readers  do  not  need  to  he  told  that  he  utilized  his 
hunting  experience  in  working  out  his  novels.  His 
knowledge  of  horse-flesh  was  something  like  Sam  Weller's 
knowledge  of  London,  "  both  extensive  and  peculiar,"  for 
he  was  obliged  to  look  sharply  to  the  points  of  a  horse 
destined  to  gallop  and  leap  under  more  than  two  hundred 
pounds'  weight.  A  reader  cannot  go  far  in  his  pages 
without  being  reminded  that  he  was  a  horseman  and  a 
hunter. 

All  this  increases  the  wonder  excited  by  the  mere 
number  of  his  printed  works.  How  did  he  execute  them  ? 
and  above  all,  when  did  he  execute  them  ? 

He  was  often  in  this  country,  mingling  freely  with  lit- 
erary men,  and  he  more  than  once  in  New  York  described 
his  daily  routine.  He  rose  so  early  in  the  morning  as  to 
sit  down  to  write  at  five  o'clock,  and  he  wrote  steadily  oa 
until  eight.  Ho  had  such  complete  command  of  his 
powers  that  ho  could  depend  upon  producing  a  certain 
number  of  pages  every  morning.  He  rarely  failed  to  do 
his  stint.  It  made  little  difference  whether  the  scene 
under  his  hand  was  of  a  tranquil  or  a  thrilling  nature, 
wliether  he  was  writing  the  critical  chapter  of  his  work 
or  one  of  its  most  commonplace  portions.  He  wrote  his 
daily  number  of  pages  before  people  in  general  had  sat 
down  to  breakfast,  and  having  done  so,  he  laid  his  manu- 
script aside,  and  thought  no  more  of  it  till  the  next 
morning.  ^H 

He  told  the  late  Mr.  G}eorg«  Ripley  that  he  could  pro-      ^| 
duce  in  this  way  two  long  novels  per  annum,  for  which  he      ^| 
received  (if  I  remember  rightly)  three  thousand  guineas 
each,  or  fifteen  thousand  dollars  each.    This  was  certainly 
doing  very  well,  and  deprives  him  of  au^  excise  \Rit  ^-^«s- 
^mtorking.    Oae  of  his  friends  writes  in.  ftveljEnAaQ.  TS-tm^v^H 


t 

I 


S48  KBS.  TROLLOPE. 

"  AVe  can  not  resist  a  mel&ncholj  suspicion  that  if  lie 
had  relaxed  a  little  soouer  he  miglit  bavc  been  spared  to 
us  longer.  Anxiety,  rather  than  actual  work,  may  have 
been  iujnrious,  when  he  liogan  to  grow  nervoas  under  tha 
strain  of  keeping  engagements  against  time." 

Not  one  man  in  many  thousands  could  have  lived  his 
life  for  a  single  year  without  destroctioa.     Nature  had 
^veu  him  an  admirable  constitution.     He  had  a  sound 
digestion,  tranquil  nerves,  a  cheerful  disposition,  and  a  J 
taste  for  rural  pleasures.     He  should  have  lived  to  "  fouta 
score  and  upward."  1 

America  may  claim  somfi  property  in  this  gifted  and 
genial  man.  Ho  used  to  berate  us  soundly  (and  justly, 
too)  for  republishing  his  works  without  paying  him  copy- 
right for  the  same.  I  have  the  impression,  however,  that 
he  owed  his  place  in  the  Post-office,  in  an  indirect  way, 
to  the  American  people.  We  have  seen  above  that  as  a 
boy  of  twelve,  he  arrived  with  his  mother  and  sisters,  on 
Christmas  day,  1827,  at  the  mouth  of  tlie  Mississippi,  and 
made  with  them  a  three  years'  tour  of  the  United  Statea^ 
It  is  possible  inat  he  may  have  assisted  iu  the  drawing  q 
the  comic  pictures  with  which  his  mother  enlivened  h« 
work  upon  the  "  Domestic  Manners  of  the  Americans," 
and  doubUesB  he  nad  his  share  in  the  numberless  anec- 
dotes that  figure  in  its  pages.  The  youth  escorted  his 
mother  to  some  of  those  "  large  evening  parties"  whidta 
she  describes,  where  there  was  "  no  Searti,  no  chess, ' 
little  music,  and  that  lamentably  bad,"  and  where  "  to  ean 
inconceivable  quantities  of  cake,  ice,  and  pickled  oysters, 
and  to  show  half  their  revenue  in  silks  and  satins,  seemed 
to  be  the  chief  object  of  the  ladies." 

We  are  sure  that  he  passed,  with  his  mother,  those 
four  days  of  excitement  and  fatigue  at  Niagara,"  where. 
as  ehe  says,  "  we  drenched  ourselves  in  spray,  we  cut  our 
<et  on  the  rocks,  we  bUsteied  our  laa6ft"\&*jW  »m,  w^ 
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wked  np  the  cataract  and  down  the  cataract,  we  perched 
luraelvca  on  every  piimaclo  we  could  find,  we  dipped  t 
feiigcrs  in  the  flood  at  a  fexv  yards'  distance  from 
liundering  fall."  In  all  these  delights  the  future  novelist 
liad  his  part. 

Let  us  hope,  too,  that  he  shared  with  his  parent  the 
{pleasure  ehe  took  in  the  Hudson  River,  iu  Manliattan 
Eeland,  and  even  in  the  city  of  New  York,  a  city  which 
bhc  really  seemed  to  enjoy.  At  that  time,  1830,  Man- 
pattan  Island  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  suburban 
regions  in  the  world.     It  was  dotted  all  over  with  pretty 

(  and  cottages,  and  showed  many  a  stately  mam 
bu  the  slopes  of  the  two  rivers.  Greenwich.  Elooiuing- 
^aalo,  Yorkville,  and  Harlem  wore  pleasant  country  vil- 
The  island  was  New  York  and  Newport  in  one. 
Anthony  Trollope  heard  of  these  agreeable  scenes,  and, 
possibly,  shared  the  indignation  of  his  mother  on  being 
charged  by  a  New  iork  liackinan  two  dollars  and  a  half 
for  a  twenty  minutes'  ride. 

But  how  did  we  render  him  a  pecnniary  benefit  ?    When   ' 
his  motlicr  published  in  London  Iier  satirical  work,  it  v 
hailed  by  the  enemies  of  republicanism  with  delight.   They 
seem  to  have  felt  that  American  principles  were  discredited   1 
gorever,     I  think  it  highly  probable  that  the  Bon  of  tlie 
Buthoress  owed  his  appointment  in  the  Post-office  to  the 
Lvor   in  which   the  work  was   held   by  the   appointing 


England  had  not  then  reformed  her  civil  service  so  as 
I  make  appointments  depend  on  the  comparative  menti  4 
'  applicants.     But   slic   has    always   known  enough  to  < 

fetain  in  her  service  men  of   inlelligcnce  and  capacity. 

Saving  got  Anthony  Trolloiic,  she  kept  him  during  all  tha   | 

)est  years  of  his  life,  and  then  gave  him  honorable  retirt 

It  was  he  who  compleled  the  postal  arr!m^K\<iiA»  I 

letween  this  sountiy  and  Great  Bnt\i.\u,\i'3  viVvdw. 'i^" "^l 
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quite  as  easy,  and  almost  as  cheap,  to  send  a  letter  to 
any  part  of  the  British  empire  as  it  is  from  New  York  to 
Albany. 

That  is  the  substance  of  a  true  civil  service :  first,  get 
a  man,  and  then  keep  him. 

Mrs.  Trollope  died  in  Florence  in  1863,  aged  eighty- 
three  years.  In  private  life  she  was  a  very  friendly  and 
good  soul,  much  admired  and  sought  in  the  society  of 
Florence,  where  she  passed  the  last  twenty  years  of  her 
long  life. 
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AT  the  tender  age  of  eiglib  years,  Miaa  Phillipa  was  1 
already  an  actreaa.  She  never  knew  wliy  her  I 
parents  chose  that  profession  for  her,  nor  could  sha  I 
remember  her  first  appearance.  Her  earliest  recolle( 
tion  of  the  theatre  dated  back  to  some  play  in  which  she  I 
was  required  to  jump  out  of  a  window.  She  feared  tol 
take  the  leap;  she  hesitated,  until  an  actor  atanding  at.| 
the  wings  held  up  a  big  orange  before  her  eyes,  an  ' 
inducement  which  she  could  not  resist.  She  jumped, 
\  was  caught  safely  in  liis  arms,  and  received  tite  fruit  as 
I  her  reward. 

Miss   Phillips,   whose  family   ties   all    bound   her  to* 
America,  and  the    greater    part   of   whose   prnfessionall 
career   was   passed   in   this    country,   scarcely    liked   tol 
acknowledge  that  she  was  not  an  American.     She  ' 
I  born  in  England,  at  Htratford-on-Avon,  about   the  year! 
i  1835 ;  her  father  English,  her  mother  Welsh.     When  s 
t  was  seven  years  of    age   her  family  camo   to   America,! 
going  first  to  Canada,  and  thence  to  Boston,  where  they 
established  their  home.     It  was  in  this  city  that  the  little 
girl  made  her  dtSbut  in  January,  1842,  appearing  at  the 
Tremont  Theatre  in  the  comedy  of  "Old  and  Young,"  > 
which  she  waa  required  to  personate  five  characters,  J 
'  and   introduce  several  songs  and  dances.     A  year  later'H 
f  she  joined  tlie  Boston  Museum  and  amused   the  public  ™ 
I  with   her   representation   of  "Little   Pickle"    in   "The 
^Spoiled  Child,"  and  soon  after  sVie  'Naa  "gvQcaijX.fti  ^w  "wsitsi 
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part  in  a  number  of  fairy  spectacles.  With  the  Company 
her  bright  sayings,  her  simple  manners,  and  obliging 
temper  made  her  a  favorite. 

"  They  were  so  kind  to  me,"  she  said  in  later  years ; 
"  they  took  such  care  of  me,  for  I  was  but  a  child  when 
I  first  appeared  there,  so  much  of  a  child  that  I  used  to 
drive  my  hoop  back  and  forth  to  the  rehearsals.  The 
work  was  play  to  me  ;  I  learned  my  parts  easily  and  was 
petted  and  praised,  which  was  very  pleasant." 

She  was  so  much  a  child,  too,  that  one  day  she  arrived 
at  the  theatre  crying  so  bitterly  that  for  some  time  she 
was  unable  to  explain  what  was  the  matter.  Her  trouble 
proved  to  be  that  a  beautiful  doll  in  a  shop  window  that 
she  passed  every  day,  a  doll  which  she  had  set  her  heart 
upon  possessing,  had  that  morning  vanished  from  its 
usual  station.  Somebody  else  had  bought  it,  and  Ade- 
laide was  disconsolate.  It  was  long  before  she  could  be 
comforted,  and  her  happiness  was  not  fully  restored  until 
the  good-natured  stage-manager  presented  her  with 
another  doll,  even  prettier  than  the  one  she  had  longed 
for. 

As  she  grew  older  she  had  many  characters  assigned 
her,  and  worked  faithfully  in  her  profession.  A  farce 
always  followed  the  play  in  those  days,  and  she  frequently 
appeared  in  both.  Often,  too,  she  sustained  a  part  in 
fairy  spectacles  such  as  Fair  /Sfar  and  Cinderella — pieces 
in  which  her  graceful  dancing  as  well  as  her  beautiful 
voice  fitted  her  to  shine. 

Never  but  once  did  she  lose  command  of  her  counte- 
nance upon  the  stage,  and  that  was  in  these  early  days  at 
the  Museum. 

"  It  was,"  she  said,  "  in  some  farce  where  Mr.  Warren 
was  shut  up  in  a  pantry  closet,  while  I,  apparently  uncon- 
scious ot  the  fact,  was  playing  the  piano  accompaniment 
to  a  song,    Ee  suddenly  opened  \J;\^  ^ocj^t  ^\A  looked  out, 
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face  revealing  lliat  lie  had  been  solacing  his  impriRoii-  I 
ment  hy  helping  hiniBelf  to  Home  of  the  sweetmeats  on  I 
[the  shelves,  and  he  assumed  sudi  a  look  as  only  he  could  J 
,calt  np.  It  was  all  over  with  me  and  my  song;  fortu- 
l-nately,  the  audience  also  were  too  much  convulsed  with  I 
laughter  to  notice  my  inability  to  proceed,  until  it  was  I 
possible  for  the  play  to  go  on." 

Those  wlio  liave  seen  Mr.  AVarren  at  his  funniest  will  J 
not  wonder  at  Miss  Phillips'  loss  of  self-control. 

When  she  was  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  of  age,  her  I 
.rents  and  relatives,  recogaizhig  the  mmsual  power  and  ^ 
beauty  of  her  voice — a  rich   contralto — decided  that  she 
would  do  wisely  to  leave  the  stage  for  a  time  and  study 
for  the  Italian  opera.     Her  teachers  had  the  utmost  faith 
in  her  success. 

Jenny  Lind  was  then  in  Boston,  and  Adelaide  Phillips. I 
tiras   introduced,  and  sang  to  her.     The   next  day  slia  I 
deceived  a  friendly  letter  in  whicli  Miss  Lind  recommended  I 
Emanuel  Garcia,  her  own  instructor,  as  the  most  suitable  { 
[iteacher  for  her  young  friend,  and  added  much  wise  and! 
ndly  advice  concerning  the  career  to  which  she  aspired. 
Inclosed  in  the  letter  was  a  check  for  a  thousand  dollars. 
In    1852,    Adelaide    Phillips    went   to   London,    and  | 
mained   there  nearly  two  ycara   pursuing  her  studies 
mder  Garcia.     From  London  she  went  to  Italy,  accoin- 
.nied  by  her  father  and  sister,  that  she  might  better  J 
icquire  the  Italian  language,  and  receive  the  training  of  1 
lignor  Profondo  in  operatic  acting.     While  in  Italy  eheJ 
lept  a  journal — a  brief,  business-like  record,  encumbered  T 
with  very  few  of  the  raptures,  sentiments,  and  gay  non-  ■ 
sense  that  fill  the  pages   of  most  young   girls'  diaries.  J 
rHere  is  an  extract  from  the  first  entry  : 

Mr.    Biandi    came   and    asked  me   if   I   wanted   an  J 
engagement;  he  had  spoken  of  me  to  one  of  tK^  ut-j^w** 
ho  wanted  a  contralto.    Tlic  agent  t?i.taa  a.tt<av^iv.^4 
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I  sang  to  him  *  Pensa  alia  Patria.^  He  seemed  very 
much  pleased  with  my  voice.  The  place  is  Brescia,  in 
Lombardy.  They  offer  four  hundred  dollars  a  month  for 
four  months.  The  first  part  to  appear  in,  Anace,  Papa 
will  give  an  answer  in  a  few  days.  Mr.  Biandi  brought 
mo  the  opera  of  Semiramide  and  gave  me  some  good 
ideas.     I  commenced  studying  Arsace." 

The  offer  thus  mentioned  was  accepted,  and  she  made 
her  d6but  at  Brescia.  It  was  customary  that  the  last 
rehearsal  of  an  opera  should  be  in  full  dress,  but  in  a  fit 
of  girlish  obstinacy,  she  refused  to  put  on  the  armor  of 
Anace  until  the  evening  of  the  performance.  The  direc- 
tors and  musical  critics,  who  were  present  in  force, 
showed  their  displeasure;  she  retaliated  by  singing 
through  the  part  in  demi-voice.  Her  manager  was  in 
despair,  and  it  certainly  was  a  foolish  thing  for  her  to  do, 
although  she  by  no  means  realized  its  importance.  The 
next  night  the  house  was  crowded,  and  when  she  entered 
as  Arsace^  in  full  armor,  she  was  received  in  silence.  No 
applause  followed  her  recitative  and  andante,  and  it  was 
not  until,  provoked  by  their  coldness  to  the  utmost  exer- 
tion, she  gave  the  caballetta  with  superb  power  and  pas- 
sion, that  the  audience,  unable  to  resist  longer,  broke  into 
a  tempest  of  cheering.  Her  success  was  complete  and 
triumphant. 

Other  engagements  followed ;  then  many  disappoint- 
ments. Whenever  slie  sang  she  pleased,  but  she  could- 
not  always  find  an  opportunity  to  sing,  and  sometimes 
wiien  she  did  the  managers  could  not  or  would  not  pay 
her.  Cheers  and  tears  from  the  enthusiastic  Italian  audi- 
ences continued  to  greet  her  wherever  she  went,  and 
sonnets  and  flowers  were  showered  upon  the  stage,  but 
money  was  so  difficult  to  obtain  that  in  1855  she  left  Italy 
to  try  her  fortune  again  in  America.  Her  operatic  d^but 
la  this  country  was  made  in  P\\Y\adLe\^\sAa;.,  o\i^^  xsi^tQ  in 
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9ie    part  of   Arsnce,   and   was   in  every  way  successful.  J 
■Her  popularity  soon  became   assured.     During  the  next  I 

■  few  years   she   visited   all   parts   of   this   country,   audi 

■  appeared  successfully  in  Paris  and  other  European  cities,  f 
■In  Poland  she  was  much  struck  by  the  appearance  of  herl 
laudienco,  all  tlio  ladies  being  attired  in  black.      Theyi 

c  in  mourning  for  their  country.     In  Cuba,  where  s 
I.  learned  to  speak  Spanish  like  a  native,  she  was  received  j 
Vlrith  a  favor  which  she  reciprocated. 

"  My  greatest  artistic  success,  my  true  appreciation,"   ' 
I'^he  used  to  say,  "  was  in  Havana." 

During  one  of  her  visits  to  Havana  with  an  opera 
■troupe,  a  young  girl  of  the  chorus  with  whom  she  had 
Bimade  acquaintance  during  the  voyage,  was  attacked  by 

3  yellow  fever.     Without  a  moment's  thought  of  her- 

■  eelf,  Miss  Phillips  went  to  her  and  nursed  her  throughout 
whole  of  her  illness.     She  took  the  disease  herself, 

B&early  died  of  it,  lost  all  her  beautiful  hair,  and  was  never 

lagain  the  strong,  healthy  womiin  she  had  been. 

This  was  of  course  an  e.fceptionat  act,  but  her  kindness, 
flier  generosity,  and  sympathy  made  her  peculiarly  dear  to   i 
ler  friends.     Her  devotion  to  the  interests  of  her  family 
Iras  unfailing.      She  was   never  so  happy  as  when   she 

Hived  with  ber  brothers  and   sisters  in  the  lovely  country   i 
Slomc  at  Marshfield,  which  she  Iieli)ed  to  beautify  with  her 
Uiandd  and  her  money.     There  she  loved  to  be,  whenever 
lier  arduous  profession  allowed  her  to  rest.     There  e 

Ivatchcd  the  growth  of  fruit  and  flowers,  spent  half  Inr 
tdays  out  of  doors,  and  enjoyed  the  society  of  half  a  doi^en 

Klavorite  dogs.  There,  too,  she  gave  occasional  entertain- 
ments, when  her  beautiful  voice,  her  powers  of  mirajcry, 
and  her  rare  talent  as  a  story  teller,  were  all  called  into 
play  to  charm  her  guests.  Although  her  heart  was  iu 
this  quiet  country  place,  and  the  constant  activity  Mvd.  I 

kfrequcut  journeys   which  her    engagemevA.%  \\iyiii^'«.'s-^^« 
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'  were  often  distaBtcfuI  to  hep,  she  held  her  profeB&1«n^ 
honor,  mid  loyally  reeciited  all  iniputatioiia  cast  upon  it. 

"  The  actual  work  behind  the  scenes,"  she  used  to  say,  ^ 
"leaves  no  time  for  the  sort  of  things  people  imagine  ;  i 
are  too  busy,  ofteu  too  anxious,  to  attend  to  anything  but 
our  parts.     The  heroes  and  the  heroines  of  the  opera  are 

»eeldom  the  lovers  they  enact ;  often  quite  the  reverse." 
Nor  did  she  undervalue  the  applause  of  the  pubUc.  It  \ 
■was  most  welcome  to  her,  and  she  labored  with  scrupuloua  | 
fidelity  to  deserve  it,  taking  inrmitc  pains  with  little  things  J 
as  well  aagrcat,  never  for  a  moment  iuatteutive  or  care-  I 
Icsa.  She  learned  from  an  ofEccr  in  the  array  the  best  way  f 
tj  sheathe  her  sword,  and  for  many  other  such  details  she  I 
sought  out  and  consulted  those  who  she  thought  would  \ 
be  able  to  instruct  her. 

The  praise  she  most  enjoyed,  however,  was  that  of  her  I 
friends;  and  the  most  precious  tribute  to  her  powers  was  i 
not  that  of  the  critics.     She  always  looked  back  with 
peculiar  pride  to  one  evening  at  an  entertainment  in  a 
fashionable  house  in  New  York,  when  she  sang  "  Kathleen 

IMavourneen  "  to  a  large  company.     While  she  was  singing  I 
a  young  Irish  serving  maid  entered  the  room  with  a  tray   , 
in  her  liand,  and  was  so  overcome  with  emotion,  that  for- 
getting lier  duties  and  her  deportment  alike,  she  sank  ] 
down  iu  a  chair  and  burst  into  tears.     At  another  time,  1 
at  a  hotel  iu  the  mountains,  where    Miss  PInllips  had 
refused  to  sing  in  public,  having  gone  there  in  search  of   ■ 
rest,  she  was  found  seated    in   the  kitchen  surrounded 
by  guides  and  servants,  all  crying  heartily  at  her  pathetic 
,     singing  of  "  Auld  Bobin  Gray." 

The  same  magnetic  power  that  characterized  her  sing- 
ing was  exerted  by  her  voice  in  speaking,  when  she  chose 
to  coax  or  command.  Its  influence  was  once  acknowl- 
edged  by  a  naughty  little  girl,  who,  having  successfully 
resisted ber  pareata  and  relalLveB,camc  and  seated  beraelf 
w^/r  at  Miss  PiiiUips'  feet,  Baying-. 
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'"  You  liare  made  me  good,  though  I  did  not  mean  you 
should." 

Miss  Phillips  worked  excessively  hard,  and  after  her 
health  began  to  givte  way  she  kept  on  too  long.     She  went 

^  abroad  with  her  sister  in  1882,  hoping  that  rest  and  change 

_  would  restore  her.    It  was  too  late  ;  she  died  at  Carlsbad, 
October  8, 1882,  not  fifty  years  of  age.     She  lies  buried 

.-  in  the  cemetery  at  Marshfield  in  Massachusetts,  near  the 
grave  of  Daniel  Webster.     She  was  a  conscientious  artist 

„  and  high-principlj^d,  too  generous  woman.  There  is  per- 
haps no  vocation  so  arduous  as  hers,  for  a  public  singer, 
besides  serving  an  exacting,  fastidious,  inconsiderate,  and 
capricious  master,  the  public,  is  also  a  slave  to  her  voice. 
She  rests  in  peace  after  a  life  of  arduous  toil,  and  her 

K    memory  is  dear  to  many  who  knew  her  worth.* 

*  Adelaide  Phillips,  a  Record.    By  Mrs.  R^  C.  Waterston.    Boston, 
1888. 
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TWO  QUEENS.  THE  DAUGHTERS  OF  JAMES  H  OF 

ENGLAND. 

IT  is  interesting  to  turn  over  a  chestful  of  old  family 
letters  stored  away  in  a  garret  which  has  been  closed, 
perhaps,  for  a  century.  There  is  a  lady  living  in  Holland 
called  the  Countess  of  Bentinct,  who  has  long  possessed 
a  rare  treasure  of  this  kind,  a  box  of  old  letters  written 
by  James  II  of  England  and  his  two  daughters,  Mary 
and  Anne,  both  of  whom  reigned  after  their  father  lost 
his  crown  by  turning  Catholic.  Recently,  the  Countess 
of  Bentinct  has  published  these  letters  in  Holland,  and 
now  all  the  world  can  read  what  these  royal  personages 
thought  in  the  crisis  of  their  fate,  in  the  very  years  (1687 
and  1688)  when  James  was  estranging  all  his  Protestant 
subjects,  and  when  his  daughters,  Mary  of  Orange  and 
the  Princess  Anne,  were  looking  on  and  watching  the  events 
which  were  to  call  them  to  the  throne  of  Great  Britain. 

The  Princess  Mary,  a  beautiful  woman  twenty-six  years 
of  age,  was  then  living  in  Holland  in  the  palace  of  her 
husband,  William,  Prince  of  Orange,  whom  she  devot- 
edly loved.  The  Princess  Anne,  married  to  a  son  of  the 
King  of  Denmark,  lived  in  England.  Both  sisters,  if  we 
may  judge  by  their  letters,  were  warmly  attached  to  the 
Church  of  England.  Nevertheless,  upon  reading  Mary's 
letters,  some  uncharitable  persons  might  use  the  language 
of  Shakespeare  and  say,  "The  lady  doth  protest  too 
much."  As  to  the  King,  her  father,  he  gave  proof  of  his 
sincerity  by  sacrificing  his  throne  to  his  convictions. 
The  Rrst  letter  oi  importance  in  this  collection  is  one 


THE   DAUGHTERS   OF  JA^IEa   II   OP  ENGLAND. 


355  I 


■written  by  James  II  to  liis  eldest  dauglitor  Mary,  giving  I 
llier,  in  compliance  with  her  request,  the  reasons  wliy  he  I 
I'ltad  chanired  his  religion.     This  letter  was  written  Novem- 
I  ber  4, 1 687,  about  a  year  before  William  of  Orange  invaded  I 
I  England  and  seized  the  crown. 

"  I  must  tell  you  first,"  wrote  the  King,  "  that  I  was  J 
I  brought  up  very  strictly  in  the  English  Cliurch  hy  Dr.  I 
I  Stuart,  to  whom  the  King,  my  father,  gave  particular  | 
t  instructions  to  that  end,  and  I  was  so  zealous  that  whei\  I 
Ritlie  Queen,  my  mother,  tried  to  rear  my  brother,  the  I 
KDuke  of  Gloucester,  in  the  Catholic  religion,  I  did  my  | 
(iitmost  (preserving  always  the  respect  due  her)  to  keep  I 
Bliim  firm  in  his  first  principles,  and  as  young  people  often  ( 
^o,  I  tliouglit  it  was  a  point  of  honor  to  be  firmly  attached.  I 
fto  tlie  scntiraents  in  wliich  I  was  reared." 

He  proceeds  to  tell  licr  that,  after  the  dethronement  I 
'  of  his  father,  Charles  I,  and  all  the  time  he  lived  an  exile  | 
1  foreign  countries,  no  Catliolic  ever  attempted  to  con- 
vert him ;  and  he  assures  her  tliat  his  change  of  faith  ] 
began  within  himself.  The  first  thing  that  attracted  h 
attention,  lie  tells  his  daughter,  was  the  great  devotion  I 
that  he  remarked  among  Catholics  of  all  ranks  and  con-  I 
ditious,  and  tlie  frequent  reformation  of  Catholic  young  J 

*Boeu  who  had  previously  been  dissolute. 
"  I  observed  also,"  he  says,  "  the  becoming  manner  of  I 
their  public  worship,  their  churches  so  well  adorned,  and  I 
the  great  charities  which  they  maintained  ;  all  of  which  I 
made  me  begin  to  have  a  better  opinion  of  their  religion, ' 
^^_  and  compelled  me  to  enquire  into  it  more  carefully." 
^^m  Having  reached  this  point,  he  began  to  study  the  doc-  I 
^^B^ines  in  dispute,  as  they  were  presented  in  well-known  | 
^^■books,  and  particularly  in  the  New  Testament,  whieh.  he  J 
^^K-says,  plainly  reveals  "an  infallible  Chui'ch,"  against  J 
^^B'wliich  the  gates  of  hell  slmll  not  prevail.  This  wa.&] 
^^biis  main  position,  which  he  torliftci  \j^  ^^Q'^A\^^'C\.\'e.^^s»a 


I  856 


THE   DAUGHTERS   OF  JAMES   11   OF  ESCLASD. 


I 
I 


texts.     IIo  writes  on  tliia  eubjoct  at  great  length   to  his 
daiiglit43r,  and  it  ia  iiupoasiUc  to  doubt  that  he  gave  utter- 
ance tn  what  he  really  believed  and  warmly   felt.     All 
these  letters,  1  should  explain,  are  written  in  the  French 
language,  nhieh  had  probably  been  the  language  of  the   ' 
family  since  the  time  of  their  ancestor,  Mary,  Queen  oil 
Scots,  great-grand  mother  to   James  II.     Princess   Mary^ 
kept  even  lier  private  diary  in  French,  wrote  to  her  sisterf 
Anne  in  French,  and  probably  knew  the  French  languagi 
much  better  than  she  did  the  English.     In   the   publicd 
library  at  the  Hague  there  is  a  splendid  English  Biblefl 
which  was  handed  to  her  when  she  was  crowned  Quect^ 
in   Westminster  Abbey,  on  the  title-page  of   which  are 
these  words,  in  her  own  hand : 

"  This  book  was  given  the  king  and  I  at  our  coronation^ 
Mabib  R," 

Her  French  is  better  than  this,  and  even  the  spoUingll 
is  no  worse  than  was  common  among  educated  French  " 
ladies  of  that  period.     She  answered  the  King's  letter  at 
inordinate  length,  and  employed  all  the  forms  of  respect 
then  used  towards  monarchs,  beginning  her  letter  witltfl 
"Sire,"  and   always   addressing  her  father   a8"V.  M.,' 
which  signifies  Votre  MajestS.    She  showed  a  good  deal 
of  skill  and  tact  in   meeting  his  arguments,  and  it  ' 
possible  that  she  had  the  aid  of  some  learned  doctor  c 
divinity.     Upon  the  question  of   the  infallibility  of 
Itoman  Church,  she  says: 

"I  have  never  understood  that  it  has  been  decidet 
even  by  Catholics  themselves,  whether  this  infallibility 
rests  in  the  Pope  alone,  or  in  a  General  Council,  or  in  ' 
both  together;  and  I  hope  Your  Majesty  will  be  willing  \ 
to  permit  me  to  ask  where  it  was  when  there  were  three 
popes  at  once,  each  of  whom  had  his  Council  called  General, 
and  when  all  the  popes  thundered  anathemas  against  one 
'.other  ?"  ^ 
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She  argued  tliia  point  at  considerable  length,  because, 
she  remarked,  "if  the  infallibility  be  conceded,  every 
tthei"  claim  follows  as  a  matter  of  course."  The  King 
'•ordered  his  arabaaaador  to  Holland  to  supply  the  Princess 
■irilli  the  l>est  Catholic  books,  in  which  the  points  of  dift'er- 
ence  were  treated  by  theologians.  This  coinninnd  was 
obeyed,  and  tlie  Princess  dutifully  read  some  of  tliem,  and 
■wrote  her  opinion  of  thciu  to  her  father.  Slie  would 
t'have  made  a  very  good  reviewer,  so  apt  was  she  to  seize 
the  weak  places  of  a  book.  One  of  the  Catholic  anthers 
i*emarked  that  people  could  never  be  convinced  by  insults 
^"find  violence. 

'  I  must  believe,  then,"  said  she,  "tliat  the  first  edition 

his  book   was  published   before  tlie  King  of  France 

Louis  XIV)  began  to  convert  people  by  his  dragoons, 

lince  toward  the  end  of  his  work  he  gives  high  praise  to 

;hat  king," 

nie  same  author  objected  to  the   circulation  of   the 

iblo  on  the  ground  that  "wowfn   and  it/norant  people" 

)ould  uot  understand  it.     Without  stopping  to  remark 

ipon  the  contemptuous  allusion  to  tlie  intellect  of  her  sex, 

lie  observes,  in  reply,  that  "  our  souls  are  as  precious  in 

eyes  of  God  as  the  wisest,  for  before  Him  tiiere  ia 

no  respect  of  persons."     And,  besides,  as  she  continues: 

"  God  requires  of  each  person  according  to  what  he  has, 

and  not  according  to  what  he  has  not ;  through  His  mercy 

]e  has  left  us  a  written  Word  which  is  clear  and  exact." 

She  also  quoted  the  texts  relied  on  by  Protestants,  such 

Search  the  Scriptures,"   and  others  ;  showing  a  sur^. 

prising   familiarity   with  the   controversies  of  tlie  timi*, 

which   indeed  were  to   her  and  her  sister  of  the  most 

vital  interest.     More  than  a  crown  was  at  stake.     If  their 

ither  held  on   his  course,  Mary  might  ut  any  moment 

jbe  called  upon  to  fill  a  vacant  throne,  or  be  the  nomiiva.1 

icad  of  a  rebellion  against  her  ovruiatYvcc.     k.-awi ,■»-«.■«(! 


It 
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while,  was  full  of  anxiety  and  apprehension.  It  was  her 
cruel  fate  to  become  the  mother  of  seventeen  children, 
all  of  whom  died  in  childhood ;  so  that  for  many  years 
she  lived  in  almost  continual  anxiety,  each  child  bringing 
new  hopes,  which  were  soon  changed  to  apprehension  and 
despair.  At  this  very  time  she  wrote  to  her  sister  from 
her  palace  in  London,  called  the  Cockpit : 

^^  I  caimot  say  half  of  what  I  wish  because  I  am  obliged 
to  return  immediately  to  my  poor  child,  for  1  am  more 
anxious  when  I  am  absent  from  her." 

It  was  nearly  twenty  years  before  she  ceased  to  hope. 
All  her  children  perished  in  infancy  except  one,  who 
lived  to  be  eleven  years  old ;  so  that  the  sentence  just 
quoted  represents  a  great  part  of  the  history  of  her 
married  life.  In  October,  1688,  William,  Prince  of 
Orange,  with  a  fleet  of  six  hundred  vessels,  sailed  for 
England,  leaving  his  wife  in  Holland  to  pray  for  his  suc- 
cess. She  relates  in  her  diary  the  manner  of  their  part- 
ing, which  was  certainly  peculiar. 

"  In  case,"  said  the  Prince,  "  it  pleases  God  that  I 
never  more  see  you,  it  will  be  necessary  for  you  to  marry 
again." 

These  words,  she  says,  surprised  her  and  rent  her 
heart. 

"  There  is  no  need,"  continued  the  Prince,  "  for  me  to 
tell  you  not  to  marry  a  Papist." 

On  uttering  these  words  he  burst  into  tears,  and  as 
soon  as  lie  could  command  his  voice  he  assured  her  that 
it  was  only  his  anxiety  for  the  reformed  religion  which 
made  him  speak  as  he  had  done.  She  did  not  know  what 
to  reply.     But  at  last  she  said : 

"  I  have  never  loved  any  one  but  you,  and  should  not 

know  how  to  love   another.     Besides,   as   I   have   been 

married  so  many  years  without  having  the  blessing  of  a 

child,  I  believe  that  that  is  swffvcVeut  to  ex.empt  me  from 

ever  thinking  of  what  you  propose?* 
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She  accompanied  the  Prince  to  liis  ship  and  saw  the 
ket  set  sail.     A  moiith  passed  before  she  heard  news  of 
liim,  during  which  she  spent  most  of  her  time  in  pubhc   I 
uid  pi-irate  prayers,  as  did  also  all  her  court,  aud  a  great 
aiiunber  of  the  jieople  of  Holland. 

T  raorniug,"  she  records,  "I  attended ihc  French  , 
prayers  which  were  held  in  my  own  house.     At  noon, 
iued  in  the  English  prayers ;  and  at  five  in  the  after-  I 
'-noon,  I  attended  chuich  to  hear  a  sermon ;  at  half-past  I 
seven  in  the  evening,  I  was  present  at  evening  prayers. 
All  this  I  did  constantly,  God  by  His  grace  givmg  me  j 
I'lieatth  to  be  able  to  do  it.     Every  Friday  we  had  a  par- 
■ticular  solemnity  in  my  house,  where  1  then  had  an  Eng- 
Flish  sermon   preached.     But  my  enemy,  the  devil,  found   I 
means  to  stir  up  within  me  scruples  and  fears,  causing 
rac  to  apprehend  that  by  all  these   pnljlic  devotions  I  was 
attracting  the  praises  of  men,  and  that  that  would  excite 
my  vanity.     I  feared  also  that  if  I  should  abstain  fro. 
them  and  remain  at  home,  I  should  not  give  them  that  1 
good  example  and  encouragement  to  devotion  which  i 
I  my  duty  in  the  rank  in  which  it  had  pleased  God  to  place  I 

Hence,  whether  I  went   to   prayers   or   abstained, 
1,1   saw   something  to  fear.     Nevertheless,  thanks   be   toi 
I  God,  I  resolved  to  do  my  duty  without  troubliug  myself  I 
las  to  the  conseqnences." 

During  that  month  of  suspense,  the  Princess  received  I 
iiiio  company.  When  at  length  she  was  assured  that  her  J 
l-]tusband  had  made  a  safe  landing,  she  resumed  her  reccp-^1 
Kions,  four  days  in  the  week,  at  which,  however,  as 
llierself  records,  "I  did  not  play  at  cards."  A  young  I 
I  lady  has  seldom  been  so  cruelly  situated  as  she  was  then ; ' 
ilier  husband  having  invaded  the  dominions  of  her  father! 
I  with  the  deliberate  intention  to  drive  him  from  his  throne  \ 
k  and  country.  It  is  evident  from  these  letters  that  she  1 
lad  no  scruples  of  conscience  intViCi  isvaV^.w  ,\i\A.  ^«*i^ 
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her  heart  and  approval  to  Iier  husband.     She  opposed  her  1 
{ather,  not  merely  because  he  was  a  Catholic,  but  wished 
to  make  England  Catholic.     She  believed  that  he  i 
trying  to  paes  off  upon  the  people  of  England  a  spurious  J 
child,  who  would  continue  the  work  which  lie  had  begun,  i 
and  fasten  upon  Great  Britain  a  line  of  Calhollc  kings. 

Success  rewarded  the  efforts  of  the  Priuce  of  Orange, 
and  in  a  few  weeks  Mary  joined  him  in  England,     In 

*  April,  1689,  William  and  Mary  were  crowned  at  West- 
minster Abbey,  King  aud  Queen  of  England.  As  she  wa»l 
not  merely  Queen  by  right  of  marriage,  but  by  right  of  I 
birth,  she  was  crowued  in  all  respects  as  a  mouarch,t)eing'l 
girt  with  a  sword,  placed  upon  ihe  throne,  aud  presentedl 
with  a  Bible,  a  pair  of  spurs,  aud  a  small  globe. 

The  gracious  manners  of  Queen  Mary,  her  pronounced  1 
piety,  and  her  uuIiSe  presence  went  far  towards  reconcil- 
ing the  people  to  the  ungenial  demeanor  of  her  husband. 
Pit  was  she  who  introduced  into  England  the  taste  fori 
collecting  china,  which  has  lieen  often  since  revived,  andfl 
■wiiich  prevails  even  at  this  day.  She  continued  tfl  writaa 
letters  to  her  old  friends  in  Holland,  and  to  make  entrieafl 
into  her  diary,  some  of  whicTi  are  printed  in  the  volumej 
I  under  consideration.     Her  husband  did  not  find   Irelandfl 

»fi0  easy  to  conquer  as  England,  and  it  was  not  till  tho^ 
suumier  of  1691  that  the  Catholic  Irish  were  finally  sulu 
ducd.  When  the  news  of  victory  reached  England,  thd 
churches  opened,  and  the  people  thronged  to  them  to  offerf 
thanks  to  God.  Queen  Mary,  at  tlie  Palace  of  Kensingid 
^^    ton,  wrote  thus  in  her  diary : 

^K  .  "What  thanks  onght  I  to  render,  0  my  soul,  to  thy^ 
^H  r  onl  f  or  lilt  His  bounties?  They  are  indeed  new  every! 
^H  morning,  and  I  can  well  say  ;  it  is  of  thy  mercy,  0  Lord,! 
^H  that  we  arc  not  consumed,  for  Thy  mercy  eudurelh  for-  I 
^H  ever.     But  what  arc   we,  thy   poor  sinful  people  of  this  J 

It"*' '■"'•""'""■■■*"■ 
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filiould  receive  so  many  favors  ?  0  my  God,  to  thee  be  all 
the  glory  !  May  we  learn  to  humble  ourselves  truly 
before  Him,  and  may  all  those  poor  people  in  Ireland,  as 
well  as  ourselves  here,  being  delivered  from  our  enemies, 
serve  Thee  in  holiness  and  justice  all  the  days  of  our 
lives ! " 

Queen  Mary  did  not  long  enjoy  her  royal  state.  At 
the  early  age  of  thirty-two,  iu  the  very  bloom  and  lustre 
of  her  maturity,  she  was  seized  with  small-pox,  and  died 
in  a  few  days.  The  King,  her  husband,  was  led,  almost 
insensible,  from  the  chamber  of  death,  and  when  he 
died,  eight  years  after,  a  gold  ring,  containing  a  lock  of 
Mary's  hair,  was  found  next  to  his  person  suspended  by 
a  black  silk  ribbon.  The  childless  Anne  then  succeeded 
to  the  throne.  So  much  for  this  box  of  royal  letters, 
now  opened  for  the  first  time  in  this  country. 

22 
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AN  EVENING  WITH  HACHEI.. 


IT  was  the  evening  of  May  29, 1839,  -when  tliia  Buppj 
occurred,  of  wliich  the  reader,  after  the  lapse  \ 
thirty-eight  years,  is  invited  to  partake.  Mademuisel 
Rachel  had  jwrformcd  in  Voltaire's  tragedy  of  "TancrSda| 
to  a  crowded  and  enraptured  audience,  for  she  was  thd 
.  ia  the  Hush  of  her  first  celebrity,  only  eleven  mouu^ 
having  e lapsed  since  her  first  appearance  in  clas 
tragedy. 

The  real  name  of  this  "  sublime  child,"  as  the  French 
poets  love  to  style  her,  was  Elizabeth  Rachel  Telix,  and 
she  was  born  in  Switzerland,  the  daughter  of  a  Jcwia) 
peddler.  In  her  early  days  she  used  to  sing  in  the  caf 
of  Paris,  accompanying  herself  on  an  old  guit_ar. 
was  about  eleven  years  of  ogc  when  lier  voice  caught  ti 
ear  of  one  of  the  founders  of  the  Royal  Conservatory  i 
Music,  who  placed  her  in  one  of  its  classes,  and  agrodl 
to  defray  the  expenses  of  licr  education.  Her  voice  not 
proving  to  lie  as  promising  as  her  benefactor  imagined,  he 
procured  an  admission  for  her  into  a  declamation  class, 
where  her  wonderful  talent  was  trained  and  developed. 

She  made  her  first  appearance  at  the  Theatre  Fran^ais, 
in  September,  1838,  and  she  was  speedily  accepted  as  the 
first  actress  of  the  age.  The  fortunes  of  the  theater, 
which  had  been  at  the  lowest  ebb,  were  restored,  and  her 
father  demanded  for  her,  and  in  time  obtained,  a  revcnae_ 
of  eighty  thousand  francs  per  annuni. 

It  was  a  uight,  aa  I  ta.\e  yiBt  said,  of  Voltai 
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I  TancrSde,"  in  which  slie  played  tlio  part  of  the  heroine,   ' 
j^menaide,  tlio  beloved  of  Tanerede,  a  part  in  which  she 
produced  thrilling  effects.     In  the  audience,  on  that  occa- 
_   sion,  sat  Alfred  dc  Musset,  ouc  of  the  most  admired  of  | 

recent  French  poets,  who  had  been  for  some  time  a  friend 
I  of  the  new  actress  and  of  her  family,  as  well  as  one  of 
ihe  warmest  appreciators  of  her  genius.  At  the  end  of 
jftn  act  he  went  behind  the  acenea  to  compliment  iier  upon  \ 
llie  beauty  and  fitness  of  her  costume.  Toward  tiie  close 
the  play  she  was  to  read  a  letter  from  her  lovei 
BQortally  wounded  upon  the  field  of  battle,  who  wan  dying 
tinder  the  impression  that  she  had  betrayed  him.  The 
letter  runs  thus : 

"  I  could  not  survive  your  perfidy.     I  die  on  the  battle-   I 
field,  but  I  die  of  wounds  inflicted  by  you.     I  wished, 
cruel  woman,  in  exposing  myself  for  you,  to  save  at  once  I 
jrour  glory  and  your  life." 

Never  before  had  she  read  this  letter  with  such  tender 
tathos ;  and  she  said  afterwards  liiat  she  had  been  moved 
I  such  a  degree  herself,  that  she  could  scarcely  go  on 
livilh   the   part.     At  ten   o'clock   the   play  ended,  for   a   , 
jpi-euch  tragedy  only  lasts  about  an  hour  and  a  half.     De  j 
llnsset  on  leaving  the  theater  met  her  by  chance  in  the   \ 

[^ct,  going  home  with  one  of  her  friends,  and  followed 

Riy  a  crowd  of  her  special  admirers,  members  of  the  press, 

rtists,   and   others.      The   poet    saluted   her,   and   she 

ssponded  by  saying: 

"  Come  home  to  supper  with  us." 

■  So  he  joined  tlie  throng,  and  they  were  Boon  all  seated 

L  her  parlor — Rachel,  her  sister  Sarah,  their  mother, 

Ufred  de  Musset,  and  several  others.     The  events  of  the 

ivciiing  were  afterwards  recorded  by  the  poet,  as  he  says, 

"with  the  exactness  of  shorlliaud,"  and  the  narrative 

has  been  published  since  his  death  in  a  volurafi  ai  > 

^^Bst  writijig's  and  familiar  IctietB.     Mtet  ^fj^^^  ^ 
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conversation,  Rachel  discovered  that  she  had  left  lier 
rings  (lud  bracelets  at  the  theater,  and  she  scut  her  ser- 
vant back  fm-  them.     But  she  had  only  one  servant,  and, 
behold  !    there   was   no   one   to   get  the   suiiijer   ready.  _ 
Rachel,  nothing  abashed,  took  off  some  of  her  finery,  pub  I 
on  a  dressing  sacquo  and   night  cap,  and  went  into  tlie 
kitchen.     Fifteen  minutes  passed.     She  reappeared, "  as 
pretty  as  an  angel,"  carrying  a  dish  in  which  were  three 
beefsteaks  cooked  by  herself.     She  placed  the  dish  in  the  ' 
middle  of  the  table,  aud  gaily  said : 

"  Regale ! " 

She  then  went  back  to  tlie  kitchen  and  returned  witli  I 
a  tureen  of  smoking  soup  lq  one  hand,  and  in  the  other  I 
•  a  saucepan  full  of  spinach.  That  was  the  supper.  No  I 
plates,  no  spoons;  for  the  servant  had  carried  away  the  J 
keys  of  the  cupboard,  Rachel  opened  the  sideboard^.' 
found  a  salad  dish  full  of  salad,  discovered  one  plate,  t< 
'  some  salad  with  the  wooden  salad  spoon,  sat  down  f 
began  to  eat. 

"  But,"  cried  her  mother,  who  was  very  hungry, "  therj 
are  some  brass  platters  in  the  kitchen," 

Rachel  dutifully  brought  fliem  and  distributed  thed 
among  the  guests ;  and  while  they  were  eating,  as  bei 
they  could,  tlie  following  conversation  took  place : 

Mother — My  dear,  your  steaks  are  ovei-done. 

Rachel — It  is  true  ;  they  are  as  hard  as  wood.     Wh« 

II  did  our  honsekeepiug  I  was  a  better  cook.     It  i 
talent  the  less.     No  matter ;  I  have  lost  on  one  side,  buf] 
I  have  gained  on  the  other.     You  dou't  eat,  Sarah. 
Sarah — No,  I  cannot  eat  from  brass  plates. 
Rachel — Oh !     It  is  since  I  bought  a  dozen  silver  plata 
with  my  savings  that  you  can  no  longer  endure  hrassfl 
If  I  become  riclier,  you  will  want  one  servant  behind  youTT 
chair  and  another  before  it.     Never  will  I  turn  those  oldj 
Jattera  out  of  our  house.    T\\ey  \vtt'ns  bcts^A  ua  too  loof 
r  that     Haven't  they,  mother  t 
l^J,  (^  ^1   -.  .  -  J   '       'T^**'^      
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Mother  (^ker  mouth  full} — What  do  you  say,  child  ? 

Kachel  {to  the  poet) — Just  think;  when  I   played  at 

le  Theater  Moli^rc,  I  had  only  two  pairs  of  stockiuga, 

id  every  morning — 

Here  Sarah  began  to  gabble  German,  in  order  to  pre- 

it  her  sister  from  goiug  on  with  her  story. 

Rachel — No   German  here !      There  is  nothing  to  be 
Irhamed  of!     I  had,  I  say,  only  two  pairs  of  stockings, 

.d  I  was  obliged  to  wash  one  pair  every  morning  to 
wear  on  the  stage.     That  pair  was  hanging  in  my  room 
upon  a  clothes  horse,  while  I  wore  the  other  pair. 
'  The  Poet — And  you  did  the  housekeeping? 

Rachel — I  was  up  at  eix  every  morning,  and  by  eight 
the  beds  were  made.     Then  I  went  to  market  to  buy 
our  dinner. 

Tlie  Poet. — And  did  you  keep  a  little  change  out  of  the 
market  money  ? 

Rachel — No.    I  was  a  very  honest  cook.    Was  I  not, 
mother  ? 

Mother  {still  stvfftnff') — 0,  yes ;  that  you  were  indeed. 

Rachel — Once  only  I  was  a.  thief  for  a  month.     When 
I  bought  four  sous'  wortli,  I  called  it  five,  and  when  I 
isid  ten  sous  I  put  it  down  twelve.     At  the  end  of  the 
ionth  I  found  myself  mistress  of  three  francs. 

The  Poet  (in  a  gevere  tons') — Mademoiselle,  what  did 
do  with  those  three  francs  ? 

Rachel  was  silent. 

Mother — She  bought  the  works  of  Molifire  with  them. 

The  Poet— Did  you,  really  ? 

Rachel — Yes,  indeed,     I  had  already  a  Corneille  and  a 

;cine  ;  I  had  to  have  a  Molifire.     I  bought  it  with  my 

iree  francs,  and  then  I  confessed  my  crimes. 

At  this  point  of  the  conversation  some  of  the  company 

le  to  go,  and  soon  all  the  guests  departed,  except  "Df. 
[usset,  and  two  or  three  intimate  irienia.    "^V^  bkct^s*. 
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returned  from  the  theater  and  placed  upon  the  table  some 
brilliant  rings,  two  magnificent  bracelets  and  a  golden 
coronet,  many  thousand  francs'  worth  of  jewelry,  all  glit- 
tering in  the  midst  of  the  brass  plates  and  the  remains  of 
the  supper.  The  poet,  meanwhile,  startled  at  the  idea  of 
her  keeping  house,  working  in  the  kitchen,  making  beds, 
and  undergoing  the  fatigues  incident  to  poverty,  looked 
at  her  hands,  fearing  to  find  them  ugly  or  spoiled.  He 
observed,  on  the  contrary,  that  they  were  small,  white, 
and  plump,  with  the  slenderest  fingers.  She  had  the 
hands  of  a  princess. 

Her  sister  Sarah,  who  did  not  eat,  continued  to  scold 
in  German.  That  morning,  indeed,  she  had  been  guilty 
of  some  escapade  a  little  too  far  from  fhe  maternal  wing, 
and  she  had  obtained  her  pardon  and  her  place  at  the 
table  only  in  consequence  of  her  sister's  entreaties. 

Rachel  (replying  to  the  German  growh) — ^You  plague 
me !  For  my  part,  I  like  to  recall  my  youth.  I  remem- 
ber that  one  day  I  wanted  to  make  some  punch  in  one  of 
these  very  brass  plates.  I  held  my  plate  over  a  candle, 
and  it  melted  in  my  hand.  Speaking  of  that,  Sophie, 
bring  me  some  cherry  brandy.  Let  us  have  some  punch. 
There !  I  have  had  enough.     I  have  done  my  supper. 

The  maid  returned,  bringing  a  bottle. 

Mother — Sophie  has  made  a  mistake.  That  is  a  bottle 
of  absinthe. 

The  Poet — Give  me  a  little  of  it. 

Rachel — 0,  how  glad  I  should  be  to  have  you  take  some- 
thing in  our  house. 

Mother — They  say  that  absinthe  is  very  wholesome. 

The  Poet — ^Not  at  all.     It  is  pernicious  and  detestable. 

Sarah — Then  why  do  you  ask  for  some  ? 

The  Poet — In  order  to  have  it  to  say  that  I  took  some- 
thing  here. 
Rachel — ^I  T/ish  to  drink  a  \\tt\e  oi  \V). 
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So  eaj'iiig,  ehe  [lourcd  some  absinthe  into  &  glass  of 
water  aiid  drank  it,  Tlioy  brought  lier  a  silver  bowl,  into 
which  she  put  sugat  and  cherry  brandy,  after  which  slie 

ffit  fire  to  her  punch,  and  made  it  blaze. 

t  Kachel — I  love  that  bine  flame. 

f  The  Poet — It  is  much  prettier  when  there  is  no  light  in 

{  Rachel — Sophie,  take  away  the  candles. 
k  Mother — Not  at  all ;  not  at  all !  What  an  idea ! 
I  Rachel  (aside') — This  is  unsupportable  !     Pardon,  dear 
pother;  you  are  good,  you  are  charming  (kissing  her)  ; 
mt  I  want  8ophie  to  carry  away  the  candles. 
I  Upon  this,  the  poet  liimself  took  the  two  candles  and 
pt  them  under  the  table,  which  produced  the  efl'ect  of 
wilight.     The  mother,  by  turns  green  and  blue  from  the 
Klimmer  of  the  blazing  puncli,  leveled  her  eyes  upon  De 
Plusset,  and  watclied  all  bis  movementa.     He  put  the 
Jandles  baek  upon  the  table, 
f-  A  Flatterer — Mademoiselle  Rabat  was  not  beautiful 
tbis  evening. 
The  Poet — Tou  are  hard   to  please.    I  thought  her 
retty  enough. 

Another  Flatterer — She  has  no  intelligence. 
Bache! — Why  do  you  say  that  ?     She  is  not  so  stupid 
as  many  others  ;  and,  besides,  she  is  a  good  girl.     Let 
her  alone.     I  do  not  like  to  have  my  comrades  sjjokeu  of 
in  that  way, 

The  puncli  was  ready,  Rachel  filled  the  glasses  and 
handed  them  about  to  the  company.  She  poured  the  rest 
f  the  punch  into  a  soup  plate,  and  began  to  drink  it  with 
It  spoon.  Then  she  took  tlie  poet's  cane,  drew  tlie  sword 
1  it,  and  picked  her  teeth  with  the  point. 
Here  ended,  for  that  evening,  all  common  talk  and 
fchild's  play.  A  single  word  sufficed  to  change  the  char- 
hcter  of  the  Bcene,  and  to  c-onveit  ttaa  Miii.i3«QsftL'3sSi&., 
pto  an  artist. 
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^^B      The  Poet — How  you  read  that  letter,  this  erenin^^ 
^^B  Tou  were  really  moved. 

^^1        Rachel — Yes  ;  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  something  withi^ 
^^H   jnc  was  going  to  give  way.     But  it  is  uo  matter ;  I  d^ 
^^B   not  like  that  piece  much.     It  is  false. 
^^t       The  Poet — Do  you  prefer  the  jilays  of  Corueille  a 
Racine  ? 

Rachel — I  lilte  Corneille  very  much ;    and  yet,  he  i 
sometimes  trivial,  sometimes  bombastic.    He  comes  short 
;  of  the  truth. 

The  Poet — 0  !  gently,  mademoiselle! 
Rachel — Let  us  see.     When  in  Horace,  for  exampl«jj 
■  Sabine  says  :    "  One  can  change  a  lover,  hut  not  a  hui 
band  ;  "  well,  I  don't  like  it.     It  is  gross. 

The  Poet — You  will  confess,  at  least,  that  it  la  true. 
Rachel — Yea ;  but  is  it  worthy  of  Corneille  ?     Talk  t(ri 
I  me  of  Racine  I     There  is  a,  man  1  adore !     All  that  hog 
Bays  is  so  beautiful,  so  true,  so  noble. 

The   Poet — Speakiug   of    Racine,   do   you    remembel 
receiving  some  time  ago  an  anonymous  letter  which  gav< 
you  advice  respecting  the  last  scene  in  "  Mithridate  " 
Rachel — Perfectly  ;  I  followed  Iho  advice  given  me,  audi 
r  since  I  have   always  been  applauded  in  tliat  scenei,V 
Do  you  know  the  person  that  wrote  to  me  ? 

The  Poet — Very  well ;  she  is  the  woman  in  all  Pans   I 
I   who  has  the  greatest  mind  nnd  the  smallest  foot.     What  J 
part  are  you  studying  now  ? 

Rachel — We   are  going  to  play  this  summer,  "Maris] 
Stuart,"  and  afterwards,  "  Polyeucte,"  and,  perhaps — 
Tiie  Poet— Well  1 

Rachel    (striking    the    table)  —  Well,   I  wish   to  plan 
I  Fhedre!    They  tell  me  I  am  too  young,  that  I  a 

thin,  and  a  hundred  other  follies.     I  simply  reply  :  It  ia 
I  the  most  beautiful  role  of  Racine;  I  aspire  to  play  it. 
Sarah — Mj  dear,  perhaps  you  ate  ■wxuiigp,.  - 
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II  Rachel — Never  mind !  If  people  think  that  I  am  too 
young,  and  that  the  part  is  not  suitable  to  me,  what  then, 
parbleu  !  There  were  many  who  thought  the  same  when 
I  played  Roxane;  and  what  harm  did  it  do  me  ?  If  tliey 
Eay  I  am  too  thin,  I  maintain  that  it  is  a  hetite.     A  woman 

I^'ho  has  an  infamous  passion,  hut  dies  rather  than  yield 
|oit;  a  woman  who  has  been  dried  up  in  the  files  of 
tlffliction,  such  a  woman  cannot  hare  a  cliest  like  Madam 
Paradol,     It  would  be  a  contradiction  in  nature.     1  liave 
read  tlie  part  ten  times  in  the  last  eight  days.     How  I 
shall  play  it  I  do  not  know  ;  but  I  tell  you  that  I  feel  it. 
In  vain  the  newspapers  object ;  they  will  not  disgust  me 
with  the  part.     The  newspapers,  instead  of  helping  me 
and  encouraging  me,  exhaust  their  ingenuity  in  injuring 
l^ine.     But  I  will  play  that  part  if  only  four  persons  come 
^Ho  see  me!     Yes   (turning  to  De  Musset),  I  have  read 
Hnertaiu  articles  full  of  candor  and  of  conscience,  and  I 
know  nothing  better  or  more  useful ;  but  there  are  people 
who  use  their  weapons  only  to  lie,  to  destroy  !     They  are 
I    worse  Ibaii  thieves  or  assassins.     They  kill  the  soul  with 

I  pin  pricks!  0,  it  seema  to  me  that  I  could  poison  them. 
Mother— My  dear,  you  do  nothing  but  talk ;  you  tire 
yourself  out.  This  morning  you  were  up  at  six  o'clock  ; 
i  do  not  know  wliat  your  legs  are  made  of.  After  talking 
nl  day  you  played  this  evening.  You  will  make  yourself 
flick. 

Rachel  (eagerly') — No  ;  let  nie  alone !  I  tell  you,  no  ! 
It  is  that  which  keeps  me  alive.  Would  you  like  me 
(turning  to  De  Musset)  to  go  and  get  the  book  ?  We 
will  read  the  piece  together. 

The  Poet — Would  1  like  it !  You  could  propose  noth- 
ing more  agreeable  to  me. 

Sarah — But,  my  dear,  it  is  half-past  eleven. 

Rachel — Very  well ;   who  hinders  you  from  going  to 
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Sarah  went  to  bed.      Rachel  rose  and  left  the  room,  \ 

returning  in  a  moment  carrying  the  volume  of  Kacine  i 

hor   hands,  with  something  in  her  air  and  step  n-liich  I 

seemed  to  the  poet  to  Bavor  of  the  solemn  and  leligious.  f 

Lit  was  the  manner  of  a  celebrant  ajiproaching  the  altJir  I 

1 1>eariiig  the  sacred  vessels.     Sbe  took  a  seat  nc:it  DeMii»-l 

[  Bot,  and  Rnuffcd  the  candles.     Her  mother  fell  into  a  doze;  I 

R  ichel  (opening  the  hook  m  a  manner  expreiaive  of  pT»*M 

I  found  regpectf  and  bending  over  if) — How  I  love  this  man  [■ 

J  When  I  put  my  nose  into  this  book,  I  could  remain  two! 

[  daya  without  eating  or  drinking. 

The  poet  and  (he   actress  Ihcn  began   to  rend    (hat 

[  "  Phddre"  which  French  critics,  from  Voltaire  to  Sain(e'l 

I  Beuve,  unile  in  thinking   the   supreme   product   of  theT 

I  French  drama.     The  hook  lay  open  between  them.     Tbol 

rest  of  tlie  company,  one  after  the  other,  took  tlieir  leave,  T 

Rachel  nodding  a  slight  farewell  as  each  withdrew,  anill 

continuing  to  read.     At  first  she  repeated  the  lines  in  a  1 

monotonous  tone,  as   though   slio    was  saying  a  litany.l 

Gradually  she  kindled.     Thej'   exchanged   remarks  and! 

ideas  upon  each  passage.     Blie  came  at  last  to  the  dco-fl 

laration.     She  extended  one  arm  straight  npon  tlio  table,! 

and  with  her  forehead  leaning  upon   her  left  hand  shofl 

abandoned  herself  entirely  to  the  reading.     NeverthelesSjfl 

she  still  spoke  only  in  half  voice.     Suddenly   her   i 

sparkled.     The  genius  of  Racine  lighted  up  her  counto- 

»  nance.  She  grew  pale  and  red  by  turns.  Never  bad  her  1 
companion  seen  anything  so  beautiful,  so  moving;  at  the  I 
theater  she  had  never  produced  such  an  effect  upon  him.'l 
All  the  circumstances  concurred  to  deepen  the  imprea~l 
sion;  her  fatigue,  a  slight  hoarseness,  the  evident  stimu-l 
Ins  of  the  punch,  the  lateness  of  the  hour,  the  almost  7 
feverish  animation  of  tliat  little  face  with  tlie  pretty 
night  cap  over  it,  the  brilliancy  of  her  eyes,  a  certain 
jnlaatile  smile  wliic'i  occasionaUy  flitted  CLcross  her  coaiit» 


I 
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lance — even  the  disorderod  table,  the  unsnuffcd  candleJ 
the  dozing  mother — all   made    ajt    a    picture  worthy  i 
Rcmhrandt,   a    cliapter   that  miglit    figure   in   Wilhelin 
Meister,  and  a  reminiscence  of  artist  lite  never   to  1 
effaced. 

Half-paat   twelve  arrived.     The  father   of  the 
came  in  from  (he  opera.    As  soon  as  ho  was  t^atcd  ha\ 
ordered  bis  daughter,  in  tones  wliich  seemed  brutal 
the  poet,  to  stop  her  reading.     Rachel  closed  the  book,1 
and  aaid  in  a  low  tone,  "  Tliia  is  revolting;  I  will  buy  s 
book-holder  and  read  in  bed,"     De  Musset  looked   at  lieri 
and  saw  large  tears  rolling  from  her  eyes.     It  was  io  himj 
indeed,  moat  revolting  to  hear  this  wonderful  creatur* 
addressed  in  such  a  manner;  and  ho  took  his  leave  full  o 
admiration,  respect,  and  emotion. 

Bi'utal   as  may  have  been  the  father's  manner,  we  ar* 
obliged  to  confess  that  lie  was  substantially  right ;  and  il 
this  gifted  girl  had  taken  hia  advice,  only  so  far  as  to  9 
to  bed  when  her  work  was  done,  she  would  not  have  diedj 
at  tlie  age  of  thirty-seven,  when,  in  tlie  course  of  naturej 
she  woidd  not  have  reached  the  full  development  of  hoq 
powers.     Alfred  De  Musset  began  soon  after  to  write  ( 
play  for  her  which  he  did  not  live  to  complete ;  for  1 
too,  was  one  of  the  brilliant  people  wlio  burn  the  candl 
of  life  at  both  ends,  and  live  in  disregard  of  those  phy» 
ical  conditions  of  welfare  which  no  man  or  woman  c 
■violate  with  impunity. 

In  Paris,  that  night,  there  were  a  thousand    supperd 
more  sumptuous  and  splendid.     Tlie  chance  presence  on 
a  sympathetic  reporter,  by  preserving  a   record  of  this 
one,  reveals  to  us  the  sublime  child  herself  and  the  atmos- 
phere in  which  she    lived.     Strange  that  our  cherishedfl 
apparatus  of  education  should  give  us  mediocrity,  wliil&J^ 
genius  is  generated    under    the   rudest   conditions,   and: 
develops  itaei',  not  merely  j 
tbo  liarsheat  hindrance ! 
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JOSEPHINE  AND  BONAPARTE. 


^H  JOSEPI 

^^P^TTE  get  much  light  upon  Joaepliine,  and  upon  Napo-  I 
^^K^  V  V  leoii's  general  brutality  towards  women  from  ] 
the  Memoirs  of  Madame  de  B^miisat,  which  the  peoplo  1 
of  Paris  have  been  reading  lately  with  bo  much  int«r-  1 
est.  Thia  lady  was  a  member  of  the  liouaeliold  of  the  | 
Empress  Josephine  for  several  years,  and  ehe  gives  I 
U8  an  inaide  view  of  Kapoleon's  court  wliidi  is  highly  J 
edifying.  A  particiilarly  interesting  chapter  is  that  in  J 
which  the  coronation  of  Bonaparte  and  Josephine  is  1 
related ;  a  scene  which  Thiers  has  described  with  extra-  | 
ordinary  splendor  and  graphic  power.  Thiers  gives  us  I 
the  outside  of  the  wondrous  show ;  Madame  de  Ri^musat  ] 
ilie  inside.  I 

»It  was  November,  1804.     The  new  emperor  and  empress   I 
verc  at  the  palace  of  Saint-Cloud,  with  tlie  ladies  and -I 
gentlemen  of   their  "  houseJiolds,"  a  great  company  of  ] 
noted  persons,  all  looking  forward  with  intensest  interest  I 
to  the   coming  spectacle.     The  brothers  and  sisters  of  ] 
Napoleon  were  there  with  their  families  and  retinuo.     A  I 
^^^|great  preliminary  question  agitated  the  circle,  reepectingJ 
^^Hltie  position  of  Josephine  in  the  ceremony  of  the  corona-  I 
^^Kion.     Should  she  be  a  spectator  or  a  participant  ?     All  1 
^^Kfji  a  word  :     Was  she  about  to  be  crowned  or  divorced?  | 
^^KBonaparte  himself  passionately  desired  an  heir  to  his  new  I 
^^Hthrone,  which  Josephine  could  never  give  him.     In  hia-l 
^^Baddress  to  the  Senate,  formally  accepting  the  throne,  he  J 
^^Ewcf/  such  language  as  this :  __      I 
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"My  deicendants  will  long  preserve  tliis  llirono.  IiiJ 
Itlie  field,  tliey  will  lie  the  first  soldiers  of  the  armyJ 
I  sacrificing  their  lives  for  the  defence  of  their  country.! 
I  ^3  magistrates,  they  will  never  lose  sight  of  the  triitltl 

that  contempt  for  tlie  laws  and  of  the  social  order  i 
I  only  the  results  of  the  weakness  and  indecision  of  princes." 

To  the  people  of  France  tlie  full  significance  of  theaeJ 
I  vords  was  not  apparent;  but  Josephine  and  all  the  family^ 
I  of  Bonaparte  knew  very  well  what  they  meant.  His.1 
I  brothers  and  sisters,  who  had  nothing  of  Napoleon  but  his  I 
I  littleness,  urged  iiim  with  excessive  importunity  to  seizel 
I  this  occasion  to  set  Josephine  aside.  If  they  had  beeua 
I  less  persistent,  they  might  have  succeeded,  for  the  \ 
[emperor  was  strongly  tempted  to  begin  his  reign  witlrJ 
I  this  act  of  baseness.  Josephine  herself  was  torn  with"| 
j  anxiety,  for  she  loved  the  pomps  and  splendors  of  i 
'  court,  and  was  really  attached  to  her  husband.     In  thai 

crisitj  of  these  family  intrigues  an  incident  occurred  which  I 

came  near  deciding  the  question  against  Josephine. 

Imagine  a  large   drawing-room   at   Saint^Cloud,  withl 

windows  looking  out  upon  the  beautiful  gardens  of  that 
I  royal  chfiteau,  and  commanding  a  view  of  the  opposite 
in  which  were  the  emperor's  own  rooms.  Imagine 
I  this  drawing-room  filled  with  the  ladies  belonging  to  the 
I  household  of  the  empress,  occupied  in  various  idle  employ- 
I  meats.  One  of  the  ladies  suddenly  leaves  the  apartment, 
[  and  Josephine,  who  had  been  for  some  weeks  very  jealous. J 
I  of  her,  looks  out  of  the  window,  and  sees  her  enter  the! 
I  emperor's  cabinet.  8he  took  Madame  de  K<!mUBat  aside,  J 
I  and  said  to  her  in  fierce  whiapers : 

"  I  am  going  this  very  hour  to  know  the  ti-uili  of  the! 

matter.  Beniain  in  this  saloon  with  all  my  circle,  and  ij 
lany  one  asks  what  lias  become  of  me,  you  will  say  thalFJ 
Bilie  emperor  has  sent  for  me." 

The  lady  strove  to  retaiu  hct,  \jviLt  ^\e  -saa  \*i'»&.'e.\' 
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self  with  passion,  and  would  not  listen  to  her.     Josepliine 

left  tlie  room,  and  was   gone   for  half   an  hour.     Then 

returning,  she  ordered  Madame  de  Rdmusat  to  follow  her 

1  into  her  chamber. 

"  Allis  loet ! "  cried  the  empress,  as  soon  as  they  weri 
!  alone ;  "  and  what  I  suspected  ia  only  too  true,  I  soughl 
,  the  emperor  in  his  cabinet.  He  was  not  there !  Tlien  I 
went  by  the  secret  staircase  to  the  little  suite  of  room 
above.  I  found  the  door  shiit,  but  through  the  keyhole  I 
heard  their  voices.  I  knocked  very  loud,  saying  whol 
i.  When  the  door  was  opened  I  burst  into  reproached 
and  she  began  to  cry.  Bonaparte  flew  into  a  passion  so 
violent  that  I  scarcely  had  time  to  escape  from  his  resent- 
ment. In  truth,  I  am  still  trembling;  for  I  do  not  km 
to  what  excess  he  would  have  carried  his  fury.  No  doubt  J 
he  will  come  here,  and  I  expect  a  terrible  scene." 

■'  Do  not  commit  a  second  fault,"  said  Madame  dtfi 
ItSmusat ;  "  for  the  emperor  would  never  forgive  yourl 
making  a  confidante  of  any  one  whatever  in  this  mattei^l 
Let  me  leave  you,  madame.  He  must  find  you  alone,  f 
and  do  try  to  soften  him,  and  repair  so  great  an  J 
imprudence." 

There  was  indeed  a  terrible  scene  between  the  most  ] 
arbitrary  of  men  and  his  jealous  wife.  As  soon  as  he  waB  ' 
gone,  Josephine  called  Madame  de  R^mnsat  to  her  and  | 
told  her  that  Bonaparte  in  his  anger  had  broken  some  of  I 
the  furniture,  and  given  her  notice  to  prepare  to  leave  J 
Saint-Cloud,  as  he  was  tired  of  being  watched  by  a  jeal-f 
ous  woman.  He  was  resuh-ed,  he  said,  to  shake  off  such  J 
a  yoke,  and  then  do  what  bis  policy  required — marry  4  J 
woman  who  could  give  him  children.  Upon  leaving  her,f 
he  sent  to  Paris  for  her  son  Eugene  to  come  and  takov 
charge  of  his  mother's  departure  from  the  palace. 
"  I  am  lost  beyond  resource,"  said  Josepliine. 
Eugene   arrived.      He    bcb.aved   nobly,  refusing    alt 
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recompense  and  benefits  of  every  kind,  and  declaring  that 
I  he  would  devote  himself  to  his  mother,  even  if  he  had  to   ■ 
I  ^o  back  with  her  to  Martinique,  her  native  island.     Bona- 
J  parte  appeared  struck  with  this  gencrnuB  devotion,  and  | 
Bjistened  to  the  young  man  in  "  fei'ocious  silence."     A  few  j 
T  days  passed,     Josephine  acted  upon  the  advice  of  lier  I 
I  lady,  and  played  the  part  of  the  contrite  and  submissivo  I 
r.vife.     Napoleon,  who  had  really  loved  her  after  his  fath-  f 
fas  soon  mollified,  and   ho  then  endeavored  to  per- 
[feuade  her  to  spare  him  the  pain  of  sending  her  away  by  I 
^going  away  herself. 

'  I  have  not  the  courage,"  said  he  to  her,  "  to  take  the  J 
last  resolution,  and  if  you  exhibit  too  much  sorrow,  andJ 
you  only  obey  ine,  I  feel  that  I  shall  never  be  firni.4 
f^enough  to  compel  you  to  leave  inc ;  but,  I  confess,  iM 
I  greatly  desire  that  you  should  resign  yourself  to  the  J 
i 'interest  of  my  policy,  and  tliat  you  yourself  sliouldfl 
Kvrelieve  me  of  the  embarrassmeut  of  this  painful  separa-a 
\  tion." 

To  all  SUCH  words  as  these,  Josephine  only  replied  bya 
I  the  penetrating  eloqucuco  of  tears.  These  might 
[have  succeeded  if  the  other  Boiiapartes  had  not  urgedl 
'  the  divorce  with  the  veliemeiico  of  personal  jealously  audi 
dislike.  They  thought  they  had  succeeded,  and  boasted! 
of  their  triumph  a  little  too  openly  and  confidently, ■ 
Napoleon  perceived  this,  aud  suddenly  determined  to^ 
disappoint  them.  He  told  her  one  evening  that  the  Pope 
was  about  to  arrive,  who  would  crown  them  both  in  the  | 
^^    cathedral  of  Nfitre  Dame. 

^L  The  preparations  now  went  forward  with  great  rapidity.  I 
^B^Thcre  were  private  rehearsals  of  the  coronation,  attended! 
^Khy  the  artist  David,  who  directed  the  positions  of  caclifl 
^B  performer,  and  arranged  all  the  details  of  the  scene.  Itm 
^H  was  on  one  of  these  occasions  tliat  Napoleon  aniiauLvvc.<^^ 
^^Uiis  intention  of  putting  the  cruwi^ 
^^■bi',  aaid  ho : 
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"  I  found  the  crown  of  Prance  on  the  ground,  and  I 
picked  it  up." 

On  tlie  great  day,  the  sisters  of  Napoleon  were  forced 
to  carry  the  train  of  the  empress ;  a  duty  which  they  per- 
formed with  so  much  repugnance,  and  so  badly,  that  she 
could  scarcely  walk,  until  the  emperor  growled  a  sharp 
reproof  through  his  clenched  teeth. 

The  most  startling  anecdote  which  these  Memoirs 
have  so  far  given,  is  one  showing  that  Napoleon  wail^will- 
ing  at  one  time  to  palm  off  on  the  French  people  a  false 
heir  to  the  throne.  Attempts  of  this  kind  have  been  the 
subject  of  more  than  one  popular  novel;  but  here  it 
figures  as  a  fact.  Josephine,  to  save  her  crown,  gave 
her  consent  to  the  fraud,  and  Bonaparte  sent  for  his  chief 
physician,  Corvisart,  to  arrange  with  him  thp  details. 
Dr.  Corvisart  proved  to  be  a  man  of  courage  and  honor. 
He  refused  to  lend  himself  to  the  deception,  and  the  nota* 
ble  project  was  of  necessity  given  up.  It  was  not  until 
after  the  marriage  of  Bonaparte  with  Marie  Louise  and 
the  birth  of  her  son,  that  Dr.  Corvisart  Confided  this 
secret  to  Madame  de  B^musat. 

Such  is  personal  government.  Such  are  court;B.  Such 
are  the  consequences  of  resting  the  honor  and  safety  of  a 
nation  upon  one  man. 
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rN  naming  one  of  her  early  novels  "Tlic  Wild  Iriah 
Girl,"  Lady  Morgan  gave  the  public  an  inkling  of  her 
own  character.  The  world  Wild,  however,  has  acquii-ed 
opprobrious  meanings,  none  of  which  apply  to  her  inno- 
cent and  high-bred  vivacity.  She  was  a  true  specinaen  of 
the  Irish  race,  gay,  witty,  liberal,  but  over  loyal  to  friends 
and  duty.  No  contrast  could  be  greater  than  her  exuber- 
ant gayety  with  the  constrained  existence  and  despotic 
formahsra  to  which  we  are  accustomed ;  and  hence  the 
interest  she  excites  in  us.  Here  is  her  strange,  eventful 
history,  a  history  possible  only  to  a  child  of  Erin. 

On  Christmas  eve,  1783,  a  party  was  gathered  in  Dub- 
■  liu  at  the  house  of  a  popular  Irish  actor,by  name  Robert 
Owenson.  His  wife  was  not  present,  having  excused  her- 
self on  the  plea  of  indisposition  ;  but  the  feast  progressed 
merrily,  with  singing,  toasts,  and  story-telling,  and  it  was 
already  Christmas  morning  when  a  breathless  meBsenger 
appeared  on  the  threshold  to  inform  the  host  of  the 
arrival  of  an  unexpected  Christmas  present  from  his 
wife.  Ho  hastily  quitted  tlie  room  on  receiving  the 
announcement,  and  an  hour  later  returned  beaming  to 
hia  guests  (who  had  not  thought  of  dispersing  iu  the 
meantime)  bringing  word  that  all  was  going  well,  anJho 
was  the  proud  fatlier  of  "a  dear  little  Irish  girl,"  the 
blessing  he  had  long  wished  for.  This  iiittUx^cw.'tia -wsa 
greeted  with  a  ]ialf-su ppreaaed  Bhsw  by  ttia  cggygaJp.! t''^ 
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oirangod  before  tlicyleft  to  meet  again  a  montli  Inter  mid 
ccicbrate  the  cliristeiiing,  one  of  them,  Edwanl  Lysiight, 
a  noted  lawyur  and  wit  of  that  day,  agreeing  to  stand 
sponsor. 

The  party  then  broke  up,  and  made  the  best  haste  th^fl 
could  to  their  Beveral  homes,  for  the  night  was  cold  and  tb^fl 
trnow  was  falling.  Lysagiit,  vho  had  the  farthest  to  gO|,l 
trudged  steadily  onward,  his  mind  yet  filled  with  thought».fl 
of  the  feast  just  over  and  of  the  little  bahy  who  was  to  itsM 
his  goddaughter,  while  tlic  notes  of  a  Christmas  carolJ^ 
sung  by  a  child  whose  form  he  could  dimly  perceive  somsl 
distance  in  advaucc,  floated  back  to  his  ears  and  fell  ml 
pleasantly  with  his  thoughts.  Overtaking  the  child,  h»l 
was  enabled  to  catch  the  last  words  of  her  song.  TheyJ 
were  the  well-known  refrain ; 

"  Christmas  comes  but  once  a,  jear. 
And  wlicn  it  comes  it  brings  good  cbeer." 

As  the  song  died  away  the  singer  sank  down  suddenlj 
upon  the  steps  of  a  brilliantly  lighted  house  resounding 
with  music  and  laughter.  He  went  up  to  her  and  found 
that  she  was  dead,  still  grasping  her  ballad  in  her  baud. 

This  pathetic  story  of  her  birthnight  was  almost  the 
first  story  told  to  Robert  Owenson's  little  daughter,  and  a 
short  poem  upon  the  subject  by  Lysaght  was  the  fiq 
thing  she  ever  learned  by  heart, 

Her  christening  took  place  according  to  agreement,.^ 
month  after  her  birth,  and  the  occasion  was  one  of  rejukj 
iugs  tnily  Irish  in  their  character.  A  branch  of  shillalah^ 
graced  the  table,  and  Mr.  Owenson,  who  was  a  fine  mutd--] 
ctan,  saug,  first  in  Irish  aud  then  in  English,  the  famouaJ 
Bong  of  "  O'Rourke's  Noble  Feast,"  the  whole  companyS 
joining  enthusiastically  in  the  chorus : 

"  Oh  you  are  welcome  heartily, 
Welcome,  gramachree, 
Welcome  heiuti^a 
Welcome  ioy\" 
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Later,  the  extremely  youug  lady  was  herself  brought  j 
I  ill,  iind  her  health  drunk  standing  with  tliree  tijncs  ] 
;hrce,  and  the  sigiiificaiit  accompanying  words,  "Pogha 
'  or  "wait  awhile."  It  was  au  appropriate  toast, 
'  while '  not  very  long  raised  the  little  Sydney  Owen-  , 
Bon,  who  was  thus  cordially  greeted  upon  her  first  appeat^- 1 
anoe  in  society,  to  a  position  where  few  of  her  early  J 
friends  expected  to  find  her. 

Robert  Owenson  was  a  gifted  and  hospitable  Irishn 
the  only  son  of   Walter  MacOwen  or  Owenson,  a  Con- 
naught  farmer,  and  Sydney  Crofton,  the  orphan  grand- 
daughter of  Sir  Malby  Crofton  of  Longford  House.     Ilts  ] 
parents  had  made  au  indiscreet  and  romantic  marriage. 
They  met  first  at  a  hurling-match,  where  Miss  Croftou  1 
was  the  Queen  of  Beauty  who  awarded  the   prize,  and  1 
young  Owenson  the   handsome  athlete  who  won  it.     A.  | 
few  weeks  after,  tlicy  ran  away  together  and  were  mar-  I 
ried,  but  the  union  did  not  prove  a  happy  one,  and  the  [ 
bride,  who  was  a  woman  of  talent,  consoled  herself  as  I 
best  she  could  with  music  and  poetry.     So  well  were  licr  I 
efforts  appreciated  by  the  neighboring  peasants  that  tbey  I 
nicknamed  her  Clasagh-na-Vatla,  or  Harp  of  tlio  Valley. 
Her  eloquence,  however,  was  of  more  practical  benefit  to  1 
,  since  a  certain  Mr.  Blake  was  so  impressed  by  ] 
Ihsr  recital  of  the  wrongs  uiflicted  by  one  of  his  ancestors  [ 
■upon  a  long  dead  MacOwen,  that  he    carried  off  young  I 
LRobert  to  London  with  him  byway  of  amends.     After  a  1 
uinue  a  love  affair  with  a  pretty  singer  brouglit  the  young  I 
I'Bian  into  disgrace  with  bis  patron,,  and  he  took  to  tho  [ 
I  stage  to  BUjiport  himself.     A  few  years  later,  following  I 
Ki;he  family  custom,  he  ran  away  with  and  married  Misa  [ 
_    Jane  Hill,  tlie  sister  of  a  college  friend. 

It  was  from  her  father  that  Sydney  Owenson,  the  namo-  I 
sake  of  poor  Clasagh-na-Valla,  derived  thosel)riLlva.a.^%.'ci.\J 
^Hwinning  qualities  that  mado  liet  tftmoua',  \i'at\^'«'J!*'*^ 
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Knglisli  mother  from  whom  she  iiilierited  her  practii 
BCiise  and  business  capacity,  and  perliaps  also  wliat 
herself  describes  as  her  "  sacred  horror  of  debt." 

During  lier  early  years  the  family  fortunes  were 
extremely  unsettled,  her  father  striving  vainly  to  earn  a 
respectable  income  by  the  combined  pursuits  of  wine  mei 
chant  and  manager  of  a  theatre.  She  and  her  young< 
sister  Olivia  received  an  irregular  education,  partly  froi 
their  mother,  partly  at  school.  But  tliey  did  not  progresa' 
Batisfactorily.  and  Sydney  in  particular  was  the  despair 
of  her  mother,  who  had  set  her  heart  upon  having  her 
eldest  daughter  equal  the  achievements  of  a  precocious 
little  child  of  Rowland  HiU's,  who  had  read  tlie  Bible 
through  twice  before  she  was  five,  and  knitted  all  the 
stockings  worn  by  the  coaclimau.  Happily  for  the  public 
good  Mrs.  Owcnson's  ambition  was  disappointed ;  her  elfish 
little  girl  found  it  quite  impossible  to  master  the  gcnealogjr 
of  the  patriarchs,  and  could  not  be  made  to  sit  still 
sew,  but  nothing  that  was  going  on  about  her  escaped  hei 
inquisitive,  bright  eyes.  She  was  deeply  interested  in 
the  trades  carried  on  in  the  neighborhood,  and  did  hi 
best  to  become  acquainted  with  their  mysteries. 

She  even  went  so  far  as  to  set  up  a  shop  with  hi 
father's  theatrical  wigs,  choosing  for  the  purpose  tli 
only  window  fronting  upon  the  street, and  inscribing  upi 
it,  in  her  best  and  biggest  hand-writing,  Sydney  Owi 
BON,  System,  Tete  and  Pehuke  Maker — which  was  thi 
proper  form  of  advertising  at  that  period.  What  ii 
more,  she  could  have  carried  on  the  trade  had 
permitted,  having  acquired  the  art  through  bbservji 
her  father's  hair-dresser. 

She  was  also  tolerably  well  histructcd  in  chimney- 
sweeping,  having  closely  observed  the  proceedings  of  a 
number  of  young  sweeps  wlio  lived  in  a  cellar  across  the 
'fl/.     On  one  occasion,  \vUcu  \.\\c  scVo'A  ija\m.afc^ 
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fire,  she  daehed  out  into  the  street  and  stimmoned  in  the 
the  whole  tribe  of  them  to  the  rescue.  They  put  out  the 
fire,  hut  filled  the  room  with  eoot,  greatly  to  the  indigiia- 
n  of  the  8 chool-mi stress,  wlio  turned  them  all  out  into 
le  street  for  their  paiuB,  and  Sydney  witli  thom. 
It  was  at  about  this  time  that  she  made  her  first  liter- 
ary venture.  She  was  the  happy  owner  of  a  large  number 
of  pets,  chiefly  among  which  was  a  great  yellow  cat, 
named  Ginger.  Ginger  and  Mrs.  Owcnson  were  not  on 
the  best  of  terms,  and  the  disccrninff  animal  was  glad  to 
keep  herself  out  of  that  lady's  way,  in  a  snug  nook 
arranged  for  her  uuderneath  the  sideboard  by  her  little 
mistress.  One  evening,  as  Sydney  was  kneeling  at  her 
mother's  knee,  concluding  her  nightly  prayer,  with  a 
blessing  invoked  upon  her  various  friends,  a  soft  purr  was 
hoard  issuing  from  this  retreat.  Moved  by  so  touching 
an  appeal,  she  added  to  her  usual  petition  the  words, 
"God  bless  Ginger  the  cat!"  Mrs.  Owcnson,  much 
shocked,  caught  her  by  the  shoulder  and  shook  her,  say- 
ing: 

I"  What  do  you  mean  by  that,  you  stupid  child  ? " 
"  May  I  not  say, '  bless  Ginger  ? ' "  asked  Sydney. 
"Certainly  not,"  replied  Mrs.  Owcnson. 
"  Why  mama  ?  " 
"  Because  Ginger  is  not  a  Christian ! " 
"  Whi/  is  not  Ginger  a  Christian?" 
"  Why  ?  Because  Ginger  is  only  an  animal." 
"  Am  I  a  Christian,  mama,  or  an  animal  t " 
At  this  point  Molly,  the  devoted  household  servant, 
ras  abruptly  requested  to  take  those  troublesome  children 
B  bed,  and  teach  them  not  to  ask  foolish  questions.  But 
ven  bed  did  not  end  the  matter.  Sydney's  warmest 
feelings  were  aroused  in  sympathy  with  her  poor  un- 
christian favorite,  and  while  lying  awake  she  composed 
^Kft  poem  in  its  honor,  which  waa  nex.\,  aiotiiYa^  -e«k*kSi.S! 
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tliekitcKen  amid  great  applau^.  James  the  butler  toofc 
it  down  from  the  lips  of  the  young  poet ;  Molly  corrected 
tlic  proof;  and   at  breakfast   it  was  read  to  tlic  family, 

praise    from    Mr.   Oweiison,  and,   which 
moro  important,  a  pardon  for  both  Sydney  and  GingerJ 
1  fierc  it  is ; 


"My  dear  pussy  cat, 
■VTwe  I  a  mouse  or  rat 

Sure  I  never  would  run  off  from  you; 
Tou're  bo  fuiiuy  and  guy 
With  your  tall  when  you  plnv, 

Aud  no  aoug  is  Bo  HWeet  us  your  mew. 

"But  pray  keep  in  your  press, 
And  don't  make  a  mesa 

When  you  share  with  your  kUtens  our  poMCt ; 
For  mama  cnn't  abide  you. 
And  I  cannot  hide  70U, 

EscEpt  you  keep  eloBo  in  jour  closet." 


^^H  In  spite  of  Mrs.  Owcnson's  antipathy  to  Ginger,  and  to 
^^M  most  other  things  which  her  daughter  particularly  liked, 
^^H  Sydney  was  very  fond  of  her  mother,  and  her  death  a  few 
^^B  years  later  was  a  terrible  blow  to  her.  It  was  thought 
^^1  best  for  the  children  to  be  out  of  the  way  for  a  few  days 
^^B  after  the  event,  and  they  were  sent  to  stay  with  a  friend 
^^B  who  lived  some  miles  distant.  Sydney  was  not  content 
^^B  to  be  separated  from  her  father  in  liis  time  of  trouble. 
^^^  Twice  she  waa  captured  and  detained  when  about  to. 
return;  hut  the  third  time  she  succeeded  in  squeezing 
herself  through  a  hole  cut  in  the  barn-door  for  the  dog,  and 

■  ran  the  whole  way  home,  never  pausing  till  she  fouw 
■  her  father  and  threw  herself  into  his  arms. 
During  the  ne.\t  few  years  the  condition  of  Mr.  Owepj^ 
son's  business    became  worse   and  worse,  till  it  at  lusa 
resulted  in  bankruptcy,  and  he  went  away  to  Limerick  to] 
await  a  tiiml  meeting  of  his  ciedibors.    It  was  the  g 
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vacation  at  the  time,  and  they  were  left  at  home  under 
tlie  guardianship  of  the  faithful  Molly  until  their  scliool 
aliould  reopen,  the  true  cause  of  tlicir  father's  Journey 
being  unknown  to  them.  But  Sydney  was  not  easily  kept 
in  the  dark,  and  it  was  not  long  before  her  father  received 
a  letter  from  her,  containing  a  strange  mingling  of  foye- 
eight  and  simplicity. 

"Mr.  O'F has  been  here,"  she  wrote.    "He    has -I 

told   me  all,  and   I  liave  seen  your  name  on  the  list  of  I 
Statutes  of  Bankruptcy.     He   said  it  was  the  best  and   ' 
honcstest,  indeed,  the  only  thing  that  could  be  done,  and 
that  you  will  come   out  of  this  terrible  dilemma  as  well   . 
considered  and  respected  as  you  have  hitherto  lived ;  but 
that  time,  and  great  economy,  and  your  resuming  your   | 
I  theatrical  position  with  Mr.  Daly  at  the  Theatre  Royal, 
jrere  indispensable.     Now,  for  all  this,  dear  sir,  we  must 
elicve  you  from  the  terrible  exitenee  you  have  been  at 
[or  our  education.     Of  thh,  I  am  resolved  to  relieve  yo! 
ihd  to  cam  money  for  you  instead  of  spending  the  little 
rou  will  have  for  some  time  to  come." 

An  important  statement  in  italics,  follows:  "JPom, 
^ear  papa,  I  have  two  novels  nearly  finiehed  !" 

Her  plan  was  to  go  out  as  a  governess  while  she 
finished  these  works,  and  she  had  already  heard  of  two 
situations,  either  of  which  she  thought  she  could  fill,  A 
short  postscript  to  the  letter  shows  that  her  talent  for 
being  agreeable  had  already  begim  to  be  recognized. 

"  P.  S.  Captain  Earle  and  Captain  White  Benson,  who 
you  may  remember  at  Kilkenny  were  always  running 
after  us,  called  yesterday  ;  but  Molly  would  not  let  them 
in,  which  1  thought  was  rather  impertinent  of  her. 
However,  as  things  arc  at  present,  I  believe  it  was  all  for 
the  best." 

Her  nest  letter  shows  the  manner  in  which  she  faced 

e  embarrassments  of  her  pasition.    Sba '\ni^a&>si  ^ 


plaining  of  a  certain  "  ndions  Mrs.  Anderson, 
vanted  lier  bill  paid,  and  vas  '■  insolent  "  about  it,  ai 
also  of  tlie  landlady,  who  nut  only  detained  their  piant 
a  hired  one,  when  thpy  wished  to  return  it  to  the  owners, 
hut  gave  tliem  warning  to  leave  next  week,  Molly  the 
dauntless  defended  (he  rights  of  her  young  chaises,  aud 
the  contest  of  words  tlireatened  at  one  time,  greatly  to 
their  terror,  to  become  a  passage  of  arms.  When  this 
excitement  was  over  the  three  sat  down  and  indulged  in 
a  hearty  cry,  in  the  midst  of  which  arrived  M,  Fontaine, 
Jlr.  Owenson's  old  ballet-master,  and  a  devoted  friend. 
He  was  in  a  carriage  on  his  way  to  Dublin  Castle,  where 
he  had  recently  been  appointed  Master  of  Ceremonies. 

"  Poor  darling  old  gentleman,"  wrote    Sydney  to  her 
"dearest  Dad,"  "  I  thought  he  was  going  to  cry  with  us 
(for  we  told  him  everything),  instead  of  which,  however, 
he  threw  up  the  window  and  cried  out,  *  Come  up  then, 
Martin  my  son,  with  your  little  violin ' ;  aud  up  coi 
Martin,  more  ugly  aud  absurd  than  ever,  with  his  lii 
'  kit '  ;  and  what  does  dear  old  Fontaine  do  but  put  us 
a  circle,  that  we  might  dance  a  chasaez-d-la-ronde,  sayii 
'  enliven  yourselves,  my  children,  that  ia  the  only  thing 
and  only  thtnk,  there  we  were ;  the  next  minute  we 
all  of  U8 — Molly,  Martin,  and  Monsieur  included — dare-" 
ing  away  to  the  tune  '  What  a  Beau    your  Granny  is ' 
(the  only  one  that    Martin  can  play),  aud  we  were  all 
laughing  ready  to  die  until  Livy  gave  Molly,  who  was  i] 
the  way,  a  kick  behind ;  she  fell  upon  Martin,  who 
upon  his  father,  who  fell  upon  me — and  there  we  wei 
all  sprawling  like  a  pack  of   cards  and  laughing;    ont 
then,  dear  papa,  Fontaine  sent  off  Martin  in  the  carriage 
to  the  confectioner's  in  Grafton  street  for  some  ices  and 
biscuits ;  so  that  we  had  quite  a  feast  and  no  time 
tliink  or  be  sorrowful." 

Better  even  than  this,  tins  merry  and  wiae  old  gfMii 
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I  man  carried  the  girls  off  with  him  to  the  Castle,  whero 
tliey  spent  a  friumphant  evening,  listening  to  aonga  and 
readings,  observing  the  nntod  people  present,  and  finally 
(owing  to  a  judicious  word  from  M.  Fontaine  to  their 
hostess,  Countess  O'Haggerty)  themselves  singing  a  dnet 
which  took  the  company  by  storm, 

§  Twice  disappointed  in  her  hope  of  obtaining  a  situa-  | 
tion — both  the  places  mentioned  in  her  lett«r  to  her  father  | 
being  denied  her  on  account  of  her  youth — Sydney  j 
Owenson  was  at  last  engaged  as  governess  and  com* 
panion  for  the  daughters  of  Mr.  Featherstone,  two  pleas-  I 
ant  girls  of  about  her  own  age.     The  arrangement  waa  I 

I  made  by  their  mother,  while  yisitiitg  in  Dublin,  and  itiJ 
was  settled  that  Miss  Owenson  should  join  the  family  a1 
few  days  later  at  their  country  seat,  Bracklin  Castle. 
She  was  to  leave  Dublin  by  tlio  night  coach,  and  ] 
J'onlainc, ever  gay  and  ever  friendly,  gaveafarewell  party  I 
in  her  lionor  on  the  very  evening  of  her  departure. ' 
There  was  no  danger  of  her  missing  the  coach,  he  assured  I 
her,  since  it  passed  close  by  at  the  head  of  the  street,  and  I 
the  driver  had  promised  to  blow  his  horn.  She  could  1 
bring  her  traveling  dress  with  her  in  her  bag,  and  change  I 
her  costume  before  starting. 
The  party  took  place,  and  was  highly  successful.] 
Indeed,  so  great  was  the  general  hilacity  that  the  [ 
'of  time  was  forgotten,  and  in  tlie  midst  of  the  dance,  I 
just  as  Miss  Owenson  was  flying  merrily  through  "  Money  I 
in  Both  Pockets,"  with  her  favorite  partner,  the  lioni  I 
sounded  its  warning  blast  from  the  corner.  There  a 
not  a  moment  to  lose  ;  a  change  of  dress  was  not  to  be  I 
thought  of.  With  her  own  bonnet  hastily  clapped  on  her  J 
liead,  and  Molly's  long  cloak  thrown  over  her  shoulders, 
she  dashed  out  of  the  door,  accompanied  by  her  partner 
bearing  her  valise,  and  escorted  on  her  way  by  the  whole 
excited  company  in  a  body.     She  laft^ie  ftie  \ie,«.\.  «^rrA- 
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^^bfllio  cocld,  her  pink  silk  shoes  glaiicinf^  over  tlic  icy  p 
^^■mcnt,  and  her  musliu  ball  dress  fluttering  in  the  wind— 
^^Pand  reached  the  stage  just  as  the  grumbling  driver  v 
^i      preparing  to  go  on  without  her. 

At  Kinlgad,  where  she  arrived  late  at  night  very  tircdc 
and  sleepy,  she   retired  at  once  to  her  room  in  tlie  inn, 
too  coiifnBed  to  rcmemlter  licr  baggage,  and  sure  that  she*! 
Tould  have  plenty  of  time  to  change  her  dress  in  the  n 
ing,  before  the  carriage  from  Bracklin  came  to  lier,     Bnt  | 
what  washer  dismay  wliea  slie  rose  and  asked  for  herbag, 
to  find  that  it  had  gone  on  with  the  stage !     She  could  but  J 
resign  herself  to  the  inevitable,  and  towards  noon,  after  I 

■  a  long  drive,  she  presented  herself  in  the  drawing-room  I 
of  the  Castle,  "  pinched,  cold,  confused,  and  miserable," 
to  claim  her  new  position.     The  wliole  iamily  was  assein-  J 
bled,  and  a  general  titter  greeted  her  appearance,  Mr.  , 
Featherstone  alone   regarding   her  fantastic  attire   with  ] 
^^      severe   disapproval.     For  a   moment   she  was   daunted, 
^K    hut  her  Dative  courage  soon  revived,  and  she  told  her  I 
^H    story  with  such  vividness  and  spirit,  that  her  audience  I 
^*     were  completely  overcome  with  mingled  mirth  and  com- 
passion for  her  sad  plight,  and  as   soon  as  she  had  con-  I 
eluded  she  was  born  off  iu  a.  gale  of  laughter  by  the  two.] 

■  girls,  who  ransacked  their  wardrobes  to  find  her  some-  I 
thing  to  wear. 
Nor  was  this  all.  At  dinner,  Mrs.  Featherstone  iutro-l 
duced  her  to  two  tutors,  the  parish  priest,  and  the  I 
Protestant  curate  of  the  neighboring  village,  and  she  I 
kept  the  table  in  a  roar  during  the  whole  meal,  while  tho  I 
servants  who  waited  nearly  choked  themselves  by  stuff-T 
ing  napkins  in  their  mouths,  in  a  vain  attempt  to  I'cfraiii  I 

from  laughing.     So  pleased  were  her  eompaniona,  that  afcl 

^^^  dessert  the  priest,  Father  Murphy,  arose   with  a  glass  o{< 
^^H  j)ort  wine  in  his  hand  to  drink  her  health.     Afterap 
^^K&0tr  and  a  "  By  your  leave,  Madame,"  to  the  hoatesa,  1 
^^■tr/jei/  to  the  new  governess,  exc\a\\mn%*. 
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"This  is  a  hearty  welcome  to  ye  to  Wcstmoatli,  Mia 
Owcnson ;  and  this  is  to  your  lieaitli,  mind,  and  body  ! " 

Music  followed,  and  she  delighted  her  hearers  witha 
"  Barbara  Allen,"  and  her  favorite  Irish  song,  "Ned  ofT 
the  Hills."  The  applause  with  which  thesci  selections^ 
were  received  was  interrupted  by  the  entrance  of  the  biitJ^ 
ler,  who  announced  that  a  piper  had  icorae  from  Castlo 
town,  "  to  play  in  Miss  Owenson."  At  once  the  young; 
ladica  proposed  a  dance  in  the  hall ;  partners  were  chosen;j 
the  music  struck  up ;  the  servants  crowded  about  thftfl 
open  doors  to  look  on  ;  and  Sydney  Owenson,  always  on«; 
1  of  the  lightest  and  most  graceful  of  dancers,  concluded! 
\  her  first  day  aa  a  governess  with  an  e:(ultant  Irish  jig. 

Imagine  such  a  d^but  as   this  in  a  staid  English  or^ 
r  American  family ! 

In  spite,  however,  of  her   startling  entrance  upon  thea 
.   Bcene,  she  fulfilled  the  duties  of  her  position  conscicii'^ 
tiously  and  successfully,  and  devoted  most  of  her  leisure 
time  to  the  completion  of   one  of  the  two  half-finished 
novels.     The  work  was  finally  concluded  in  Dublin,  where 
the  Featherstoues  spent  a  portion  of  each  year,  and  she 
determined  to  see  it  safely  in  the  hands  of  the  printer 
I  before    returning  to  Bracklin    Castle.      The   novel   had 
I  been  accomplished  alone  and  unaided,  and  she  resolved  J 
j  to  keep  lier  secret  to  the  last,  though  she  did  not  < 
L  know    the  difference    between  a  publisher  and  a  lx)ok-B 
I  eel  ler. 

She  rose  early  one  morning,  glided  quietly  down  the'l 
letairs,  appropriated  to  her  own  use  the  cloak  and  market-l 
Klraniiet  of  the  cook,  which  she  found  hanging  in  the  hall, 
land  slipped  out  of  the  house  unperceived,  carrying  hep  I 
oianuscript  neatly  tied  with  a  rose-colored  ribbon  under  J 
■  arm.     She  had  not  the  least  idea  where  to  go.  audi 
IPandered  about  the  business  streets  of  the  city,  fri^rhtencd, 
lud  uncertaiu,  until  her  eye  ieW  l^'pQ^^  a.  ft\^x\«.'Krai'^'^ 
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I  words:    "T.   Smith,  Printer  and  Bookseller."     A" 
V  entered  the  doorway,  the  impish  shop-boy,  who  was  sweep- 
[  iiig  out  the  place,  sent  a  cloud  of  dust  iuto  her  face,  then 
I  dropping  his  broom  leaned  his  elbows  ou  the  counter  and  J 
inqiiirpd  : 
'•  What  do  you  plaize  to  want,  Miss  ? 
"  The  gentleman  of  the  huufie,"  she  managed  to  reply. 
"  Which  of  them,  young  or  ould  ?"  aslced  tlie  boy  ;  buil 
I  before  she  could   answer  an  inner  door  opened,  and  si 
1  young    soldier    in    full   uniform,   his    musket  over  hisf 
'  shoulder,  entered  whistling  "  The  Irish  Volunteers," 
I  stopped  short,  surprised  at  the  unexpected  apparition  ofl 
an  exceedingly  pretty  girl  in  au  exceedingly  ugly  bonnet,fl 
To  add  to  the  discomfort  of  the  situation,  the  shop-boy,r 
I  with  a  wink,  put  in  his  word :  "  Ilere's  a  young  Miss  wanti 

to  see  ycr,  Master  James ;"   wiiercupou  Master  JamesJ^ 
I  much  flattered  by  the  announcement,  advanced  smilingljrl 
and  chucked  Miss  Owcuson  under  the  chin.     Before  she 
could  find  words  to  resent  this  familiarity,  an   elderly 
gentleman  in  a  great  passion  burst  iuto  the  room,  half- 
shaved,  and  still  holding  his  razor  and  shaving  cloth  in 
t  his  hand,  and  ordered  the  young  soldier  to  be  off  "  like  a 
'   sky-rocket"  to  join  his   company,  which   was   about  to 
march.     He   then   turned   to   poor   Miss   Owenson,  and 
addressing  her  as  "  Honey,"  bade  her   sit  down  and  be 
would  be  hack  in  a  jiffy.     He  vanished,  but  soon  returned    ' 
in  a  more  presentable  condition,  and  inquired  what  1 
could  do  for  her.     She  was  too  confused  to  reply  immedi- 
ately, but  after  he  had  repeated  the  question  she  answered  J 
.  faintly,  beginning  to  untie  the  rose-colored  ribbon  : 
I       "  I  want  to  sell  a  book,  plei 

"To  sell  a  book,  dear?     An  ould  one?  fori  sell  newf 
ones  myself.     And  what  is  tlie  name  of  it,  and  what  ii 
about  ? " 
The  title,  she  told  hlm,-^ 
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of  sentiment,  after  the  manner  of  Werter.  But,  unfor- 
tuiiateiy,  Mr.  Smith  had  nerer  heard  of  "  "Wcrter,"  and, 
J  moreover,  he  was  not  a  publisher  at  all.  He  told  her  so 
fevery  good-naturedly,  and  the  young  authoress,  "  hot, 
iungry,  flurried,  and  mortified,"  as  she  says  in  describing 
Ethe  incident,  began  to  tie  up  her  manuscript  with  unsteady 
Lfingers.  She  tried  to  meet  tlie  blow  bravely,  but  tears 
tcame  into  her  eyca  in  spite  of  herself,  and  kind-hearted  . 
I  Mr.  Smith  melted  at  once. 

"  Don't  cry,  dear — don't  cry,"  he  said  consolingly. 
I  "  There's  money  bid  for  you  yet !  But  you're  very  young  j 
\  to  turn  author,  and  what's  your  name,  dear  ? " 
"  Owenson,  sir,"  she  replied. 
The  name  acted  like  an  charm.  Mr.  Smith,  who  was  ' 
1  old  friend  of  her  father,  asked  her  into  the  parlor  and  I 
I  wrote  a  letter  recommending  her  to  Mr.  Brown,  a  noted  ] 
I  publisher  of  novels.  So,  courtesyrng,  blushing,  and  wiping  I 
I  ]ier  eyes,  she  took  her  leave  and  set  forth  in  search  of  | 
I  Mr.  Brown, 

8he  found  him  without  much  trouble — a  little  old  i 
in  a  bob-wig,  looking  over  papers  at  a  counter — and  pre-  I 
sented  her  letter,  which  he  seemed  by  no  means  pleased  ] 
lie  was  still  frowning  at  it  when  his  wife  ] 
pentercd  from  an  inner  room  where  breakfast  was  prepared, 
^xciaiming  : 

'  Mr.  BrowTi,  your  tea  is  as  cold  as  ice  !  " 
Then,  taking  jjossession  of  the  note,  she  asked  what  ] 
^that  was. 

"A  young  lady  who  wants  me  to  publish  her  novel,  J 
Ivhich  I  can't  do,"  was  the  discouraging  reply;  "myJ 
lliands  are  full  already." 

Poor  Miss  Owenson  raised   her  handkerchief   to   herl 
Beyes  ;  but  Mrs.  Brown,  pitying  her  distress,  told  her  to  J 
^leave  the  book  and  she  would  see  that  It  "sas.  ca.xfeVi\\.^J 
St.  CJ„ir,  pink  ribbons  auA  ii\\,  Te-mavw^^.  "^ 
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Brown's  connter,  and  a  little  later  its  venturous  younj 
mitlior  entered  iicr  house  un notified ,  returned  her  bor^ 

wed  garracntB  to  tlicir  place,  and  joined  the  Featliei 
Btones  at  breakfast.  Next  day  she  went  with  the  famitn 
tu  Braoklin,  having  forgotten  to  leave  her  address  witl 
the  publisher. 

She  heai'd  no  more  of  St.  Clair,  until,  during  her  nexn 
visit  to  Publin,  she  accompanied  Mrs.  Featherstone  t 
call  on  an  invalid  friend,  and  found  a  printed  copy  of  liel 
novel  lying  upon  the  window  seat.     She  promptly  c 
municated  with  Mr.  Brown,  who  presented  her  with  fool 
copies — and  nothing  more.     The  book  had  some  success,'^ 
and  was  even  translated  into  German  with  a  remarkuble  1 
preface,  stating  that  the  writer  had  strangled  herself  witll  J 
a  handkerchief  for  love.     She  afterwards  rewrote  it,  i 
lie  new  version  was  published  in  England. 

She  left  the  Featlierstonea  in  1801,  and  in  1805  put^ 

lished  her  second  novel,  "  The  Novice  of  St.  Dominic." 

Her  iiandwriting  was  extremely  illegible,  and  the  work  I 

(it  was  in  six  volumes)  was  copied  out  for  her  as  fast  as  J 

I  she  wrote  it  by  Francis  Cro»sIey,  a  youth  of  eighteen,  i 
of  the  most  devoted  of  her  many  admirers.  The  book  j 
was  issued  in  London,  and  she  was  promptly  paid  for  it.  1 
Of  the  sum  she  received — her  first  literary  earnings — the  1 
greater  part  was  sent  to  her  father ;  the  rest  she  spent  in  | 
purchasing  a  winter  cloak  and  an  Irish  harp. 
Her  next  effort,  "  The  Wild  Irish  Girl,"  was  in  a  new 
vein.  It  treated  of  tlie  Irish  scenes  with  wliich  she  was 
familiar,  and  described  them  with  the  humor,  the  fervor, 
and  tlie  patriotic  feeling  that  marked  her  own  truly  Irish  | 
character.  Tlie  plot  was  based  upon  an  incident  in  heS  J 
own  life,  and  the  fact  that  public  opinion  identified  h« 
with  her  heroine,  is  shown  by  the  letters  she  receivw 
trom  her  friends,  in  wliich  she  is  quite  as  often  address 
>/  the  noma  of  Glorvina,  aa  \iy  ttvaV.  ol  'fe-jiwn^ .    Sqb^ 
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Pof  Iier  notes  from  Lord  Aberconi  begin  simply  "  Dear  I 

I  Little  Glo."     The  book  had  an  immediate  aiidtriumphaiifc  J 

Biiccess,  and  from  tliat  time  mitil  her  death  she  was  one  J 

'  of   the   most   conspicuous   Egures  in  the  literature  and! 

society  of  her  day. 

In  1810,  after  much  hesitation,  she  onee  more  reaignedl 
|.her  liberty  to  accept  the  pressing  invitation  of  Lord  and  J 
Ludy  Abercorn  to  become  a  member  of  their  household.  J 
This  decision  affected  the  course  of  her  whole  life,  since  I 
it  was  at  tlicir  house  that  she  met  her  future  busband,  Sirfl 
Charles,  then  plain  Doctor  Morgan.     Lady  Abercorn,  a  I 
benevolent  but  not  very  adroit  woman,  equally  attachedj 
I  to   her   sprightly   companion  and  her   handsome  youngl 
I  physician,  soon  determined  to  arrange  a  match  betweeu' 
.  tliem.     It  was  some  time  before  they  met ;  but  she  made 
'  Buch  good  use  of  her  opportunities  to  praise  each  to  the 
!  other,  that  Miss  Owenson  (at  her  request)  had  already 
■written  a  humorous  mock  "Diploma  of  the  University  of  J 
Saint  Glorvina"  for  the  doctor,  before  ever  seeing  hiti 
while  that  gentleman   on  his  part  conceived   so  deep  al 
prejudieo   against   a  woman   wliora   he   pictured   ; 
uncomfortable  paragon,  that  he  determined  to  avoid  herl 
at  all  hazards.     But  fate  decreed  otherwise.     One  day,  asl 
he  was  quietly  seated  talking  with  Lady  Abercorn,  tlief 
door  opened  and  a  servant  announced  "  Miss  Owenson." 
J  He  started  to  his  feet  at  once,  intent  upon  flight ;  there, 
B'^vas  but  one  door  ;  and,  as  Miss  Owenson  entered  it,  sheifl 
Icanght  a  glimpse  of  the  dismayed  Doctor  just  escaping  by| 
*  the  window. 

Tliis  was  a  little  too  mneh  to  be  borne.     Her  vanity  wa»l 
j  touched,  and  when  they  were  at  last  brought  togelher  sheT" 
lesertcd  herself  to  the  utmost  to  please  him,  with  snchl 
■.alarming  success  that  he  fell  desfierately  in  love  with  herj 
land.  Lord  and  Lady  Abercorn  helping  hira  tova-anVia 
feiuit,  he  was  engaged  to  her  att\ie  cv\4.ol  a-vaisoi^Nv-    " 


LADY   MOltfJiS. 


1^ 
Ibe  Wild  Irish  Girl  luid  bren  taken  by  surprise,  not  fairly! 
Won,  and  no  sooner  had  she  given  him  her  promise  than  j 
she  took  fright  at  the  terrible  suddenness  of  the  event. 
Phe  bcj^d  leave  of  absence  to  visit  her  father,  who  was  I 
ill,  promising  to  come  bacit  in  a  fortnight,  although  she  1 
pliad  inwardly  resolved  to  remain  away  several  months  at  j 
sast,  if  ever  she  returned  at  all.  ludecd,  in  after  life  j 
slie  used  frankly  to  say  that  for  her  perversity  at  this  ] 
leriod  she  had  deserved  to  miss  marrying  the  best  hua-" 
land  that  ever  woman  had. 

One  excuse  followed   another,  and   still  she  did  not  I 
lome,  while  the  poor  Doctor  grew  every  day  more  angry  J 
serable.     Ilia  letters  to  her  are  filled  with  mingled  j 
fyeproach,  jealousy,  tenderness,  and  despair,  with  an  occa- 
Bional  standing  on  his  dignity  ;  hers  to  him  are  all  evasion, 
contradiction,  persuasion,  affection,  and  petulance.     Tlie 
secret  of  the  situation  is  summoned  up  in  a  single  one  of  1 
her  sentences : 

"There  was  so  much  of  force  in  the  commencement  of  i 
^^  tliis  business,  that  my  heart  was  frighteued  back  from  the 
^^Gourse  it  would  naturally  have  taken." 
^^B  ^he  returned  at  last,  but  even  then  she  would  set  no  i 
^B  day  for  the  wedding,  and  finally  Lady  Ahercorn  took  the  I 
matter  into  her  own  hands.  One  bitter  January  morning  l 
she  entered  the  library  where  her  intractable  i)rotege  waa  1 
1^  seated  before  the  fire  in  her  morning  wrapper,  and  said,  I 
taking  her  by  the  arm : 

"  Glorvina,  come  up  stairs  directly  and  he  married ;  ] 
Jiere  must  be  no  more  trifling," 

Poor  Glorvina,  too  astonished  to  protest,  siihmittedl 
Ineekly  to  be  led  into  another  room,  where  Sir  Charles  1 
[(he  had  been  knif^hted  at  Lord  Abercorirs  roquest")  stood  1 
Awaiting  her,  in  company  with  a  chaplain  attired  in  full  J 
woiiicals.  She  was  married  there  and  then,  and  tiof| 
eii  the  guests  in  the  bouse  Vnew  vL,\\'sV\i\w?iUii^tt^^\'^.M; 
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jBTCPal  days  later,  wlicn  Lord  Abercorn,  after  dinner, 
piled  his  glass  and  invited  tliem  to  drink  to  Uie  liealth  of 
P^Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Morga.u  ! " 

Lady  Morgan's  married  life  was  unusually  happy.     Her 

isband  was  devoted  to  her,  and,  far  from  being  jealous 

f  her  fast  increaBing  fame,  -waa  extremely  proud  of  it, 

nnd  rendered  her  valuable  assistauce  in  her  literary  labors. 

She  ill  her  turn  always  noted  with  peculiar  pleasure 
kny  complimentary  I'eference   to  his  medical  works,  for 
le,  too,  was  an  excellent  writer  in  his  own  province,  and  I 
rejoiced  in  the  attentions  paid  liim. 

They  soon  became  familiar  figures  in  society,  where 
Lady  Morgan's  agreeable  talents  had  always  made  her 
popular,  and  when  they  visited  the  continent  they  were 
received  at  once  into  the  most  brilliant  circles  of  Paris, 
Morencc,  Borne,  and  Brussels.  In  her  "  France "  and 
"Italy,"  Lady  Morgan  describes  in  her  usual  vivid  manner 
many  of  the  interesting  people  wliom  they  met.  In 
Franco  she  associated  on  terms  of  intimacy  with  the 
Manjuise  de  Villette  (the  Belle  et  Bonne  of  Voltaire), 
who  obtained  her  admission  to  the  order  of  Free  Masons. 
She  was  much  with  Talma,  who  gave  his  most  famous 
recitations  in  her  salon;  with  Humboldt,  of  whom  she 
always  speaks  with  reverent  affection;  and  with  that  most 
un-American  of  Americans,  Madame  Patterson-Bonaparte. 

I  To  us,  perhaps,  the  most  interesting  of  all  her  friends  is 
Xiafayette.     She  gives  us  a  delightful  reminiscence  of  the 
Jjafayette  family  at  La  Grange,  where  she  was  for  aomo 
time  a  favored  guest. 
"We  arrived  at  sunset  last  evening,"  she  writes,  "and   , 
the  old  tower  covered  with  the  ivy  planted  by  Charles 
Pox    shone  out   in  strong  relief  from  the   dark  woods*] 
behind ;  but  the  brightest  of  all  sunshine  was  the  dear 
_    Lafayette's  own  noble  countenance,  beaming  with  ^vikAsa  J 
ind  cordiality  as  he  stood  at  iUe  oaaWe  ^a^a  Vq  ^'a'^vi^ 
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Borroanded  by  his  children  aiid  grandchildren  and  otlii 
members  of  liis  family." 

The  grandchildren  were  twelve  in  number;  yet  during 

the  whole  time  she  was  there,  Lady  Morgan  mentions 

that  she  never  heaM  the  cry  of  a  child,  nor  observed  any 

symptoms  of  a  dispute.     Besides  this  large  family  there 

■e  several  visitors  at  the  castle.     Two  American  gentl&^ 

1  were  there  ;  and  Carbonel,  who  composed  the  musio 

fur  Beranger's  songs  ;  and  Scheffer,  then  a  rising  yojug 

artist,  who  painted  Lady  Morgan's  picture.     At  dinner^, 

where  there  were  seldom  fewer  than  from  twenty  to  thirty 

guests,  Lafayette  was  always  placed  at  the  center  of  the 

table  between  his  two  youngest  grandchildren.     In  fine' 

weather  they  spent  much  of  the  day  out  of  doors,  wander^. 

^iDg  about  the  beautiful  grounds,  lying  upon  the  grass,  or 

fishing  in  the  pools. 

lu  the  evening,  every  one  gathered  about  a  huge  wood 
fire,  roaring  upon  the  cavernous  stone  hearth,  and  listened 
to  Lafayette's  anecdotes  of  historic  personages,  or  Lady 
Morgan's  Irish  stories,  or  Carbonel's  music.     Sometimes, 

I  in  one  of  Beranger's  spirited  songs  —  La  Sainte  Alliance 
was  a  great  favorite  —  the  whole  company  would  join  in 
the  chorus,  till  the  roof  rang. 
Sunday,  Lady  Moi-gan  tells  us,  was  always  a  peculiarly 
joyous  day  at  La  Grange. 
"On  Sunday,"  she  writes  to  her  sister  Olivia,  "there 
was  a  village  festival,  and  we  all  walked  down  to  the 
village  to  join  it.  It  was  completely  such  a  scene  as  one 
sees  at  the  opera.  Tlie  villages  here  are  very  straggling, 
and  resemble  English  hamlets  rather  than  towns ;  but  thp 
scene  of  action  was  principally  in  a  little  square  before 
the  gates  of  a  little  nunnery,  where  all  the  nuns 
assembled  iu  their  habits,  in  the  midst  of  the  fun. 
The  beaux  had  their  hair  powdered  as  white  as  snow,  with 
iwmeuse   queues,  and  dimity  jackets  and  trousers:   the 
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women  in  snch  caps  as  I  brought  over,  irith  a  profusion  '^ 
of  lace, gold  crosses,  white  gowna,  and  Bcailet  aprons.  At  I 
four  o'clock  tlie  ball  began  on  the  green.  It  is  astonish- 
ing to  sec  with  what  perfection  men,  women,  and  children 
dance  the  quadrilles,  which  are  here  called  country  dunces, 
nnd  how  serious  they  all  look.  We  left  tlicm  hard  at  it, 
and  retired  to  dinner  at  five.  They  all  came  up  to  the 
General  to  speak  to  him.  He  shook  hands  with  all  tho 
old  folk,  and  talked  to  them  of  tbeJr  farms.  It  was  one 
of  the  moat  delightful  scenes  you  can  imagine.  My 
English  dress  excited  great  amazement,  especially  a  long 
grey  cloak  I  brought  from  London.  In  the  evening  there 
was  (as  there  is  every  .Sunday  evening)  a  bait  at  the 
—       castle.     After  coffee  wo  all  went  down  to  the  hall,  and 

K  there  children,  guests,  masters,  mistresses,  and  Ecrvants 
joined  together  in  tho  dance,  as  tliey  had  done  in  the 
morning  at  prayers ;  for  there  is  a  chapel  belonging  to  tho 
~    chateau,  where  the  priest  of  the  parish  officiates.  The  serv- 
ants danced  in  the  quadrilles  —  six  femmea-de-chambre, 
^_  and  all  the  lacqueys.     Oscar  and  Octavie,  the  two  young 
^B  ones,  three  and  four  years  uld,  danced  every  quadrille, 
^B  and   never   once   were   out;    in   short,   these   scenes   of 
inuocence  and   gaiety  and   primitive  manners  arc  daily 
repeated." 

Lafayette  himself,  while  the  dancing  went  on,  "stood 
.     looking  on  and  leaning  on  his  stick,  the  happiest  of  the 
happy." 

The  books  which  Lady  Morgan  published  during  her 
married  life  —  including  the  novels  of  "O'Donnel"  and 
"Florence  McCarthy" — were  far  more  generally  read 
than  any  of  her  previous  works,  with  the  exception  of 

»*'The  Wild  Iri.sh  Girl."  Her  career  was  one  of  almost 
uninterrupted  success  and  happiness,  until  the  death  of 
jaer  husband  in  1843.  After  that,  although  her  wit  and 
^rth  remained  to  her,  the.e  was  a\'«a'3&  a.  tie^Vivix \i.v5,sst- 
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Borroanded  bj  his  children  aud  grandchildren  and  other 
members  of  tiis  family." 

Tlie  graudcliildreu  were  twelve  in  number ;  yet  durin; 
the  wltole  time  she  was  tliere,  Lady  Morgan  mcntious 
that  she  never  heard  the  cry  of  a  child,  nor  observed  any 
symptoma  of  a  dispute.     Besides  this  large  family  tliere 
w  ere  several  visitors  at  the  castle.     Tvo  American  gentl 
men  were  there  ;  and  Carboiiel,  who  composed  the  miisii 
fur  Beranger' s  songs ;  and  ScheETer,  then  a  rising  ycjn) 
artist,  who  painted  Lady  Morgan's  picture.     At  dinnefj 
where  there  were  seldom  fewer  than  from  twenty  to  tliir 
guests,  Lafayette  was  always  placed  at  the  center  of  th 
table  between  his  two  youngest  grandchildren.    In 
weatljer  they  spent  much  of  the  day  out  of  doors,  wandei 
ing  about  the  beautiful  grounds,  lying  upon  the  grass, 
fishing  in  the  pools. 

Ill  the  evening,  every  one  gathered  about  a  huge  wood 
fire,  roaring  upon  the  cavernous  stone  hearth,  and  listened 
to  Lafayette's  anecdotes  of  historic  |!ersonages,  or  Lady 
Storgan's  Irish  stories,  or  Carljonel's  music.  Sometimes, 
in  one  of  Beranger's  spirited  songs  —  La  Sainte  Alliance 
was  a  great  favorite  —  the  whole  company  would  join  in 
the  chorus,  till  the  roof  rang. 

Sunday,  Lady  Morgan  fells  us,  was  always  a  pecnliarlj 
joyous  day  at  La  Grange. 

On  Sunday,"  she  writes  to  her  sister  Olivia,  "thei 
was  a  village  festival,  and  we  ail  walked  down  to  th* 
village  to  join  it.  It  was  completely  such  a  scene  as  on* 
sees  at  the  opera.  TIjc  villages  here  ai-e  very  straggling^ 
and  resemble  English  hamluts  rather  than  towns ;  but  the 
scene  of  action  was  principally  in  a  little  square  before 
the  gates  of  a  little  nunnery,  where  all  the  uuns  wei 
assembled  in  their  habits,  in  the  midst  of  the  fun, 
The  beaux  had  their  hair  powdered  as  white  as  snow, 
iiumenso   queues,  and  dimity  jackiita  cui  tvot 
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fromcn  in  snch  caps  as  I  brought  orer,  with  a  profusion  1 
lof  lace,  gold  crosses,  white  gowns,  and  scarlet  aprons. 
Hour  o'clock  the  ball  began  on  the  green.  It  is  astonish-  1 
Bng  to  see  with  wliat  perfection  men,  women,  and  children 
Pdance  the  quadrilles,  which  are  here  called  country  dai 
and  how  serious  they  all  look.  We  left  them  hard  at  it, 
and  retired  to  dinner  at  five.  They  all  came  up  to  the 
General  to  speak  to  him.  He  shook  hands  with  alt  the 
old  folk,  and  talked  to  them  of  their  farms.  It  was  one 
of  the  most  delightful  scenes  you  can  imagine.  My 
English  dress  excited  great  amazement,  especially  a  long 
igrey  cloak  I  brought  from  London.  In  the  evening  there 
(ras  (as  there  is  every  Sunday  evening)  a  ball  at  tlie 
(Castle.  After  coffee  we  all  went  down  to  the  hall,  and 
there  children,  guests,  masters,  mistresses,  and  servants 
joined  together  in  the  dance,  as  they  had  done  in  the   I 

t  morning  at  prayers ;  for  there  is  a  chapel  belonging  to  the  , 
ch4teau,where  the  priest  of  the  parish  officiates.  Theserv-  ■ 
ants  danced  in  the  quadrilles  —  six  femmes-de-chambre,  i 
Bnd  all  the  lacqueys.  Oscar  and  Octavic,  the  two  young  ] 
ones,  three  and  four  years  old,  danced  every  quadrille, 
and  never  once  were  out ;  iu  short,  these  scenes  of  ] 
^Hinuocence  and  gaiety  and  primitive  manners  arc  daily 
^^nepeated." 

^^K  Lafayette  himself,  while  the  dancing  went  on,  "stood 
^Hlooking  on  and  leaning  on  his  stick,  the  happiest  of  the 
^Kjiappy." 

^P  The  books  which  Lady  Morgan  published  during  her  ] 
married  life  —  including  the  novels  of  "O'Donnel"  and 
"  Florence  McCarthy "  —  wore  far  more  generally  read  ' 
than  any  of  her  previous  works,  with  the  exception  of  , 
"Tlie  Wild  Irish  Girl."  Her  career  was  one  of  almost  | 
uninterrupted  success  and  happiness,  until  the  death  of 
her  husband  in  1843,     After  that,  ulUww-^vVftt  ■«\^.  ^ 

ed  to  her,  thee  was  Biwa^ft  a.  ict^vvi. ■»>** 
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tone  of  sorrow  in  Lady  Morgan's  longer  letters ;  -and,  as 
she  grew  older,  it  is  sad  to  find  her  noting  the  death  of 
one  old  friend  after  another,  always  with  a  few  words  of 
genuine  appreciation. 

She  was  fond  of  society  until  the  end,  and  on  St. 
Patrick's  Day,  a  week  before  the  beginning  of  her  last 
illness,  she  gave  a  musical  morning  party,  of  which  she 
was  herself  the  life  and  soul. 

She  was  not  aware  until  the  last  that  her  illness  was 
serious,  and  she  dictated .  cheerful  notes  to  her  friends 
relative  to  her  condition.  On  the  very  day  of  her  death 
she  called  for  her  desk  and  tried  to  write  a  letter,  but  was 
obliged  to  give  up  the  attempt.  Shortly  after,  her  breath 
began  to  fail  her,  and  she  turned  to  her  favorite  niece, 
who  was  supporting  her,  and  asked,  ^'  Sydney,  is  this 
death?" 

After  that  she  only  spoke  a  few  times  to  thank  her 
friends  and  her  servants,  who  were  also  her  friends,  for 
the  services  they  rendered  her.  She  died  quietly  and 
painlessly,  in  the  evening  of  April  16, 1859,  aged  about 
seventy-six  years. 

So  lived  and  so  died  the  Wild  Irish  Girl.  She  was  the 
joy  of  every  circle  she  entered,  and  her  works,  some  of 
which  are  still  read  with  pleasure,  form  an  agreeable  part 
of  the  record  of  her  time. 


LlbT    VObC^ 

I  tooB  of  Borrow  in  I^y  Morgan' ti  longer  letters ;  nnd,  i 
I  *l)0  grew  older,  it  i»  sad  to  6nd  li'^r  noting  tlw  dt.-ath  4 
I  ODQ  nlil  friend  atter  tLUoihcr,  ajwa.'a  viOi  u  few  wirdt  tl 
I  goiiuitie  ftpprcdalioii. 

f^liD   -fas  fund  uf  aoriet;  un'.'    the  end,  and  on  ! 
|P«trick'a  Dn\    a  week  before  ihe  beginning  of  her  Im 
I  illnvbs,  she  gaiu  a  nrasical  muraing-  T>artf ,  uf  wblcb  i 
I  Mas  IterscU  llic  life  and  soul. 

I^bo  vriu  not  awanj  until  the  last  tJiat  lier  iUnesfl  1 
[  wrioas,  aiid  8h«  dictaU>d  cheerful  nolvj  to  hor  ft'miu 
roUtit-ii  tl]  hnr  couditiun.  Ou  tbL-  itr^-  uft/ uf  ha  4 
&lte  ciilled  for  b^  desk  and  tried  to  w  rite  a  Icttv^ 
otiUged  to  give  up  the  3ttem{rt.  Shurlljr  after,  1 
bcffBO  to  fail  Iier.  and  sbo  *urued  to  lier  &ro^ 
whn  was  BUpporting  lier,  aad  asked,  "SyditaXi  t»4 
death  t"  " 

After  that  £ho  only  Bpoko  a  few  times  l«t  t 
r  friends  and  her  servant»,  who  wore  ulao  her  frleiidd,  f  j 
I  the  acrvicea  they  reHdurod   bur.     Shm  iliod   itnietly  ail| 
painleBs!/,  in  the  uvt'tiiug  of  April  16,  IH&'i,  iigcd  abt 
sevea^-aix  rears. 


^^  ^    So  lived  and  aa  died  th«'Wi!d  Irish  GlrL    Shu 
J07  of  every  circle  dbo  eiitorcl,  ntid  h«r  works,  some  i 
whicli  are  still  read  with  [jlesmrc,  furm  &a  agreeable  p 
of  the  record  of  her  time. 
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OUGHT  women  to  vote  ?    This  is  one  of  tlie  questions  ] 
of  the  day.     Many  men  would  be  disposed  to  favor  I 
the  admission  of  women  to  tlie  ballot  but  for  one  objertion. 
If,  say  they,  women  can  vote  for  President,  why  should  j 
they  not   be  eligible  to  the   office  of  President  ?     Very  i 
well ;  suppose  they  were.    When  we  consider  that  tlie  two 
greatest  empires  of  modern  times  have  been  governed  by  I 
women,  and  when  we  consider  also  how  many  of  the   , 
nations  of  the  earth  have  been  governed  badly  by  men, 
why  should  we  think  it  so  terrible  a  thing  to  have  a  woman 
at  the  head  of   this  Eepubhc?     It  ia   true,  we  are  not 
likely  to  witness  such  an  event,  but  if  it  should  occur, 
the  nation  would  probably  survive  it. 

Let  us  see  in  what  manner  the  great  Maria  Theresa  I 
ruled  for  forty  years  the  extensive  and  ill-assorted  empire  j 
of  Austria. 

Born    in   1717,  the   eldest  daughter  of   the  Emperor,  1 
Charles  VI,  she  married  in  her  nineteenth  year,  Francis, 
the  Duke  of  Lorraine,  and  in  her  twenty-third  year,  upon  I 
the  death  of  her  father,  was  proclaimed  Empress  of  the  1 
sixteen  diiferent  states  and  territories  which  made  up  tlie   ' 
Austrian    empire.     Her   father   was   a  man   of   limited   I 
capacity,  though  of  respectable  character,  and  left  to  his 
daughter  an  empty  treasury,  a  small,  disorganized  army, 
and  a  disputed  succession.     Although  all  the  great  pow- 

during  the  lifetime  of  the  Emperor,  had  solemnly  J 
engaged  to  recognize  hia  daughter  as  the  le^vtvmsA^a  Va-it, 
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uo  sooner  had  the  news  of  his  death  spread  over  Europe, 
than  all  of  them,  except  the  King  of  England,  questioned 
her  claims,  and  several  of  them  took  measures  to  seize 
portions  of  her  inherilance.  It  was  the  general  opinion 
of  Europe  that  the  impoverished  empire,  under  the  sway 
of  a  young  woman,  would  fall  to  pieces  almost  of  itselfi 
and  that  the  only  question  was,  respecting  the  divi 
its  provinces  among  adjaceut  states. 

While  the  other  powers  were  negotiating  and  armingwitlj 
a  view  to  the  dismemberment  of  Austria,  Frederick  II,  i 
young  King  of  Prussia,  availing  himself  of  the  splcndi 
army  and  the  vaat  treasures  accumulated  by  hia  father^^ 
suddenly  invaded  the  Austrian  province  of  Silesia,  and  ] 
marched  with  such  rapidity  that,  in  a  few  weeks,  he  had  i 
possessed  himself  of  almost  the  whole  province.     Fred- 
erick then  offered  to  the  young  Empress  to  establish  her 
in  the  possession  of  all  ber  other  states,  and  to  give  her 
1  subsidy  of  five  miUion  of  francs,  on  the  single  condition 
of  her  ceding  to  Prussia  tlie  province  of  Silesia,  which 
Frederick  claimed  as  rightfully  belonging  to  his  kingdom. 

I  Threatened  as  she  was  by  France,  Holland,  and  Spain, 
it  would  have  been  only  prudent  in  her  to  have  accepted 
tliis  offer.     But  with  the  Imperial  crown,  she  inherited 
also  an  Imperial  pride.     She  rejected  the  proposal  with 
as  much  promptitude  and  disdain,  as   though   she   had 
been  the  mistress  of  poweiful  armies  and  inexhaustiblo 
treasuries. 
In  this  extremity  she  repaired  to  Hungary,  where  tha  j 
celebrated  scene  occurred  with  the  Diet  of  that  country. 
Presenting  to  the  assembled  nobles  her  infant  child,  she  1 
appealed  to  their  eompassLon  and  their  loyalty,  saybig, ' 
with  tears  in  her  eyes: 
"  I  have  no  allies  but  you  in  the  world.'* 
Whereupon,  her  husband  shouted : 
"Life  aud  blood  for  our  Quceu  aui  Yvtyj^Qnu"^ 
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"  Tea,"  exclaimed  tlie  mcmhera  of  tlio  Diet,  "  oar  life 
f  and  blood." 

Some    timely   belp,   too,   came    from    George   II    of 

Inglaiid,  and  it  was  with  English  guineas  and  Hungarian 

lorscmen  that  she  endeavored  to  expel  Fredcriclc  from 

!ilcsia,  and  keep  at  bay  the  armies  of  France  and  8pain. 

iSucli  entliusiasm  was  there  for  her  in  England,  that  a  I 

I  public   subscription   was   started   for   her  benefit.     The  f 

rDuchess  of   Marlborough   enhscribt'd   the   extraordinary  | 

11  of  forty  thousand  pounds  sterling,  and  other  ladies 
P  of  London  a  hundred  thousand  more  —  bo  touched  y 
the  susceptible  hearts  of  the  English  people  at  the  spec- 
tacle of   a  young   and   beautiful  woman  defending   her 
hereditary  rights  against  such  numerous  and  powerful 
enemies.     The  Erapross,  however,  tliought  it  due  to  her 
dignity  to  decline  this  friendly  succor,  and  said  to  the 
ladies,  that  she  would  defend  her  states  by  the  help  of 
^^L  her  loyal  subjects  alone.     It  added  to  the  general  interest 
^K  in  her  fortunes,  that  she  was  about  again  to  become  a 
^Hi'iQother,  and  knew  not,  as  she  said,  whether  there  would 
^Bremain  to  her  a  city  in  which  she  could  giro  birth  to  her  , 
^Behild. 

^H^    Despite  the  heroic  efforts  of  the  Hungarians,  she  was  I 
Compelled  to  yield  Silesia  to  the  King  of  Prussia  in  order 
to  detach  him  from  the  coalition  against  lier.    Slio  then 
^_  waged  successful  war  against  her  other  enemies  until,  in  j 
^Lthe  eighth  year  of  lier  reiga,  she  concluded  a  treaty  of  I 
^Bpeace  which  left  her  mistress  of  all  the  ancient  posses- 
^Bsions  of   her  house,  excepting  alone  the  fine   province  I 
^H  wrest«d  from  her  by  the  invincible  Frederick. 
^B      After  this  eight  years  of  most  desperate  and  desolating  I 
warfare,  Maria  Theresa  enjoyed  a  precious  interval  of 
seven  years  of  peace  ;  which  is  about  the  duration  of  two 
presidential  terms.     Then  it  was  that,  for  the  fo:t>V  'wkir.,  ! 
H^  Bhe  could  display  the  gentler  and  \ien6f  o\eivV  ta:?i*»i  ^^-^ 
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character.    She  employed  her  power  to  encourage  agil 
culture  and  reanimate  trade.      She  removed  tariffs  t 
other   barbarous   restrictions   froin   the   commerce  wit&l 
foreign  nations.     She  caused  new  and  better  roads  to  bft 
[  cunstructed.     She  decorated  her  capital  with  grand  and 
useful  edifices.     Directly  through  her  encouragement,  her 
subjects  began  to  manufacture  woolen  cloths,  silk, 
porcelain,  which  remain  to  this  day  important  branche* 
of  the  national  industry.     Not  content  with  these  merely 
'  material  works,  she  founded  a  Uuiversity,  several  coUegesj ' 
I  schools  of  architecture  and  design,  and  three  obscrvato-  J 
lies.       >^lie    took    great   pains    to    make    her    subjects  i 
acquainted  with  improved  methods  of  healing  the  sick. 
For  the  old  soldiers  who  had  shed  tlicir  blood  in  her  1 
,  cause,  she  erected  hospitals  and  asylums.     She  pensioned 
I  (he  widows  and  dowered  tlie  daughters  of  officers  who 
had  fallen  in  war.     Above  all,  in  her  own  life,  and  in  the 
government  and  education    of  her  family,  she  set  an 
example  of   purity,  wisdom,  and  devotion,  which  eveiy 
mother  in  the  world  could  study  with  profit.     She  did 
not  think  that  the  labors  of  governing  an  empire  exempted 
her  from  the  ordinary  responsibilities  of  life.     She  became 
the  mother  of  ten  children,  four  sons  and  six  daughters, 
all  of  whom  survived  her,  and  all  of  them,  I  believe,  did  . 
honor  to  the  character  of  their  mother. 

But  she  could  not  reconcile  herself  to  the  loss  of  her") 
darling  Silesia.  Always  looking  forward  to  the  time  j 
when  she  should  be  in  a  position  to  recover  that  province,  i 

Iehe  strengthened  and  disciplined  her  army  continually, 
and  founded  military  schools  where  officers  could  be  | 
trained  capable  of  coping  with  the  veterans  of  the  Pru»-  1 
sian  king.  At  the  same  time  she  prepared  the  way,  by  1 
able  diplomacy,  to  combine  the  powers  of  Europe  a 
tlte  ambitious  Prussians,  She  stooped  even  to  flatter  the  J 
i/strcss  of  tbo  King  of  rrai\ce,'Sllaa.aB\ft  ia  ■?otk^^4qi; 
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whom,  in  notea  still  existing,  she  styled  "  my  dear  friend." 
The  great  Frederick,  on  the  contrary,  would  nerer  con- 
descend to  notice,  oflicially,  the  existence  of  Madame  da 
Pompadour,  and  made  her  his  bitter  foe  by  his  contemptur 
ons  silence  and  Htiugnig  sarcasm.     He  used  to  call  her 
'•  Petticoat  III,"  in  allusion  to  the  fact  that  she  was  the  i 
third  mistress  of   Louis   XV;    and   there  wore   always   ' 
about  the  two  com'ts  busy  adherents  of  the  Empress  to   ' 
convey  to  the  ears  of  Pompadour  the  sneering  wit  of  the  ] 
Prussian  monarch. 

By  such  arts,  and  others  more  legitimate,  Maria  Theresa  ] 
united  against  Frederick  the'  sovereigns  of  France,  Eng- 
land, Russia,  aud  of  several  of  the  States  of  Germany, 
not  doubting  for  a  moment  that  a  kingdom  of  five  mil- 
lions of  souls  must  of  necessity  succumb  before  a  com- 
bination of  States,  the  united  population  of  wliicli  was  ] 
more  than  a  hundred  and  fifty  millions. 

But  she  did  not  know  her  enemy.  Informed  of  the 
secret  treaty  for  the  destruction  of  hia  kingdom  and  its 
division  among  his  enemies,  Frederick  suddenly  marched 
with  sixty  tliousand  men,  and  overran  Saxony  and  Bohe- 
mia, and  thus  began  the  famous  Seven  Years'  War, 
which  only  ended  when  the  cncmioa  of  Frederick, 
exhausted  of  men  and  money,  were  compelled  to  leave 
him  in  peaceful  possession  of  the  province  he  had  seized. 
^^  It  must  be  avowed,  however,  that,  in  all  probability, 
^^L  Frederick  would  have  been  overwhelmed  and  finally 
^^K  defeated,  but  for  the  accession  to  the  throne  of  Russia  of 
^^P  Peter  III.  This  emperor  had  conceived  such  a  passionate 
^H  admiration  of  the  character  and  exploits  of  the  Prussian 
^H  king  that  the  moment  he  came  upon  the  throne  he  aban- 
^Hfdoned  the  coalition,  and  withdrew  his  annies  from  the 
^^Vseat  of  war.  This  event  occurred  in  ilie  very  nick  of 
^^B'time.  It  relieved  Frederick  and  completed  the  disCQiu:- 
^^R^ement  of  his  enemies. 
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I:: 
'  After  Oie  restoration  of  peace,  Maria  Theresa  renew 
llcr  csertioiiB  for  the  welfare  of  her  people.  Though  a 
devout  Ronmii  Catholic,  ehe  resisted  the  efforta  of  the  I 
Pope  to  control  the  ecclesiastical  ail'airs  of  her  empire,  I 
■11(1  so  checked  tlic  power  of  the  Inquisition  that  hcrl 
successors  were  able  to  suppress  that  terrible  institution.  M 
One  of  her  best  acts  was  th«  abolition  of  torture  in  the  I 
admiiiiatration  of  justice — a   reform   which  was  greatly  I 

•  due  to  the  eloquent  and  pathetic  denunciations  of  Vol- 
taire.    At  that  time,  -n  almost  every  country,  criminals 
were  put  to  the  torture,  either  to  compel  them  to  confess 
their  own  guilt  or  to  reveal  the  names  of  tlieir  accom-  j 
plices.     The  unhappy  prisoner,  pale  and  trembling  witltl 
terror,  was  conducted  to  a  vault  underground,  and  there,  J 

tin  the  presence  of  a  magistrate  and  recording  clerks,  he  I 
was  subjected  to  increasing  degrees  of  anguish,  until  tbel 
attending  surgeon  decided  that  he  could  bear  no  morel 
without  danger  of  his  life.  Many  poor  wretches,  to  gaial 
a  moment's  respite  from  agony,  accused  innocent  persons,  ff 
who,  denyuig  their  guilt,  were  in  turn  subjected  to  thel 
same  infernal  cruelly.  The  first  monarch  of  continental  I 
Europe  to  abolish  this  most  irratiouiil  and  horrid  system  I 
was  Frederick  the  Great ;  the  second  was  Catherine  II,  J 
of  Eussia;  the  third  was  Maria  Theresa;  the  fourth  wasl 
Louis  SVI,  of  Piauce.  Readers  may  remember  that! 
when  til e  benevolent  Howard  made  his  tours  among  tliej 
>  jails  of  Europe,  about  the  time  of  the  American  RevoIu-1 
I  tion,  he  found  the  torture  chamber  in  almost  every  city! 
[■  that  he  visited,  and  in  many  of  them  it  was  still  employed.  I 
It  used  to  he  considered  a  stain  upon  the  administra-l 
I  tioti  of  the  Empress  Maria  Theresa  that  she  consented  tofl 
l.tlie  dismemberment  of  Poland,  and  to  accept  a  large  poE^I 
(tion  of  that  country  as  her  share  of  the  spoil.  More  I 
recent  writers,  however,  who  have  looked  mto  that  affair  I 
',  are  d-'sposed  to  tlunV  ftve  act  ^^w^W^sfeX^  asLd  even,! 
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^^Eecessarj.     One  thing  is  pretty  certain ;  if  a  country  can  J 

^^Vbe  dismembered,  it  soon  will  be,  unless  it  is  the  interest  ] 

^^F  of  some  great  power  or  powers  to  protect  it, 

'  Mary  Theresa  died  in  1780,  aged  63,  bequeathing  to  | 

her  son,  Joseph,  an  empire  far  more  united,  prosperous, 

and  powerful  than  the  Austiia  which  she  inherited  from  j 

her  father.     When  the  news  of  her  death  was  brought  to  | 

Frederick,  the  greatest  of  her  enemies,  he  wrote  to  his  I 

friend,  D'Alembert,  tlie  French  author : 

"  I  have  shed   some  very   sincere  tears  at  her  death. 
I  She  has  done  honor  to  her  sex  and  to  the  throne.     I  have  J 
I  made  war  upon  her,  but  I  have  never  been  her  enemy." 

Of  the  female  sovereigns  of  Europe  in  modern  times, 
■'Haria  Theresa  was,  probably,  the  ablest  and  the  most  I 
I  virtuous.  Her  errors  were  those  of  her  rank  and  blood  ;  I 
I  her  good  actions  were  the  result  of  her  own  noble  heart  j 
r  and  generous  mind.  Austria  still  styles  her  the  Mother  I 
I  of  her  country,  and  remembers  with  fondness  one  of  her  | 
I  sayings: 

"  I  reproach  myself  for  the  time  I  consume  in  sleep ; 
Mt  is  so  much  taken  away  from  the  service  of  my  people."  i 


LADY  FRAJfKLIN. 

THREE  women  have  a  claim  to  be  agsociated  with 
the  name  of  Sir  John  Franklin.  The  lady  whom 
he  first  married,  Miss  Eleanor  Porden,  ia  one  of  them. 
It  was  she  who,  knowing  liow  fatal  a  brief  delay  may  be 
to  an  arctic  expedition,  bade  her  husband  set  sail  for  the 
nortliein  seas  at  the  appointed  time,  although  she  was 
then  in  the  laststagea  of  consumption.  He  sailed,  and  it 
proved  to  be  her  last  wish  that  ho  obeyed,  for  she  died 
the  day  after  his  departure. 

Hia  second  wife  was  the  Lady  Franklin  of  whom  all 
the  world  has  heard.  It  was  to  her  untiring  efforts  (in 
ail  of  which  she  was  devotedly  aided  by  Sir  John's  niece, 
the  late  Miss  Sophia  Cracroft},  that  the  solution  to  the 
mystery  which  bo  long  shroud«d  the  fate  of  the  explorer 
and  his  ill-starred  vessels,  was  due. 

Lady  Franklin,  whose  maiden  name  was  Jane  Griffin,  . 
was  born  in  1794,  and  was  married  to  Sir  John  Franklin 
in  1828,  when  she  was  thirtj-four  years  of  age.  Ten 
years  later  she  accompanied  him  to  Van  Dieman's  Land, 
(now  Tasmania,)  of  which  he  had  been  appointed  gov- 
ernor. She  early  gained  the  good  will  of  the  inhabitants, 
and  was  noted  among  them  both  for  her  many  deeds  of 
private  beneficence,  and  for  the  active,  efficient  aid  which 
she  rendered  her  husband  in  his  public  dutiea.  She 
showed  especial  interest  in  the  welfare  of  poor  emigrants, 
and  of  the  convicts  who,  after  transportation  to  New  South 
^'Wales  was  abolished,  were  sent  to  Tasmania  from  all 
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parts  of  the  British  Empire.  That  Sir  John  and  Lady 
Franklin  acquired,  not  only  the  ai)proval,  but  tlie  affection  of 
the  colonists,  is  ahown  by  the  coinmcuts  of  the  local  press 
upon  their  departure  for  England  at  the  expiration  of 
Sir  John's  adminJHtration.  A  few  years  later  Lady 
Franklin  had  the  melancholy  pleasure  of  receiving  from 
them  a  large  snm  of  money  to  assist  her  in  prosecuting 
her  search  for  her  lost  husband  and  tho  rccoi-ds  of  hia 
expedition,  and  they  further  testified  their  remembrance  of 
him  by  erecting  a  statue  in  his  honor  at  Hobart  Town. 

Sir  Jotin's  success  as  an  arctic  discoverer  led  the 
English  government  in  1846  to  offer  him  the  command 
of  an  expedition  to  sail  in  search  of  the  Northwest  pas- 
sage, a  duty  which  he  gladly  accepted.  Two  sliips,  the 
"  Erebus"  and"  Terror,"  were  provided,  and  an  additional 
'transpoi-t  to  convey  stores  as  far  aa  Disco,  in  Greenland. 
.These  three  vessels  sailed  from  Greenhithe  on  the  nine- 
■teeuth  of  May. 

The  "  Erebus  "  and  "  Terror,"  which  were  fine  ships 
fitted  expressly  for  arctic  service,  and  victualled  for  three 
years,  were  last  seen  in  Baffin's  Bay  by  a  whaler,  lying 
moored  to  an  iceberg.  All  was  then  going  well.  In 
letters  written  home  a  few  days  previous  to  this,  the 
sfEcers  of  the  expedition  expressed  ardent  hope  and  ptr- 
ject  confidence  in  their  commander,  while  Sir  John  him- 
self, writing  to  Lady  Franklin,  assured  her  cheerfully  of 
hia  well-being,  and  dwelt  upon  the  future  witli  joyoua 
anticipations  of  success.  Not  one  of  his  hundred  and 
r  tliirty-four  officers  and  men  lived  to  return. 

At  the  end  of  two  years,  nothing  further  having  been 

Kheard  from  the  expedition,  preparations  were  begun  for 

m&e  too  probable  necessity  of  sending  them  assistance. 

TA.B  time  passed  the  feeling  of  uneasiness  deepened,  and 

At  last  was  begun  that  noble  series  of  attem.»;it?.  TOsi.'JiK.Ni-^ 

loth  English  and  Americana,  w\\\ti\\.  xesaV^^^  ^'uftx  Sssei 

fen  ycara  only  in  the  sad  discovery  oi  vVvft  'tY«,\\\. 
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In  1848  three  expeditions,  expensively  fitted  out  and 
ably  commanded,  were  sent  by  the  government  in  search 
of  the  missing  explorers.  They  all  failed ;  but  the  failure 
did  not  cause  discouragement  either  to  the  government 
or  the  people  of  England.  It  served  instead  as  a  spur^ 
urging  them  to  new  efforts,  made  on  a  scale  that  would 
insure  success.  The  first  step  was  taken  by  the  Lords 
of  the  Admiralty,  who  in  March,  1849,  offered  a  reward 
of  twenty  thousand  pounds  to  any  man  or  party  who 
should  render  efficient  aid  to  Sir  John  Franklin  or  his 
men.  A  second  reward  of  three  thousand  pounds  was 
offered  by  Lady  Franklin,  who  also,  at  her  own  expense, 
sent  a  supply  of  coal  and  provisions  to  be  deposited  on 
the  coast  of  Lancaster  Sound.  These  were  landed  upon 
the  conspicuous  promontory  of  Cape  Hay,  for  the  use  of 
the  missing  party,  should  they  visit  that  region.  She  had 
already  sent,  by  a  ship  of  one  of  the  earlier  expeditions, 
a  large  quantity  of  similar  stores,  which  had  been  buried 
at  prominent  points  along  the  coast,  the  place  being 
marked  in  each  case  by  a  tall  signal  post,  with  an  arrow 
painted  upon  it,  pointing  out  the  exact  spot  where  the 
articles  were  concealed. 

It  was  in  this  year  also  that  she  addressed  to  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  United  States  her  well-known  appeal,  in  which 
she  called  upon  the  Americans  as  a  "  kindred  people  to 
join  heart  and  hand  in  the  enterprise  of  snatching  the 
lost  navigators  from  a  dreary  grave."  After  referring  to 
the  reward  offered  by  the  British  Government,  she  said : 

"  This  announcement,  which,  even  if  the  sum  offered 
had  been  doubled  or  trebled,  would  have  met  with  public 
approbation,  comes,  however,  too  late  for  our  whalers 
which  had  unfortunately  sailed  before  it  was  issued,  and 
which,  even  if  the  news  should  overtake  them  at  their 
Ashing  grounds,  are  totally  unfitted  for  any  prolonged 
adventure,  having  only  a  few  moulW  ^^oNm^w-^  Q»\:L\i^"5i.\^^ 
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bd  no  additional  clolhiiia;.  To  (he  American  whalers, 
toth  ill  tlic  Atlantic  and  Pacific,  I  look  with  more  hope 
I  competitors  for  tlie  prize,  being  well  awaro  of  their 
humber  and  strength,  their  thorough  equipment,  and  tlie 
pold  spirit  of  enterprise  that  animates  their  crews.  But 
|.vciituro  to  look  even  beyond  these.  I  am  not  without 
■ope  that  you  will  deem  it  not  unworthy  of  a  great  and 
Kindred  nation  to  take  up  the  cause  of  humanity  in  which 
I  plead  in  a  national  spirit,  and  thus  generously  make  it 

mr  own." 
I  The  Secretary  of  State,  Mr.  Clayton,  at  once  sent  an 
"encouraging  reply  to  Lady  Franklin,  and  President  Taylor, 
calling  the  attention  of  Congress  to  the  matter  in  a  special 
message,  stated  his  earnest  desii-e  that  all  possible  assist- 
ance should  bo  rendered.     He  had  already  caused  notice 
of  the  rewards  offered,  and  information  regarding  the 
probable  means  of  finding  the  lost  vessels,  to  be  circulated 
among  whalers  and  seafaring  men  all  over  the  countiy. 
Popular  feeling  favored   Lady  Franklin  and  her  cause, 
and  when  Mr.  Henry  Grinnell  of  New  York  offered  to 
■ovide  two  folly  equipped  vessels  at  his  own  expense, 
paking  only  that  tlio  government  would  transfer  to  them 
bme  thirty  men  from    the  navy,  there  was  a  general 
wire  tiiat  the  proposition  should  he  accepted.     Merao- 
als  to  that  eiTect  were  sent  to  Congress  from  the  cities 
New  York   and  Philadelptiia.     TJie  matter  was  not 
decided,  however,  for  a  year. 

In  1850  the  two  Grinnell  vessels,  the  "  Advance"  and 
^'Rescue,"  sailed  under  the  command  of  Lieutenant  De 
Baven.  In  the  same  year  and  for  the  Bame  purpose  there 
"ent  from  England,  in  all,  ten  other  vessels.  Of  these 
6*0,  the  "  Lady  Franklin,"  a  fine  vessel  of  two  hundred  and 
flirenty  tons, and  (he  "  Sophia"  (named  after  Miss  Cracroft), 
"brig  of  one  hundred  and  twenty  tons,  were  fitted  out  afc 
lady  Franklin's  desire  and  mainXy  a.\,\\ftt  qna^i.  t-s-v*'^^*" 
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Tliey  were  placed  under  the  command  of  Captain  Penny.  I 

A  third  vessel,  tlie  "  Prince  Albert,"  was  paid  for  by  Lady 
Franklin  andlicr  friends.  She  defrayed  two-tliirda  of  tho 
e-tpenae  by  meana  of  eelliiig  out  of  the  funds  all  the 
money  which  she  could  legally  disjjose  of.  The  com- 
mander of  the  "Albert "  waa  Ccptain  Forsyth,  who  volun- 
teered for  the  aervico  and  would  accept  no  pay.  Lidecd, 
the  number  of  voluuteera  who  desired  no  other  compensa- 
tion than  the  honor  of  aiding  in  the  search  was  a  marked 
feature  iii  the  long  scries  of  arctic  voyages  made  with 
the  intent  of  learning  Sir  John  Frankliu's  fate. 

»Tlie  result  of  tlio  daring  and  persistent  explorationa  of 
these  twelve  vessels  may  be  summed  up  in  a  few  words. 
Captain  Ommaney,  commanding  the  "Assistance,"  dis- 
covered at  Beachy  Head  traces  of  on  encampment  which 
he  supposed  to  bo  Franklin's.  Lieutenant  De  Haven, 
of  the  American  expedition,  landed  and  confirmed  the 
discovery.  Captain  Penny  of  tlae  "  Lady  Franklin  "  visited 
tlie  same  place,  explored  it  thoroughly,  and  found  all  tho 
indications  of  a  wint«r  cucampment,  and  the  graves  of 
three  of  Franklin's  men.  The  dates  upon  the  headboards 
showed  that  the  party  had  been  there  during  the  winter 
of  1845-6 — that  is,  the  first  winter  after  leaving  England. 
In  tho  summer  of  1851  the  twelve  veaaela  returned 
home,  one  after  another.  The  "  Prince  Albert,"  however, 
was  not  allowed  to  remain  long  in  English  waters.  Lady 
Franklin  caused  her  to  be  elaborately  and  expensively 
refitted,  her  bow  and  stern  sheathed  with  wrought  i 
her  sides  protected  by  {jlauking,  and  sent  her  forth  again 
to  bravo  the  perils  of  the  North.  She  sailed  in  Jmie, 
1851,  from  Stromiiesa,  and  Lady  Franklin  herself  came 
down  to  see  her  off.  After  a  touching  farewell  to  officers 
■■<)uid  men,  she  watched  her  staiidiiig  out  to  sea,  the  Union 
^K^ack  streaming  from  her  peak  and  tlie  French  flag  %ing 
^Ht  the  fore.    ThU  was  in  \\.ottO'c  (j1  lAaiateuant  Bellot  . 
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teond    in   command),  a   young   Frenchman    whom  a 
uiautic  love  of   adventure  had  led  to  leave  his  native 
Xiuiitry  and  offer  his  services  to  Lady  Franklin. 

In  1852  the  English  government  sent  out  another  expe- 
dition of  five  vessels  under  the  command  of  Sir  Edward 
Belcher.  In  the  same  year,  in  consequence  of  a  rumoi- 
received  through  an  Esquimau.^  interpreter,  that  Sir  John 
and  his  crews  had  been  murdered  at  Wolstenholme 
Sound,  Lady  Franklin  refitted  the  screw  steamer  "  Isabel " 
"  and  sent  her  to  investigate  the  report,  which  proved  to  be 
wholly  false.  The  next  year  this  steamer  was  again 
refitted  at  her  expense,  and  carried  supplies  to  Captains 

—  CoUinson  and  M'Clure  of  the  government  expedition  at 
Behring  Strait. 

But  it  was  not  until  1854  that  further  authentic  tidings 
were  obtained  of  llie  missing  explorers.  In  that  year 
.  Dr.  Rae,  at  the  head  of  a  land  party  sent  by  the  Hudson's 
_  Bay  Company,  learned  from  the  Esquimaux  that,  in  1850, 
about  forty  white  men  had  been  seen  dragging  a  boat 
_  near  the  north  shore  of  Xing  William's  Island,  and  that, 
later  in  the  season,  they  had  all  died  from  cold  and 
hunger.  The  story  was  confirmed  by  the  finding  among 
the  Esquimaux  of  articles  once  the  property  of  Sir  John 
and  his  officers,  all  of  which  Dr.  Rae  secured  and  brought 
back  with  him.  He  obtained  the  reward  of  ten  thousand 
pounds  offered  by  the  Admiralty  to  whomsoever  should 
'first  ascertain  the  fate  of  the  missing  expedition.  A 
search  party  sent  next  year  by  the  government  to  the 
spot  mentioned  by  the  Esquimaux,  recovered  many 
further  relics. 

Lady  Franklin  was  not  satisfied.    She  had  given  up 
all  hope  of  her  husband's  life.     He  had  been  t«n  years 

-  -lost;  his  party  was  provisioned  for  but  three  years  ;  and 
^  he  was  sixty  years  old  when  he  sailed.  But  her  feeliiv^si 
^^d  not  permit  her  to  rest  until  she  \iai  iesK,\].ft6.  iks*.-^, 
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^^M  ble  Burviror  and  recovered  the  records  of  the  expedition, 
^^B  if  tliej  yet  existed.  She  appealed  to  Lord  Palmerstoii  to 
^^1  make  one  further  attempt.  In  hor  memorial  she  dwelt  with 
^^B  efipccial  emphasis  upon  the  incident  of  the  "  Resolute," 
^^H  abandoned  by  the  English  during  a  government  search 
^^1  expedition,  found  by  an  Annerican  whaler,  reGtted,  and 
^^H  presented  by  Congress  to  tha  Queen.  J 

^^B      "  My  Lord,"  she  says, "  you  will  not  let  this  rescued  andfl 
^^M  restored   ship,  emblematic  of  so  many  enlightened  and! 
^^B  generous   sentiments,  fail   even  partially  in  her  eignifi-l 
^H  cant   mission.      I   venture    to    hope   that   she    will   baa 
^H     accepted  in  the  spirit  in  which  she  is  sent.     I  humbly  ^ 
trust  that  the  American  people,  and  especially  that  phil- 
anthropic citizen  who  has  spent  so  largely  of  his  private 
•  fortune  in  the  search  for  the  lost  ships,  and  to  whom  ■ 
was  committed  by  his  government  tlie  entire  charge  oM 
the  equipment  of  the  '  Resolute,'  will  ba  rewarded   foiM 
this  signal  act  of  sympathy  by  seeing  her  restored  to  her 
original  vocation,  so  that  she  may  bring  back  from  the 
Arctic  seas,  if  not  some  living  remnant  of  our  long-lost 

■  countrymen,  yet  at  least  the  proofa  that  they  have  nobly  J 
perished."  I 

She  adds,  that  should  her  request  be  denied,  she  ynllM 
herself  send  out  a  vessel.  Tlie  Government,  busy  wiUl'l 
affairs  in  the  east,  was  not  willing  to  &t  out  another  expejfl 
dition.  ^ 

I  She  kept  her  word.  The  last  and  most  successful  of 
this  long  series  of  adventures  and  perilous  searches,  was 
due  solely  to  her  heroic  persistence.  Aided  by  subscrip- 
tions from  her  friends,  she  bought  and  refitted  for  ArctiQ 
service  the  screw  yacht  "  Fox."  Captain  M'Cliutork. 
already  distinguished  in  former  search  expeditions,  was  J 
placed  in  command  of  her,  and  she  sailed  upon  the  1 
da,f  of  June,  1857.  Lady  Franklin,  accompanied  by  Mis£ 
Iracwit,  camg  on  board  to  Vvi  iUa  gl 
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Captain  M'Clintock,  observing  lier  agitation,  tried  to 
Picpress  the  enthusiasm  of  bia  men,  but  in  vain.     Aa  she 
Keft  tlie  vessel  she  was  saluted  by  the  crew  with  three 
jprolonged,  thuDdeiing  cheers. 

Her  letter  of  instruction  to  Captain  M'Clintock  is  so 
Joharactcristic  tliat  I  give  it  in  full : 
*^ My  dear  Captain  M'Clintock: 

"  Tou  have  kindly  invited  me  to  give  you  '  instructions,' 
'  l)ut  I  cannot  bring  myself  to  feel  that  it  would  be  riglit 
in  mc  in  any  way  to  influence  your  judgment  in  the  con- 
duct of  your  noble  undertaking ;  and  indeed  I  have  no 
temptation  to  do  so,  since  it  ap])eara  to  me  that  your 
views  are  almost  identical  with  those  which  I  had  inde- 
pendently formed  before  I  had  the  advantage  of  being 
thorouglily  possessed  of  yours.  But  had  this  been  other- 
wise, I  trust  you  would  have  found  me  ready  to  prove 
the  implicit  confidence  I  place  in  you  by  yielding  my  own     ^^ 

» views  to  your  more  enlightened  judgment ;  knowing,  too,  ^H 
&s  I  do,  that  your  whole  heart  also  is  in  the  cause,  even  ^| 
as  my  own  is.  As  to  the  objects  of  tJie  expedition  and  ^^ 
their  relative  importance,  I  am  sure  you  know  that  the  ' 

rescue  of  any  possible  survivor  of  tho  'Erebus'  and 
'  Terror '  would  be  to  me,  as  it  would  to  you,  the  noblest 
result  of  our  efforts.  • 

"  To  tliis  object  I  wish  every  other  t«  be  subordinate ; 
and,  next   to   it   in   importauce,  ia  the  recovery  of  the   , 
unspeakably  precious  documents  of  the  expedition,  pub-  i 
lie  and  private,  and  the  personal  relics  of  my  dear  hus- 
band and  his  companions, 

"  And  lastly,  I  trust  it  may  be  in  your  power  to  confirm, 
directly  or  inferentially,  the  claims  of  my  husband's  e.ipe-  I 
dition  to  the  earliest  discovery  of  the  passage,  which,  if   | 
Dr.  Rae's  report  be  true  (and  the  Government  of  o 
country  has  accepted  and   rewarded  it  as  hucK'^,  IV^ssr.  ' 
martyrs  in  a  jioble  cause  adiVevei.  at  \.\\t\t  ^is^.  «."i-"w«.«iA?s 
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Bfter  five  long  years   of  labor  and  sufferiug,  if  n3 
earlier  period. 

"  I  am  sure  yon  will  do  all  that  man  can  do  for  tbe  ^ 

attaionieiit  of  all  these  objects ;  my  only  fear  is  that  yon 

may  spend  yonreelvcs  too  much  in  the  effort;  and  you 

must  therefore  let  mc  tell  you  how  much  dearer  to  mo 

^^ft  even  than  any  of  them  is  the  preservation  of  tlie  valuable  J 

^^Blives  of  the  little  baud  of  heroes  vho  are  your  company 

^^r  ions  and  follon^ers. 

"  May  God  in   his  great  mercy  preserve  yon  all  fronj-.l 

harm  amidst  the  labors  and  perils  which  await  yon,  and  f 

^^   restore  you  to  us  in  health  and  safety,  as  well  as  honor!  J 

^^L  As  to  the  honor  1  can  have  no  misgiving.     It  will  Ija  I 

^^P  yours  as  much  if  you  fail  (since  you  may  fail  in  Bpite  of  I 

^™  every  effort)  as  if  you  succeed;   and    be   assured  that,  I 

under  any  and  all  circumatancei  whatever,   such   is  inyl 

unbounded  conlidence  in  you,  you  will  ever  possess  andl 

(be  entitled  to  the   enduring   gratitude  of  your   sincereJ 
and  attached  friend,  Jane  Fbanklin." 

The  confidence  expressed  in  this  letter  was  not  mis-_ 
placed.  Captain  M'Cliutock'a  heart  was  indeed  in  tho; 
work,  and  his  enthusiasm  was  shared  alike  by  ofiicers' 
and  crew.  It  was  a  bitter  disappointment  to  tliem  all 
when  in  August  their  vessel  was  caught  in  the  ice  in 
Melville  Bay,  and  they  were  obliged  to  remain  in  the 
pack,  drifting  with  it  when  it  drifted,  until  the  nest  spring. 
During  this  long  detention  Lady  Franklin  was  often  in 
their  thoughts,  and  they  spoke  sorrowfully  of  the  grief 
she  would  experience  when  she  learned  of  the  delay. 
The  feeling  of  the  crew  towards  her  was  described  by 
Captain  M'Clintock  as  "  veneration."  She  was  remembered: 
on  alt  their  holidays,  and  at  their  Christmas  dinner  her 
health  and  that  of  Miss  Cracroft  were  drunk  with  accla- 
^^niaiions.     It  was  also  uiiaii\miii3,6V"j  -resolved,  after 
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killing  of  the  first  bear,  that  its  sliin  should  be  presented 
J  her  as  a  joint  gift  from  tlie  ofBcera  and  crew,  all  of 
whom  had  assisted  in  tlie  hunt. 

At  last  the  "  Fox  "  escaped  from  the  ice  and  proceeded 

upon  her  way.     In  May,  1859,  one  of  her  officers,  Lieu- 

-  tenant  llobson,  discovered  a  cairn  containing  a  record  of 

the  lost  expedition.     This  record  consisted  of   a  note, 

■written  in  1847,  stating  their  success  up  lo  that  time,  and 

L  adding  that  all  were  well.     But  around  the  margin  another 

t'hand,  writing  a  year  later,  gave  a  sadly  different  story. 

From  this  writer,  who  was  Captain  Fitzjames,  wo  learn 

Itbat   Sir  John  Franklin  died  Jnno  eleventh,  1847,  and 

Bthat  in  April  of  the  next  year,  only  two   days  before  the 

I  date  of  this  record,  the  "Erebus"  and   "Terror"  were 

■abandoned,  and  their  crows  landed  under  the  command 

mot  Captain  Crozier.     A  note   in   Captain  Crozier's  hand- 

Kirriting  added  that  they  wore  to  start  the  next  day  for 

(Back's  Fish  Biver. 

To  this  river,  accordingly,  the  searchers  of  the  "  Fox  " 

'  proceeded  ;  and  there  they  found  numerous  relics  of  the 

party,  including  silver   articles  marked   with   Sir  Joha 

Franklin's  crest,  a  boat,  watches,  clothing,  and  several ' 

I  skeletons.     The  Esquimaux    of  the   region  remembered 

the  coming  of  these  strangers,  and  said  that  all  of  titem 

lad  perished  of  cold  and  hunger ;  which  was,  indeed,  but 

J  evident. 

"  They  would  fall  down  and  die  as  they  walked  along  ! 
pho  ice,"  said  au  old  Esquimaux  woman  to  Captain 
rClintock. 
With  this  news  the  "  Fox"  returned  to  England.  Sad 
s  the  certainty  was,  it  must  have  been  a  relief  to  Lady 
,nklin  to  receive  it.  She  learned  from  the  earlier  of 
^c  two  notes  in  the  cairn,  that  her  husband  had  attained 
Hie  great  object  of  his  expedition  ■,  \\e  Vai  ftNw.wie^'sSi. "Sor 
Northwest  Passage.     From  Uic  aecoai.  aaVe.  ^'a  ^'^^^' 
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that  it  had  been  his  great  good  fortune  to  die  on  board 
his  ship,  escaping  all  the  horrors  of  that  terrible  overland 
march.  Indeed,  he  died  before  the  expedition  had 
experienced  anything  other  than  bjrilliant  and  striking 
success. 

In  1860,  Lady  Franklin  was  presented  with  a  gold 
medal  by  the  Royal  Geographical  Society.  She  died  in 
1875.  The  monument  erected  to  her  husband  in  West- 
minster Abbey  records,  after  his  exploits  and  his  fate,  her 
name,  her  devotion,  the  date  of  her  death,  and  the 
inseparable  connection  of  her  fame  with  his. 
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MADAME  DE  MmAMIONt 

CHARITY  is  of  no  age,  race,  or  country.  TravelerB 
among  the  most  savage  tribes  find  kind  and  com- 
passionate hearts,  and  some  of  the  most  excellent  institu- 
tions of  benevolence  have  been  founded  ia  times  of  the 
grossest  corruption  of  manners  and  morals.  In  tlie  worst 
periods  there  are  always  some  who  preserve  their  integrity, 
and  assert  by  their  conduct  the  dignity  of  human  nature. 

Madame  de  Miramion,  a  French  lady  of  rank  and 
fortune,  born  in  1629,  passed  the  whole  of  her  life  near 
the  showy  and  licentious  court  of  Louis  XIV,  and  in  the 
society  of  Paris,  when  that  Bociety  was  most  devoted  to 
pleasure.  But  from  her  childhood  she  was  drawn 
irresistibly  to  a  nobler  life,  and  she  spent  the  greater  part 
of  her  existence  in  alleviating  human  anguish,  and  found- 
ing institutions  wliicli  have  continued  the  same  beneficent 
office  ever  since.  A  beauty  and  an  heiress,  she  turned 
away  from  the  pleasures  of  her  circle  at  the  age  when 
they  are  usually  most  alluring.  At  nine  years  of  age  the 
death  of  her  mother,  a  woman  devoted  to  piety  and  good 
works,  saddened  her  life  and  made  her  for  a  while  morbid 
in  her  feelings.  In  the  midst  of  a  gay  and  brilliant  circle 
of  relations  and  friends,  the  child  was  moody,  sorrowful, 
and  averse  to  society. 

"  I  think  constantly  of  death,"  she  said  one  day  to  her 
governess,  "  and  ask  myself,  should  I  like  to  die  ?  should 
I  like  to  die  at  this  moment  ?" 

The  governess  encouraged  these  feelings, awA  iS&^-aa&sSi. 
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I  the  child  from  indulging  in  the  sports  proper  fo  her yeargj 
[  telling  her  of  eminent  saints  who  denied  themselves 
L  pleasures,  and  even  inflicted  pain  upon  tliemsel' 
[  wearing  hair  shirts  and  girdles  of  iron.     She  saved  liei 
[  muney,  bought  secretly  a  thick  iron  chain,  and  wore 
I  around  her  waist  next  her  skin,  whenever  she  thought  sht 
might  be  in  danger  of  becoming  too  much  interested 
pleasure.     This  was,  indeed,  a  common  practice  in  Fran( 
two  hundred  years  ago.     Like  Florence  Nightingale,  si 
I  liad,  even  in  her  childhood,  a,  remarkable  love  of  nursi 
'  end  amusing  the  sick.     In  a  large  household,  such  as  i 
one  of   which  she   was  a  part,  there  are   always  so 
Hvalids,  and  it  was  her  delight,  during  her  play  hours, 
steal  away  to  their  bedrooms  to  entertain  them  by  rea( 
ing,  and  assist  in  taking  care  of  them.     8he  would  even 
.  glide  from  the  ball-room  on  festive  occasions  to  visit  a 
sick  servant,  happier  to  mitigate  suffering  than  to  enjoy 
pleasure. 

When  she  was  fourteen  her  father  died,  leaving  her,  ai 
orphan  and  an  heiress,  to  the  care  of  an  ambitious  auul 
whose  only  thought  concerning  her  was  to  secure  her 
hrilliant  match  and  see  her  distinguished  in  society.  The 
young  lady  had  no  such  thoughts.  Grief-stricken  at  the 
:>f  her  father,  and  weaned  from  fashionable  pleasure 
still  more  by  that  event,  she  would  have  entered  a  cou- 
'  vent,  if  she  had  not  felt  that  she  must  l>e  a  mother  to  her 
younger  brothers.  For  their  sakes  she  continued  in  the 
world.  Her  aunt,  to  dispel  what  she  deemed  the  gloomy 
Ihoughta  of  an  unformed  girl,  endeavored  to  distract  her 
mind  by  causing  her  to  be  presented  at  court,  by  taking 
her  often  to  the  theatre,  and  making '  parties  for  hep 
entertainment.  She  succeeded  for  a  time,  and  the  young 
lady  gave  herself  up  to  the  enjoyments  provided  for  her. 
She  bad  grown,  meanwhile,  into  a  beauty.  Her  figu: 
itraa  tall,  Unely  formed,  and  eitftcam^-j  'eca.<ife\vis.-,  wa4.\i« 
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T'lacB,  of  ft  noble  loveliness,  with  a  complexion  of  dazzling 
[  purity  and  eyes  of  heavenly  blue,  was  set  off  by  si  great 
I  abuiidauce  of  nut-brown  ringlets,  wliieh  fell  down  about 
I  her  shoulders  and  neck.  But  the  great  charm  of  her 
I  Qouateiiance  was  an  expression  of  mingled  lovo  and. 
L  benevolence,  such  as  usually,  thougli  not  always,  marks 
I  Ihe  fealnres  of  those  who  naturally  delight  in  doing  good. 
'  Among  the  young  ladies  of  lier  time  there  was  none  more 
beautiful  tlian  she,  and  to  her  charms  of  face  and  form 
was  added  the  attraction  of  broad  estates  and  fair 
chateaux,  all  her  own. 

»A8  she  again  showed  Bymptoms  of  discontent  with  a' 
life  of  pleasure,  even  recurring  occasionally  to  the  iron 
chain,  her  aunt  urged  her  to  signify  a  preference  for  one 
of  the  numerous   eligible  lovers  who  had  been  flitting 
round  her  ever  since  her  entrance  into  society.     One  of 
them,  it  seems,  had  attracted  her  regard.     It  was  M.  da 
Hiramion,  who,  as  she  had  observed  at  church  and  else- 
where, was  particularly  attentive   to   his  mother,  which 
^^   led   her   to    believe   he  was   a  worthy  young  man,  wlio 
^L  would   sympathize  with   her  desire  to  hold   aloof  from 
^H  the  frivolous  life  of  her  class.     He  was  rich,  and  of  noble- 
^B  rank,  well  looking,  and  in  love  with  the  beautiful  Mad- 
^H  emrtiselle  de  Rubclle.     They  were  married  —  he  twenty- 
^H  seven,  sated  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world ;  she  sixteen, 
^B  superior  to  them.     All  went  happily  for  a  few  months. 
^H-    '•  I  gave  up  playing  cards,"  slie  wrote,  "  and  going  to 
^Bballs  and  theaters,  which  caused  great  surprise.     I  began 
a  regular  life ;  I  won  over  my  husband,  and  persuaded  him 
to  live  like  a  good  Christian,    We  were  very  much  united, 
and  much  beloved  by  our  family,  with  whom  we  never 
had  any  disagreement,  except  from  their  efforts  to  make 
me  amuse  myself." 

This  harmonious  married  life  was  rudely  teTwcv»»i^^K 
^K  at  the  end  of  six  months,  by  t\ie  AeaWv  ol  S^v^ V\i.*iwi^^ 
^MAci-  an  iJIness  of  a  week.     A.V,  BcxevAce^  -\A.-B&».-K>a  ^'» 
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Miramion  was  a  widow,  aud  about  to  bo  a  mother.  Tlie 
blow  was  so  sudden  and  severe  that  nothing,  perhaps, 
would  have  availed  to  recall  her  to  an  interest  in  mun- 
dane aEfairs  but  the  birth  of  her  daughter.  When  slic 
reappeared  in  the  great  woHd,  slie  was  lovelier  than  ever 
in  her  face  and  person,  and  her  fortune  had  been  increased 
by  her  portion  of  her  husband's  estate.  She  was  a  very 
rich  and  beantiM  widow  of  eighteen,  with  only  the 
incumbrance  of  an  infant  in  arms.  Lovers  again  sur- 
rounded her,  but  she  encouraged  none  of  tliera;  and, 
indeed,  she  was  firmly  resolved  to  dedicate  her  life  to 
the  education  of  her  daughter.  Among  her  suitors  was 
a  rou4  of  high  rank  and  wasted  fortune — a  widower  with 
three  daughters,  who  felt  how  advantageous  it  would  be 
to  add  the  lady's  estate  to  his  own.  Rejected  by  her,  he 
was  given  to  understand  by  a  friend  of  the  family  that 
she  really  liked  him,  and  was  only  prevented  from  marry- 
ing him  by  the  fear  of  offending  her  relations.  This  was 
false,  but  he  believed  it,  and  he  determined  to  carry  her 
off  in  the  style  of  an  old-faahioned  romance. 

On  a  certain  day,  as  the  young  widow  and  her  mother- 
in-law  were  going  in  a  carriage  to  a  church  near  Paris, 
the  vehicle  was  suddenly  surrounded  by  a  baud  of  horse- 
men wearing  masks.  They  stopped  the  carriage  and 
opened  the  door.  The  young  lady  screamed  with  terror, 
which  the  horsemen  attributed  to  her  desire  to  keep  up 
appearances  Irefore  her  mother-in-law,  and  tlierefore  pro- 
ceeded to  execute  tlieir  purpose.  The  old  lady  and  one 
servant  were  left  in  the  road  to  make  their  way  home  as 
best  they  could,  while  the  carriage  containing  the  prize 
was  driven  rapidly  away,  surrounded  by  the  gentlemen  on 
horseback,  led  by  the  lover.  All  day  the  party  galloped 
on  until,  at  the  close  of  the  afternoon,  tlicy  reached  an 
ancient  castle,  with  wall,  moat,  and  draw-bridges,  as  we 
£nd  them  in  tlie  novels  o£  t\\Q  -^eTwA..  ^fttft^-^vt^  of 
two  hundred  of  the  abductor'  a  tneuia  -s^e,  \b.  'ssCx'Cvwi.. 
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[1  armed,  and  all  possessed  with  the  idea  that  the  ohdnc- 
3on  was  undertaken  with  tlie  full  and  free  consent  of  the 
She  soon  undeceived  thcui.    Slie  utterly  refused  to 
iter  the  castle  or  leave  tlie  carriage.     At  length  one  of 
le  gentlemen,  a  knight  of  a  religious  order,  gave  lier  his 
'ord  of  honor  that  if  slie  would  alight  and  remain  in  the 
itle  for  the  night,  she  should  be  set  free  at  daybreak, 
id  conveyed  in  safety  to  her  friends.     She  then  ( 
'sented  to  accept  the  shelter  proffered  her,     Slie  passed 
the  uigbt  in  solitude,  and  in  tlie  morning  was  replaced  in 
her  carriage  and  set  free- 
Such  was  the  state  of  the  law  at  that  time  in  France, 
and  such  the  power  of  the  nobility,  that  the  perpetrators 
of  this  outrage  escaped  punishment,  and  people  generally 
seem  to  have  thought  it  a  gallant  and  liigli-spirited  adven- 
ture, and  one   that  ought  to   have  been  rewarded  with 
success. 

From   this   time  to  the  end  of  Iier  life,  Madame  de 
Miramion  thought  no  more  of  lovers.     After  recovering 
from  the  serious  illness  caused  by  that  day  and  night  of  , 
irror,  she  entered  upon  the  way  of  life  which  has  caused 
ir  name  to  be  remembered  with  honor  and  affection  for   j 
'fewo   cenfunes.      Khe   became    austerely   religious.     She   . 
economized  her  large  income,  bo  as  to  have  the  largest 
possible   sum   to   expend   in    works   and   institutions  of 
charity  —  discarding  all  the    gay  costumes  and  decora- 
tions of  her  sex,  and  wearing  always  a  plain,  peculiar   i 
dress,  like   that  of   a   religious   order.     She  personally   ' 
BUpcrintended  licr  affairs,  and  showed  a  particular  talent  'i 
business,  making  the  most  of    all  her  sources  of 
icomc.     Tlie  education  of  her  daughter  was  her  own  I 
'ork,  and  so  successful  was  she  with  her,  that  when  she 
'as  married  at  fifteen,  she  was  regarded  and  treated  as   . 
mature  womaU)  and  proved  wortliy  of  the  cau&<l<u^'u&  1 
iposed  in  her. 
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Madnmc  dc  Miramion  was  the  first  ludy  in  Europe  who 
ever  tried  systematically  to  reclaim  tlic  falleu  of  licr  own 
sex.  She  hired  a  Bpaeious  house  in  Paris,  iuto  which  aho 
received  those  wlio  wished  to  reform,  and  there  she  main- 
tained and  taught  them,  and  for  such  as  persisted  in 
leading  an  honest  life,  she  procured  places  or  husbands. 
Other  ladies  of  rank  joined  lier  the  King  assisted,  and 
the  establishment  continues  its  benevolent  work   to  the 

» present  day.  She  also  founded  a  dispensary,  which  not 
pnly  supplied  the  poor  with  medicines,  but  instructed  a 
numljcr  of  women  in  the  art  of  preparing  them,  and  in 
the  making  of  sah'es  and  plasters.  An  excellent  institu- 
tion founded  by  her  was  an  industrial  school  for  young 
girls,  where  they  were  tauglit  sewing,  household  arts, 
reading,  writing,  and  the  catechism,  all  the  pupils  being 
furnished  every  day  with  a  good  plain  dinner.  In  all 
tlicse  establishments,  Madame  de  Miramion  labored  with 
her  own  hands  and  head,  setting  an  example  of  devotion 
and  skill  to  all  who  assisted  her.  Her  singular  aptitude 
for  managing  business,  and  her  knowledge  of  finance, 
stood  her  in  good  stead.  During  one  of  those  times  of 
famine  whicli  used  to  desolate  France,  she  hit  upon  the 
expedient  of  selling  a  piece  of  bread  and  a  certain 
quantity  of  soup  at  cost,  or  a  little  below  cost,  by  which 
many  thousands  were  carried  over  the  period  of  scarcity  ' 
who  would  not  have  been  reached  by  cliarity. 

She  spent  her  life  in  labors  like  these,  devoting  herself 
and  all  she  possessed  to  the  mitigation  of  human  woe,   | 

»  reserving  literally  nothing  for  her  own  enjoyment.  It  i 
was  she  who  gave  that  impulse  to  works  of  charity  which 
has  rendered  Paris  the  city  of  Europe  -most  abounding  in 
organ  illations  for  the  alleviation  of  poverty  and  pain. 
She  died  in  1694,  Recently  her  memoirs  have  been 
published  in  Paris  by  a  morabcc  of  her  family,  and  the 
work,  I  /iD/je,  will  find  its  waj,t\iicia^Mi.\:'CM\*a.*C\>«i,'«ja 
readers  in  America. 


PEG  O'NEAL. 

SIXTY  years  ago,  there  used  to  be  in  Washington  a 
spacious  tavern  in  the  old-fashioned  Southern  style, 
ikept  by  William  O'Neal,  who  had  lived  in  the  neighbor- 
hood before  the  capital  was  built  on  the  shores  of  the 
Potomac.  This  landlord  had  a  pretty  daughter  named 
Peg,  who  was  the  pet  of  the  house  from  babyhood  to 
womanhood.  Slic  was  somewhat  free  and  easy  in  her 
manners,  as  girls  are  apt  to  l)e  who  grow  up  in  such  cir- 
cumstauces ;  and  it  did  not  immediately  occur  to  her  that 
a  young  lady  of  twenty  cannot  behave  with  quite  the  free- 
dom of  a  girl  of  twelve,  without  exciting  ill-natured 
|i|emark. 
I  Among  the  boarders  of  this  old  tavern,  whenever  he 
«Bme  to  Washington,  was  General  Andrew  Jackson,  of 
Tennessee,  who  had  known  the  landlord  in  the  olden  time 
when  lie  used  to  pass  through  that  region  on  his  way  from 
Nashville  to  his  seat  in  Congress  at  Philadelphia.  Mrs. 
B^oclcson,  also,  occasionally  accompanied  the  general  to 
^pie  seat  of  government,  where  she  became  warnJy 
Attached  both  to  Mrs.  O'Neal  and  to  her  daughter,  Peg. 
The  general  nowhere  in  Washington  felt  himself  so  mucli 
at  home  as  in  this  old  tavern.  No  one  could  make  him 
Lud  his  plain,  fat  little  wife  so  comfortable  as  Mrs,  O'Neal, 
pid  no  one  could  fill  the  general's  corn-cob  pipe  more 
Kseeptably  than  the  lively  and  beautiful  Peg. 
[  In  due  time,  Peg  O'Neal,  as  she  was  universally  called, 
3  the  wife  of  a  purser  in  the  navy,  named  Timber^ 


■4  PEG   0  NBAL. 

lake,  who,  while  on  duty  in  the  Mediterranean,  committed 
suicide,  in  consequence,  it  was  supposed,  of  a  drunken 
debaucli  on  shore.  He  left  hia  widow  with  two  children 
id  little  fortune,  hut  still  young  and  beautiful. 
Early  in  1829,  Senator  Eaton  of  Tennessee,  one  of 
General  Jackson's  most  intimate  frionds  and  political 
allies  (an  old  boarder,  too,  at  the  O'Neal  tavern),  was 
dis[)oged  to  marry  the  widow  ;  hut,  before  doing  so,  con- 
Bultcd  General  Jackson. 

"  Why,  yes,  Major,"  replied  the  general,  "  if  you  love 
the  woman,  and  she  will  have  you,  marry  her  by  all 

.  means." 

■    Major  Katon  observed  that  the  young  widow  had  not 

HBCapcd  reproach,  and  that  even  himself  was  supposed  to 

*have  been  too  fond  of  her. 

*■  Well,"  said  the  general,  "  your  marrying  her  will  dis- 
prove these  charges,  and  restore  Peg's  good  name." 

They  were  married  in  January,  1829 ;  and  a  few  weeka 
after,  General  Jackson  was  inaugurated  President  of  the 
United  States.  In  forming  his  cabinet,  the  President 
assigned  the  Department  of  War  to  his  old  friend  and 
neighbor,  Major  Eaton.  This  appointment  suddenly 
invested  his  wife  with  social  importance.  Extravagant 
stories  circulated  in  Washington  respecting  Mrs.  Eaton, 
and  the  ladies  made  up  their  minds  with  one  accord  that 
they  would  not  call  upon  her,  nor  in  any  way  recognize 
her  existence  as  the  wife  of  a  cabinet  minister. 

Meanwhile,  General  Jackson  remained  in  ignorance  of 
this  new  outbreak  of  scandal ;  but  before  he  had  been  a 
month  at  the  White  House  a  distinguished  clergyman  of 
Philadelphia,  Dr.  Ely,  wrote  him  a  long  letter  detailing 
the  slander  at  great  length,  and  calling  upon  him  to 
repudiate  Mrs.  Eaton.  General  Jackson  had  his  faults, 
but  he  never  did  a  mean  thing  nor  a  cowardly  thing  in 

b'lB  life.     The  manner  in  \i\i\tt\v\\eftft\,siio"(A  defending  the 


# 
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daugliter  of  his  old  friend,  and  his  wife's  old  friend,  doea 
him  as  much  honor  as  oue  o£  his  campaifriia.     He  replied 
^^  to  Dr.  Ely  in  a  letter  of  several  sheets,  iu  which  he  exam- 
ined the  stories  with  soraethiiig  of  the  coolness  of  an  old 
Jawyer,  and  very  mueh  of  the  warmth  of  a  friend.     One  ' 
F  the  charges  was  that  the  deceased  Timberiake  believed  j 
j^ll  tliis  scandal,  and  cherished  deep  resentment  against  J 
lEaton.     Tlie  general  met  this  in  a  triumphant  manner: 

"  How  can  such  a  tale  be  reconciled  with  the  following  i 
lacts?     While  now  writing,  I  turn  my  eyes  to  theuiantel- 
jpiece,  where  I  behold  a  present  sent  mo  by  Mr.  Timber- 
lake  uf  a  Turkish  pipe,  about  three  weeks  before  his  death, 
«ud  presented  through  Mr.  Eaton,  whom  in  hiB  letter  ha  J 
Italia  his  friend." 

Iu  a  similar  way  he  refuted  the  other  accusations,  and  1 
he  kept  up  tlie  defence  in  letter  after  letter,  with  the  same  J 
energy  and  fire  tliat  he  had  displayed  in  hurUng  the  Eng-  I 
lish  troops  back  from  New  Orleans.  I  have  had  in  my  I 
hands  hundreds  of  pages  of  manuscript  in  General  Jack-  I 
son's  writing,  or  caused  to  be  written  by  him,  all  relating  I 
;to  this  affair,  and  all  produced  in  the  early  weeks  of  t 
fiiew  adraiuistration.  He  brought  it  before  his  cabinet. 
He  summoned  the  chief  propagator  of  the  scandals;  he  I 
moved  heaven  and  earth.  But,  for  once  iu  his  life,  the  1 
general  was  completely  baffled ;  the  ladies  would  not  call  J 
,apon  Mrs.  Eaton ;  not  even  the  general's  niece,  Mrs.  J 
Donelson,  the  raiatresa  of  the  White  House. 

"Any  thing  else,  uncle,"  she  said,  "I  will  do  for  you, 
ibut  I  will  not  call  upon  Mrs.  Eaton." 

Tlie  general  was  so  indignant  that  he  advised  her  to  go 
back  to  Tennessee ;    and  she   went   back,  she  and  her 
husbaud,   private   secretary   to   the   President.     General  i 
Jackson's  will  was  strong,  but  be  discovered  on  this  occOri 
sion  that  woman's  won't  was  stronger. 
I      In  the  midst  of  this  controveTs^,-^Wtv'OTv%\ft^\w;^' 


tlie  geneml  were  exasperated  to  the  Iiiglieat  pitclO 
ttrrivcd  in  Waaliington  Martin  Yan  Buren  to  assume  tliffl 
oftii;o  of  Secretary  of  Stat«.  Mr.  Van  Bureu,  besid^ 
being  one  of  tlie  moat  good-natured  of  men,  and  a  woithjrj 
gentleman  in  all  respects  (to  whom  justice  bas  not  beeiii 
done),  had  no  ladies  in  his  family.  He  ^as  a  widowerl 
without  daugliters.  He  was  also  the  friend  and  close  ally 
of  Major  Eaton.  Soon  after  his  arrival  in  Washington, 
be  called  upon  Mrs.  Eaton  as  a  matter  of  course,  but 
treated  her  with  particular  respect  as  a  victim  of  calumny, 
lie  did  a  great  deal  more  tlian  this.  He  used  the  whole 
influence  of  liis  position  as  Secretary  of  State  to  set  her 
■  right  before  the  world. 

Among  the  diplomatic  corps,  it  chanced  that  the  Bi'itiab  | 
I  Minister  Mr.  Vaiighan,  and  the  Russian  Minister  Baron  I 
I  Krudener  were  both  bachelors,  and  Mr.  Van  Buren  easily 
I  enlisted  titent  in  the  cause.     Balls  were  given  by  them  at  j 
I  which  they  treated  the  lady  with  the  most  marked  atteu-  J 
l-tion,  and  contrived  various  expedients  to  get , the  other.  ] 
ladies  into  positions  where  they  would  be  comiiullcd  to,  ^ 
I  speak  civilly  to  her.     All  was  in  vain.     The  ladies  hel^ 
f  tbeir  ground  with  undaunted  pertinacity,  yielding  ncitliei 
\  to  the  President's  wrath  nor  to  the  Secretary's  devices. 

The  nickname  given  to  Mrs.  Eaton  by  the  hostile  factioi^ 

I  was  Bellona,  the  goddess  of  war.     A  letter-writer  of  thq 

i  day  sent  to  one  of  the  New  York  papers  amusing  accounts 

of  the  gallant  efforts  of  the  thi-ee  old  Wchelors  to  "  keefj 

Belloiia  afloat"  in  the  society  of  the  capital. 

ill  and  supper,"  he  says.  "  were  got  up  by  hil 
excellency,  the  British  Minister,  Mr.  Vaughan,  a  particu- 
lar friend  of  Mr.  Van  Buren.  After  various  stratagems 
to  keep  Bellona  afloat  during  the  evening,  in  which  almoBt_ 
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^c  table,  where,  in  pursuance  of  that  instinctive  power 

:  inattention  to  whatever  it  seems  improper  to  notice 

the  ladies  seemed  not  to  Itiiow  that  she  was  at  the  table. 

TliiB  ball  and  supper  were  followed  by  another  given  by  the 

Russian  Minister.     To  guard  against  the  reiHJtition  of  the 

spontaneous  dissolution  of  the  cotillions  and  the  neglect 

I  of  llic  ladies  at  supper  (where  you  must  observe,  none 

[  but  ladies  had  seats),  Mr.  Van  Buren  made  a  direct  and 

I  «arnest  appeal  to  the  lady  of  the  Minister  from  Holland, 

)  Mrs.  Huygens,  whom  lie  entreated  to  consent  to  be  intro- 

i  duced  fo  the  accorafjlished  and  lovely  Mrs.  Eaton. 

"  The  ball  scene  arrived,  and  Mi's.  Huygens,  with  uncom- 
mon    dignity,   maintained    licr    ground,     avoiding    tlio 
ladvances  of  Bellona  and  her  associates  until  supper  was 
tannounced,  when  Mrs.  Huygens  was  informed  by  Barou 
[  Krudener  that  Mr.  Eaton  would  conduct  her  to  the  table. 
I.  She  declined  and  remonstrated,  but  in  the  moautimp  Mr 
r Eaton  advanced  to  offer  his  arm.     She  at  first  objected, 
I  but  to  relieve  him  from  his  embarrassment  walked  with 
Uhlm  to  the  table,  where  she  found  Mrs.  Eaton  (seated  at 
I  the    head,   beside   an    empty   cliair   for   herself.      Mrs, 
[-Huygens  had  no  alternative  but  to  become  an  instrument 
Ito  the  intrigue,  or  decline  taking  supper  ;  slie  cliose  the 
Hatter,  and  taking  hold  of  her  husband's  arm  ivilhdre' 
prom  the  room.     This  was  the  offence  for  which  General 
iJackson  afterwards  threatened  to  send  her  husband  liumo, 
"  The  next  spene  in  the  drama  was  a  grand  dinner,  given, 
fin  the  east  room  of  the  palace  where  it  was  arranged  that 
■.  Vflughan  was  to  conduct  Mrs.  Eaton  to  the  table  and 
[place  her  at  the  side  of  the  President,  who  took  care  by 
marked    attention   to   admonish   all  present  (about 
feighty,  including  the  principal  officers  of  the  government 
md  their  ladies)  that  Mrs.  Eaton  was  one  of  bis  favorites, 
ilind  that  he  expected  her  to  be  treated  as  suclv  v-a.  ^V 
J»laces.     Dinner  being  over  Van   com^^n-j  ^*itvt%4.  \Kt  ''^ft 
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coffee  room  to  indulge  in  the  exhilarating  conversation 
which  wine  and  good  company  usually  excite.  But  all 
would  not  do.  Nothing  would  move  ihe  inflexible  ladies," 
Mr.  Van  Iluren's  conduct  completely  won  the  affection 
of  General  Jackson,  of  which  during  the  summer  of  1830 
he  gave  a  most  extraordinary  proof.  Being  exceedingly 
sick,  and  not  expected  to  live  through  his  first  term,  he 
wrote  a  letter  strongly  recommending  Mr.  Van  Buren  as 
his  Biiccosaor  to  the  presidency,  and  denouncing  his  rival, 
Cathoun,  as  signally  undt  for  the  position.  The  letter 
was  confided  to  the  custody  of  Major  William  B.  Lewis, 
of  Nashville,  who  permitted  mc  to  copy  it  in  1858  for  use 
in  my  Life  of  Jackson.  It  had  lain  in  a  green  box,  with 
other  private  documents  of  a  similar  nature,  for  twenty- 
eight  years;  for,  as  the  general  in  part  recovered  his 
health,  it  was  never  used  for  the  purpose  intended.  Not 
the  less,  however,  did  General  Jackson,  by  a  long  scries 
of  skillful  maneuvres,  secure  for  Mr.  Van  Buren  the 
accession  to  the  presidency- 
Finding  the  ladies  resolute,  and  being  himself  consti- 
tutionally unable  to  give  up,  General  Jackson  broke  up 
his  cabinet,  quarreled  with  Calhoun,  drove  him  into  imlli- 
fication,  sent' Van  Buren  abroad  as  Minister  to  England, 
and,  in  short,  changed  the  course  of  events  in  tlie  United 
States  for  half  a  century ;  all  because  the  Washington 
ladies  would  not  call  upon  Mrs.  Eaton.  Some  time  after 
the  close  of  the  Jackson  administration  Mrs.  Eaton  was 
again  left  a  widow;  hut  this  time,  she  was  left  a  rich 
widow.  For  many  years  she  lived  in  Washington  in  very 
elegant  style,  in  a  house  all  alive  and  merry  with  children 
and  grandchildren.  In  her  old  age  she  was  so'  unfor- 
tunate as  to  marry  a  young  Italian  dancing-master,  who 
squandered  her  fortune,  and  brougjit  her  gray  haira  in 
poverty  and  sorrow  to  the  grave.  She  died  in  Wasliing- 
ton  a  iew  jears  ago,  aged  -aXiovit  cX^Vt-^-loMx  'jvm*.. 
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Was  Geheral  Jackson  right  in  carrying  his  defence  of 
Mrs.  Eaton  to  this  extreme  ?  We  may  say  of  General 
Jackson  that  he  often  did  a  right  thing  in  a  wrong  way. 
If  he  did  not  succeed  in  making  the  ladies  call  upon  Mrs. 
Eaton,  he  gave  tlie  politics  of  the  country  a  turn  which, 
upon  the  whole,  was  beneficial. 


I 


MR3.   L.  N.  MONMOUTH,  AND  HOW  SHE  LIVEP   OHj 
FORTY  DOLLARS  A  TEAR. 

HERE  is  a  true  tale  of  a  lady,  still  living  among  u 
wlio  rescued  her  home,  her  life,  her  happiness,  ami 
her  dignity  aa  a  gentlewoman,  from  an  abyss  of  circuad 
stances  that  threatened  to  enffulf  them  all.     She  is  th 
Mrs.  L.  H.  Monmouth,  of  Canterbury,  New  Hampshire,  d 
whom  the  reader  may  havo  casually  heard,  who  in  m]^ 
die  age,  half  disabled,  and  an  invalid,  suddenly  lost  hfl 
fortune.     She  had  been  living  in  comfort  and  apparc 
security  in  the  receipt  of  a  modest,  but  sufficient  incomn 
much  of  which  slic  spent  in  cliarity.     She   awoke  orij 
morning   and   fouud   heraelf    without   a   dollar — everj 
thing  gone  but  the  old  liomestead  that  sheltered  her. 

Too  ill  to  work,  afllicted  with  a  crippled  arm  and  otA 
blind  eye,  and  dazed  by  tlie  suddenness  of  her  misfol 
tune,  she  was  at  her  wits'  end  to  know  what  to  do. 
this  emergency,  friends  were   not  backward  iu  offcrid 
their  advice. 

"Take  boarders,"  said  one. 

"Sell  your  place  and  buy  a  cottage,"  said  another. 

"Let  it,  and  hire  your  board,"  said  a  third. 

Others,  perliapa  aa  well-meaning,  but  even  less  pra 
tical,  counseled  her  to  bo  resigned,  to  rely  on  Provideuof 
to  trust  and  pray.  A  few  added  Ihc  vogue  though  kind) 
phrase : 

"When  you  want  anything,  be  sure  and  let  us  knov j 

If  tliese  various  Bug.i^eBtiona  wL-ro  of  any  asaistauce  \ 
Mrs.  Momnoutli  in  her  trouble,  it  was  onlr  in  showic 


MRS.   L.   N.   MONMOUTH.  431 

ler  that  she  must  think  and  act  for  herself.  Take  board- 
irs  she  would  not,  on  account  of  her  healtli.  Her  house, 
sold  it,  would  not  bring  more  llian  six  hundred 
dollars,  a  sum  too  small  for  the  pnichasc  of  a  cottage, 
jlind  which,  if  used  for  paying  board,  would  soon  liavo 
ipped  away  and  left  lior  dependent  upon  charity. 
Tlie  house  was  old,  dreary,  and  dilapidated.  "The 
leaked,"  she  says,  "the  windows  were  rickety, 
fJie  chimney  discharged  a  mournful  brickbat  in  every 
driving  storm."  But  it  was  a  shelter;  it  was  deal-  to 
Iter ;  and  she  resolved  to  keep  it.  The  land  upon  wliich 
it  stood  yielded  twenty  dnUai-s  a  year  in  hay,  twelve  for 
pasture,  and  in  good  years  thr«e  for  apples.  By  knitting 
and  making  artificial  flowers,  the  only  work  she  was  ahlo 
to  do,  she  could  depend  upon  earning  fifteen  dollars  n 
These  sums  together  equaled  an  income  of  exactly  fifty 
dollars,  ten  of  which  would  be  required  for  taxes.  Upon 
le   remainuig   forty   she   determined   to  live,  and   did 


She  did  not  enter  upon  this  desperate  esperinient  with- 
out serious  misgivings.  Her  first  thought  was  to  assign 
twenty  dollars  out  of  the  precious  forty  for  food,  but  this 
sum  she  soon  reduced  to  seventeen.  Better  starve  the 
body  than  the  mind,  she  thought,  and  the  three  dollare 
thus  saved  were  used  to  continue  her  subscription  to  hep 
favorite  weekly  newspaper.  She  did  better  even  than 
this;  for  in  her  final  apportion ineut  of  espenditures  wo 
fmd  ten  dollars  —  one-ciuarter  of  her  whole  income  exclu- 
sive of  taxes  —  set  apart  for  the  purchase  of  reading  mat-  ■ 
ter;  the  only  other  item  in  tlie  list,  besides  food,  being 
thirteen  dollars  for  fuel. 

Not  a  single  penny  did  she  devole  to  dress,  and  the 
ingenious  shifts  hy  which  she  succeeded  in  clotliing  lior- 
self  respectably  and  sufficiently  upon  nothing  a  ^eat, fee  ' 
Uireo  years,  are  worthy  of  stud  y ,  and,  tiaMiO\.  ^^  V'a  *fs.O*«i 
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Admiration.  Her  wardrobe,  at  tlie  time  of  licr  lorn 
fortune,  contained  but  one  suit  in  really  good  conditit 
and  but  one  outer  garment  of  any  kind,  a  waterprf 
cloak  much  worn  and  defaced.  But  elie  possessed 
palm-figured  dreaaing-gown  lined  with  purple  flannel,  tl 
outside  of  which  was  soiled  and  torn,  while  the  linii 
was  still  quite  good.  This  she  ripped  to  pieces,  ai 
after  washing  and  ironing  the  flannel,  made  a  new  go' 
from  it  which  she  trimmed  with  the  palm-leaf  figures  ci 
from  the  sound  parts  of  tho  oilier  material,  and  placed  in 
three  bands  round  the  skirt  and  aleeves.  She  then 
niTcled  out  an  old  red  imdcraleove  and  edged 
band  with  a  narrow  fluting  made  from  the  worsted 
obtained. 

"I  took  genuine  comfort,"  she  tells  us,  "  in  planning 
and  piecing  it  out,  day  after  day,  with  half-mittens  on  my 
cold  hands,  sitting  close  to  a  cold  fire.     1  was  more  than 
a  week  about  it,  for  owing  to  shortness  of  firewood  my 
days  were  very  short,  and  my  lame  hand  was  decrepit 
and  painful.     I  recollected  tliat  when  I  had  made  this 
wrapper  out  of  an  abundance  of  nice  new  materials 
been  quite  impatient  at  having  to  sew  on  it  for  two  daj 
and  called  in  help  to  finish  it  off.     People  who  saw  ij 
after  it  was  remodeled  said  it  was  handsomer  than  win 
it  was  new,  and  it  is  certain  I  thought  a  good  deal  moi 
of  it." 

E^en  a  Yankee  woman  might  well  be  proud  of  such 
triumph;  but  it  was  by  no  means  the  greatest  which  tl 
undaunted  lady  achieved.     She  had  now  two  dresses,  bi 
an  outside  garment  was  necessary,  since  the  waterproof 
was  quite  unpreacntablo.     In  an  outer  room  of  the  house 
hung  an  old,  rusty  overcoat  of  her  father.     It  had  been 
there  undisturbed  for  fifteen  jesira,  in   company  with  a 
pair  of  big  boots,  partly  through  an  affectionate  liking  of 
\Jicra  to  see    it  around,  patrty  a.&  a  wV^Jwaoma  ^.vi^gestioifa 
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tmmps  of   a   possible   masculiue   protector.     It  ' 
I  destiued  now  to  resume  a  more  active  career  of  useful- 
I  ness.     Witli  great  difficulty  Mrs.  Munmouth  lifted  it  from  i 
I  ita  peg  and  dragged  it  to  her  room  to  examine  at  her  I 

iOSC.  I 

It  proved  a  mine  of  wealth  to  her.    Tlie  lining  alone,  1 

t  of  the  Guest  and  glossiest  blaclc  lasting,  quilted  in  dia^l 

[  monds,  was  a  great  treasure ;  tlicn,  when  this  had  been  J 

ripped   away,   the   reverse   side   of  the   coat  itself   was  I 

revealed  to  be  dark,  gray,  clean,  whole,  and  as  good  as  j 

Witli  tliia  gray  cloth  cut  in  strips,  the  old  waterproof  I 
newly  washed,  pressed,  and  mcuded,  was  so  trimmed  and  I 
pieced  as  to  make  a  very  respectjible  garment  for  winter  I 
service.     Better  still,  the  same  stuff — a  kind  of  fulled  I 
cloth  —  was  BO  thick,  warm,  and  pliabie  that  Mrs.  MoQ-  I 
mouth,  aft«r  having  ripped  up  an  old  shoo  for  a  pattern, 
was  enabled  to  make  herself  an  escellent  pair  of  shoes  J 
I  out  of  it,  comfortable,  neatly  fitting,  and  not  misightly. 
"Thege  home  made  shoes,"  she  says  with  pardonable  I 
^tide,  "shut  off  the  shoe  bill  at  the  store,  and  gave' me  I 
Harper' i  Magazijie" 
But  let  us  not  forget  the  quilted  lining.     From  this 
f long,   shining,   and   almost   exactly   of    the   fashionable  1 
leliapo,  a  cloak  was  made  which,  when  lined  and  trimmed  1 
I  Tith  a  few  odds  and  ends  of  cashmere,  proved  so  hand- 
e  and  at  a  little  distance  so  like  satin,  that  its  skillful 
\  and  modest  owner  dared  not  wear  it  much  abroad,  for 
fear   of  being  accused   of   wild  extravagance.     It  was   j 
reserved  to  put  on  in  the  house  on  very  cold  days,  and  on  I 
Thanksgivings,  "  to  give  thanks  in." 

From  some  plaid  black  and  white  flannel  which  had  ' 
lined  the  waterproof  before  its  renovation,  another  cloak 
was  made,  less  elegant,  but  still,  when  decorated  witW 
L  pressed  gros-grain  ribbon,  and  a  ftaWw^  a.vA  \«Si.-Vn: 
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made  from  a  pair  of  raveled  stockings,  it  was  an 
of  apparel  iiy  no  means  to  be  despised.     This  served 
use  JD  spring  and  fail. 

rTlie  prolilera  of  slioes  had  been  mainly  solved  by  the 
discovery  of  the  old  overcoat,  although,  to  spare  any 
tin  necessary  use  of  objects  so  difficult  to  manufacture,  the 
BolcB  of  old  rubbers,  lined  with  flannel  and  laced  sanduU 
wise  upon  the  feet,  often  answered  for  household  wear. 
Tlio  problem  of  stockings  remained.  It  was  finally  solved' 
by  means  of  a  knitted  sliawl  and  some  ancient  liomespui 
underclothes,  all  of  which  bad  been  long  since  castaside.i 

I  They  were  a  mass  of  ends  and  ravelings,  but  the  yarn, 
though  toru  and  in  a  few  places  moth-eaten,  was  otJiei 
wise  qiiit«  sound  and  very  strong.  Tiits  was  carefully 
washed,  wound  into  skeins,  colored,  rinsed,  and  rewound 
into  balls  for  knitting — a  labor  of  weeks.  Wlien  it  was 
completed  Mrs.  Monmouth  found  herself  supplied  with 
_    sufficient  material  to  alTord  stockings  for  a  lifetime. 

Her  summer  clothing  gave  less  trouble  than  tiie  heavier 
garments  required  for  winter.  She  was  fortunate  euougU 
[to  find  an  old  chocolate  and  white  print  gown  of  hep, 
■mother's,  which  merely  demanded  alteruig  over.  A, 
■'Second  dress — a  very  pretty  one — was  made  from  a  bed-, 
■ticking,  and  trimmed  with  blue  diilling  taken  from  a  pair 
mot  overalls  left  on  the  place  by  some  careless  workman, 
■years  before.  A  pair  of  checkered  table-cloths  were  hcldj 
!  to  be  used  should  occasion  require.  Liueo. 
I&rticles  were  supplied  from  fifteen  mottoes,  worked  upon, 
Etnuslin  and  cotton  flannel,  that  the  house  contained., 
■These  were  soaked  and  boiled  clean  before  being  used. 
■  Hats  and  bonnets  were  deemed  superfluous.  When,  how-i 
lever,  it  was  necessary  to  pass  the  limits  of  (he  little  farm 
UMad  appear  in  public,  a  battered  straw  ruin  from  the  attie 
■ifuI^JJcd  the  demands  of  propriety,  its  forluro  conditioit 
T  concealed  beneath  l\ic  io\4s  «1 
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In  the  matter  of  food  Mi's.  Monmoutli  relied  niiicli  upon 
I  corn  meal.  Four  and  a  half  cents  would  support  her 
I  Tcry  well  for  a  day  and  a  half ;  one  cent  for  a  quarter  of 
L&  pouod  of  meal,  oue  and  a  half  for  a  quarter  of  a  pound 
fcof  dried  beans,  and  two  for  a  bit  of  salt  pork.  This  was 
flier  customary  bill  of  fare  for  tliree  days  out  of  the  seven. 
I  Bice  she  made  great  use  of,  and  a  pound  of  oatmeal 
Icooked  on  Monday  served  as  a  dessert  throughout  the 
I  week,  a  cup  of  molasses  taking  the  jilace  of  sauce. 
^'Occasionally,   when    they   were   at   their   cheapest,   she 

■  bought  several  eggs ;  at  rare  intervals  she  even  indulged 

■  herself  with  a  beet,  a  turnip,  or  a  few  cents  worth  of 
Ibutcher's  acraps.  Once  a  month  she  luxuriated  in  baking; 
'gingerbread  or  frying  doughnuts,  one  at  a  time,  over  her 

little  oil  stove. 

"  I  always  enjoyed  the  frying  of  doughnuts,"  she  says, 
"  and  looked  forward  to  it  with  a  zest  of  anticipation ; 
they  generally  came  up  plump  and  round,  and  quite  filled 
the  little  cup  of  boiling  laid,  I  picked  them  out  with  a 
fork  and  invariably  ate  the  first  while  the  second  was 
cooking.  After  that  1  let  them  congregate  upon  a  plate, 
and  watched  their  nnrabers  increase  to  five,  six,  seven — 
never  more  than  that." 

I  Now  and  then  she  was  haunted  by  visions  of  the  savorv 
cakes  and  pies  baking  in  her  neighbors'  ovens ;  but  when- 
ever the  contrast  became  too  strong  between  these  fancied 
delicacies  and  the  lonely  pot  of  oatmeal  in  her  own 
cunboard,  she  hastened  to  forget  her  deprivations  in  a 
book. 

Her  usual  provision  of  winter  fuel  was  three  cords  of 

wood,  which  she  sawed  herself,  despite  her  lame  arm, 

I    "worrying  ofiF,"  as  she  expreascs  it,  "a  few  sticks  each 

day."     During  the  milder  seasons  of  the  year  she  burned 

honly  such  dried  moss,  brandies,  and  pine  cones  aa  aV,'*. 
eould  gather  in  the  ncighborliooA.    ^ot  a\\\i>i^^ iiJ\  toO^-w^ 
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Blie  used  an  oil  stove.  Her  lame  arm,  which  was  easily 
affected  by  the  weatlier,  became  almost  useless  during 
]>eriod8  of  intense  culd.  At  tliese  times,  feeling  that 
when  notliiitg  could  be  earned  something  might  at  lenst 
ho  saved,  she  would  spare  her  fuel  by  creeping  into  bed 
with  a  book  and  a  hot  freestone,  and  spend  the  day 
beneath  the  clothes. 

Slie  had  no  money  to  spare  for  incidental  expeni 
Wlicn  tlic  roof  of  her  slicd  let  in  too  much  rain  upon 
wood-pile,  the  wood-pile  was  moved  to  a  drier  spot.     When 
a  front  window  was  ruined  by  some  reckless   sportsman 
putting  thirty  shot  holes  through  it,  the  blinds  were  closei 
and  it  was  left  unmended.     When  the  plaster  droppei 
down  into  the  rooms  its  place  was  supplied  by  patches 
cloth  pasted  over  the  bare  brown  laths.     Yet,  while  hei 
poverty  reduced  her  to  such  makeshifts  as  these,  while 
she  denied  herself  even  tlie  lotion  which  would  alleviate, 
the  condition  of  her  crippled  ai-m,  Mrs.  Monmouth  alwa; 
managed  to  keep  a  dollar  or  two  ou  hand  for  charitabi 
purposes,  and  never  failed  to  manufacture  some  ciimpli 
Cbristraas  presents  for  a  few  children  and  faithful  friends 
who  were  accustomed  to  bring  her  occasionally  during  the 
year  what  she  gratefully  terms  "  baskets  of  benefaction." 

She  succeeded,  moreover,  in  finding  time  and  strength 
to  render  pleasing  and  attractive  tlio  old  home  which  she 
could  not  afford  to  repair,  and  which  became,  in  the 
course  of  a  few  years,  a  veritable  museum  of  ingenious 
and  beautiful  handiwork.  At  last  the  peo[ile  around  her 
became  interested ;  ttie  place  began  to  be  talked  of,  and 
its  fame  spread  into  the  neigliboring  towna.  Tisitoi 
arrived,  few  at  first,  and  later  in  such  numbers  that  Mri 
Monmouth  was  obliged  to  charge  an  admittance  fee, 
afterwards  to  issue  a  circular  containing  prices 
re^'iilations. 

fiiien,  seven  centa',  lia^aa,  ^ea",  G%is* 
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•teen;"  says  tins  interesting  little  document,  adding  timfij 
"  No  gentlemen  unaccompanied  by  ladies  will  be  admitted  J 
aud  strangers  must  bring  an  introdnetjon." 

It    also     states,   very    prudently,   that    "Ladies 
requested  not  to  eome  with   horses  they  cannot  manageJ 
Such  as  wisli  to  remain  most  of  the  day  can  do  so  hji 
bringing  lunch  and  paying  twenty-five  cents." 

Besides  her  other  labors,  Mrs,  Monmouth  has  writlcnJ 
a  small  pamphlet  relating  her  experiences,  which  slid 
entitles, "  Living  on  Half  a  Dime  a  Day." 

Let  no  one  undervalue  these  trifling  details,  for  tliojl 
convey  to  this  extravagant  age  a  lesson  of  whicli 
stands  in  need.  Some  of  the  brightest  spirits  of  our  timej 
have  passed  or  are  passing  iheir  lives  in  miserable  bondJ 
age,  solely  through  disregard  of  Mrs.  Monmouth's  princiJ 
pie  of  preserving  her  iudependeuce  by  living  within  hen 
means.  An  English  poet  of  great  celebrity  has  a  costljj 
mansion  unfinished,  which  has  for  years  made  him  i 
bond-slave  to  publishers  and  architects. 

The  French  novelist,  Balzac,  as  we  see  by  his  LettersJ 
spent   his  life  in  a  mere   struggle  to  pay  off  enormoud 
debts  incurred    in  building,  improving,  and  furnishing) 
He  was  a  man  of  almost  uncqnaled  strength  of  coustitit^ 
tion,  one  who  could  work  sixteen  hours  a  day,  for  niontiis 
at  a  time,  without  obvious  exhaustion  ;  hut  it  killed  him 
at  last.     The  disease  of  which  he  died  was  called  < 
sumption,  but  its  correct  name  was  House  and  Grounds  ;J 
and  lie  seemed  quite  helpless  in  the  clutch  of  this  dv( 
malady.     When  he  began  to  write  he  used  to  receive  foiJ 
a  small  volume  one   hundred  and  twenty  dollars,  and  lira 
endeavored  to  write  one  of  these  every  month.     In  thq 
course  of  a  year  or  two  his  price  rose  to  four  Imndro^^ 
dollars  for  a  volume,  which  would  have  yielded   him  eM 
t'jierable    income    without    excessive   labor.      But   nowf 
I  presuming  upon  his  strength  ani  oX>\Vv\,'^  ,V^  \*^^ym.\K»  ^ 
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i'lto  debt,  and,  in  six  years,  lie  owed  twenty-five  thonsand 
dollars.  Fiom  timt  lime  to  the  end  of  liis  life,  he  was 
[ioa»c88o(l  of  two  raging  manius — a  mania  to  get  into 
dobt,  and  a  mania  to  worlt  out  of  ilcbt.  But  it  is  so  easy 
to  spend  I  He  sometimes  received  five  thousand  dollars 
a  riionlh  for  literary  labor,  and  Bold  one  story  to  a  newa- 
pajpcr  for  four  thousand  dollars.  Rising  from  his  bed  at 
midnight,  he  kept  at  work  all  (lie  rest  of  the  night,  and 
most  of  the  next  day,  till  five  iu  the  afternoon  ;  but  his 
debts  grew  apace  and  Bpeedilj  reached  a  total  of  fifty 
thousand  dollars. 

Then,  of  course,  he  must  needs  buy  a  house  and  sot 
about  improving  its  garden.  He  nppears  not  to  have 
known  what  was  the  matter.  He  wondered  that  lie 
should  be  so  pestered  with  debts,  "Why am  1  in  debt?" 
he  asks.  He  died  insolvent,  after  making  millions  by  his 
pen,  and  at  the  very  moment  almost  of  his  death  he  was 
buying  au  antique  costume  for  thirty  thousand  francs, 
and  concluding  bargains  for  pictures  and  ancient  needle- 
work. 

Tliere  is  an  interesting  passage  in  the  memoirs  of 
George  Ticknor,  where  he  speaks  of  his  two  visits  to 
Abbotsford,  the  big  house  that  brought  low  the  magnifi- 
cent head  of  Sir  Walter  Scott.  When  Mr.  Ticknor 
first  visited  the  author  of  "Marmiou,"  his  abode  was  a 
modest,  comfortable  establishment,  quite  sufficient  for  a 
reasonable  family  of  liberal  income.  When  he  paid  his 
second  visit.  Sir  Walter  having  in  the  interval  made  and 
lost  a  great  fortune,  Abbotsford  had  grown  into  a  cosily, 
extensive,  nondescript,  preposterous  mansion.  The 
moment  his  eyes  fell  upon  it  he  understood  Sir  Walter's 
ruin.  That  toy  house  was  his  ruin.  The  American 
visitor  discovered  among  its  grandeurs  the  apartment  he 
had  occupied  twenty  years  before,  reduced  in  rank  and 
but  still  recogiiizaWe,  avi4\\ft  covAi  \\o\,\iN&\^is\c\vt 
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the  fatal  mania  which  had  lured  so  great  a  man  to  spoil  a 
modest  country  house  by  incrusting  it  over  with  an  eccen- 
tric, tawdry  palace. 

A  leaf  from  Mrs.  Monmouth's  book  might  have  saved 
these  men  fi*om  misery  and  despair.  She  made  the  most 
of  small  means,  and  they  made  the  least  of  large.  In  the 
midst  of  poverty  she  preserved  her  independence  and  lier 
dignity;  with  superabundant  means,  they  threw  both 
away. 


)  OME  refuses  to  canonize  Ihe  Maid  of  Orleans.    At  the  ^ 
beginning  of  tlie  year  ltJ76,  Monseigncur  Dupai 
Uoup,  bishop  of  the  diocese  in  which  she  began  her  career 
I  in   arms,  went   to   Rome,  and   asked,  on  behalf  of   Ills 
Catholic  countrymen,  that  the  maiden  who,  fom'  hundred, 
and  fifty-three  years  ago,  assisted  to  restore  the  md&- 
pcndonce  of  France,  might  be  added  to  the  roll  of  the] 
Lsaints.     The  power  that  sent  the  golden  rose  unasked  tol 
I  Isabella  of  Spain  refused  this  costless  favor  to  the  urgenfcj 
I  request  of  Frenchmen. 

It  had   no  other  choice.      The  Historical   Society  orf 
[  Franee  has  given  to  the  reading  world  the  means  of  know-1 
L  ing  what  power  it  was  that  consigned  her  to  the  fire.     It ' 
■"Was  no  other  tlian  tlie  Church  which  so  recently  was 
■  asked  to  canonize  her.     After  a  five  months'  trial,  in 
Iwhich  sixty  ecclesiastics,  and  none  but  ecclesiastics,  par-a 
I'ticipated,  she   was  condemned  as  an  "  excummunicatetti 
rliuretic,  a  liar,  a  seducer,  pernicious,  presumptuous,  credit^ 
lou3,  rash,  supersliiioua,  a  pretender  to  divination,  blaa-B 
phemous  toward   God,  toward  tlie  saints   male  and  th^ 
saints  femiilc,  contemptnmis  of  God  even  in  His  sacraJI 
Iments,  distorter  of  the  Divine  law,  of  holy  doctrine,  o9 
Ecclesiastical  sanctions,  seditious,  cruel,  apostate,  schis-fl 
■matic."     It  were  much,  even  after  the  lapse  of  four  Imn^ 
Idred  and  fifty  years,  to  forgive  such  sins  as  these.  I 

I      The  jji-occeJiiigs  of  Ui\a  loi^S  ttlal  were  recorded  frond 

k ijtwi)    m 
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day  to  day  with  a  miiiuteiicsa  wliieh  only  a  sliort-liaiid 
report  could  have  siirpaaspd,  and  when  the  last  sceuo  waa 
over,  the  record  was  tranBlatcd  into  official  Latin  hy 
Dierabers  of  tlio  Uiiivei'sity  of  Paris.  Five  copies  of  this 
trauBlatioii  were  made,  in  the  most  beautiful  writing  of 
the  period — one  for  Henry  VI,  King  of  England,  one 
for  tliD  Pope,  one  for  the  English  cardinal,  uncle  to  Henry 
VI,  and  one  for  eaeli  of  the  two  presiding  ecclesiastics. 
Tliree  of  these  manuscript  cajiies  exist  to-day  in  Paris, 
as  well  as  a  considerable  portion  of  the  original  draft  — 
le  plumitif,  as  the  French  lawyers  term  it  —  written  in 
the  French  of  1430.  The  very  copy  designed  for  the  hoy 
King  of  England,  the  ill-starred  child  of  Henry  V  and 
Catherine  of  France,  has  remained  at  Paris,  where  its 
presence  attests  the  reality  of  the  Maid's  exploits,  and 
recalls  lier  prophetic  words,  uttered  often  in  the  hearing 
of  the  English  nobles:  "  You  will  not  hold  the  kingdom 
of  France.  In  seven  years  you  will  he  gone."  1 
report,  edited  wilh  care  and  learning  by  M.  Jules  Qni- 
cherat,  has  been  printed  verbatim  in  five  volumes  octavo, 
and  these  have  been  since  reduced  to  two  volumes  by  the 
omission  of  repetitions,  under  the  zealous  editorship  of 
Mr.  E.  Reilly,  a  distinguished  lawyer  of  Rouen,  where  the 
trial  took  place.  The  record  is  therefore  ineffaceable. 
The  Church  could  not  canonize  in  1876  a  personage  whom  ■ 
the  Church  is  known  to  have  cast  beyond  her  pale  in  1430 

I  to  be  mercifully  burned  alive.     She  was   abandoned  to 
"the  secular  arm,"  which  was   besought   to  act  toward 

'   lier   with   sweetness  —  awe   douceur.     In  thirty  minutes 
the  secular  arm  bound  her  to  u  stake  in  the   market-  | 
place  of  Itouen,  and  sweetly  wreathed  about  her  virgin  , 

I  form  a  shroud  of  flame. 
'  Trance  no  longer  possesses  Domreniy,  the  remote  and  I 
Imbscure  hamlet  of  Lorraine  where  the  Maid  first  saw  tba  I 
Ught.     The  liouso  in  whicli  she  waa  \wci\,\X\ft\vyOi»  Ok«x^ 
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r 


442 


THE   TKUL   OP   JEANNR    DiRC. 


of  St.  Rcnii  in  which  alio  knelt,  and  tlio  cliiircli-yar^^ 
wall  sgalu»t  which  her  abode  was  bnilt,  arc  nil  standing. 
The  village  is  commonly  called  Domrcmy-la-Pucellu,  in 
remembrance  of  her,  and  e\-ery  object  in  the  neigh Ijorhood 
speaka  of  her:  tlie  river  Meusc  gliding  past,  the  hill  of 
the  fairies  uponwhicli  Iilt  companions  danced,  and  where 
they  laughed  at  her  for  liking  better  to  go  to  church,  t\\0. 
fuuntain  where  the  sick  were  healed  by  miracle,  and  tb 
meadows  in  which  she  sat  spinning  while  she  watched  tlisfl 
Tillage  herd  on  the  dava  when  it  was  licr  fathei's  turn  t<j 
have  it  in  charge.      These  remain  little  changed ; 
tliey  are  now  part  of  tlie  German  Empire — part  of  tbi 
price  France  has  had  iii  our  time  to  pay  for  Louis  3 
and  the  Bonapartes.     To  such  a  people  as  the  Fjeuch  it  If 
not  a  thing  of  trifling  import  that  France  does  not  owft 
the  birthplace  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans. 

Nor  was  Lorraine  a  Frencli   possession  when  JeantM 
Dare  kept  the  village  herd  on  the  banks  of  the   Meussl 
in  1425.     For  a  long  period  it  had  been  a  borde inland'! 
between  France  and  the  empire,  during  which  the  inhabit--r 
aiita  of  that  sequestered  nook  had  been  as  paasiouatcljtf 
French  in  their  feelings  as  the  people  of  Eastern  Tenuesi 
see  were  warm  for  the  Uni<in  in  ISGfi,     In  a  border-land^ 
there  is  no  neutrality.     And  during  the  childhood  of  fhia 
maiden,  France  had  fallen  under  the   dominion  of  the 
English,     She  was  three  or  four  years  of  age  when  Henry 
V  won  the  battle  of  Agineourt,  and  by  the  time  she  v 
ten,  France  aa  an  indeijeiident  iwiver  had  ceased  to  ba 
It  was  not  merely  tjiut  Harry  V  and  his  bowmen  ha4 
overthrown  in  battle  tlio  French  armies,  but,  apart  fron 
this  conquest  of  the  country,  tiiero  wore  grounds  for  (hi 
claim  of  bis  son  to  the  French  Ihrone  which  even  a  patriTj 
otic  and  conscientious  Frenchman  might  have  admitted. 
T})c  French  King  himself, ChaileaVII, indolently  doubted 
Mie  right  of  his  line  to  'Caa  Uwoae,  ani.  ioaVAjid.  also  hj^— 
wa  Iegitima.cy.  ^| 
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What  could  a  Fccueliman  think  of  the  rival  claimants 
of  1428?  Paris  was  iii  the  power  of  the  English,  and 
aiiparently  content  to  be;  two-thirds  of  Franco  wore 
strongly  Iicld  by  English  troops,  and  the  remainder  waa 
not  safe  from  incursion  for  a  day;  the  uncles  of  the 
English  King,  who  ruled  France  in  bis  name,  were  men 
of  energy  and  force,  capable  of  holding  what  their  valiant 
brother  had  won;  and  as  to  tlio  King,  Henry  VI,  boy  as 
he  was,  he  was  a  French  Prince  as  well  as  English,  the 
son  of  English  Harry  and  the  Pi-inccsa  Catherine,  whose 
pretty  courting  scenes  so  agreeably  close  Sbakspeare's  , 
play.  "Shall  not  tliou  and  1,"  says  blunt  King  Hal  to 
the  Princess,  who  happily  understood  bim  not,  "com- 
pound a  boy,  half  French,  half  English,  that  shall  go  to 
Constantinople,  and  take  tlio  Turk  by  the  beard  ?"  The 
hoy  had  been  compounded;  he  was  now  called  Henry 
VI,  of  France  and  England  King;  and  many  thousand   I 

» Frenchmen  owned  him  sovereign  in  their  liearts. 
t  The  person  whom  we  commonly  style  Joan  of  Arc, 
hnd  the  French  Jeanne  d'Arc,  would  have  written  her 
name,  if  she  had  ever  known  how  to  write,  Jehannettb 
HoMMEC.  "  My  mother,"  she  said,  upon  her  trial,  "was 
named  Rommee,  and  in  my  country  girls  bear  the  surname 
of  their  mothers."  Her  father  was  a  farm  laborer  named 
Jacques  Dare,  originally  D'Arc — James  of  the  Bow,  or, 
as  we  might  say,  if  he  had  been  an  English  peasant,  | 
James  Bowman.  A  learned  descendant  of  the  family— 
for  she  had  several  brothers  and  sisters  —  who  has  written 
a  hook  on  the  Maid,  writes  her  name  and  his  own  Dare; 
and  although  theie  is  an  inclination  in  France  to  give  her 
still  the  aristocratic  apostrophe,  it  is  probable  that  history 
will  now  accept  plain  Jeanne  Pare  as  the  name  nearest 
the  truth.  Whether  her  father  was  a  free  laborer  or  a, 
serf  was  not  known  even  to  llie  persons  who  drew  up  her 
.patent  of  nobility  in  1128,  and  ia  atlW  ■ 
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know,  however,  that  he  was  an  agricultural  laborer,  wM 
"went  to  the  plow,"  which  plow  thia  daughter  may  lian 
assisted  to  draw.     As  I  propose,  however,  to  give  tlios^ 
portions  of  her  testimony  in  which  she  relates  her  owti 
Btory,  I  will  merely  recall  a  few  of  the  circumstaiiecs  of 
her  lot  needful  to  the  elucidation  of  her  words.     Tlicso 
were  mostly  gathered  from  the  lips  of  her  compauious,  _ 
years  after  Iier  death,  when  the  mother  of  ,(lio  Maid  o£a 
Orleans,  from  whom  she  probably  derived  lier  cast  dM 
character,  cried  to  France,  and  cried  not  iii  vain,  to  ioM 
justice  to  her  daughter's  memory. 

TIte  Dare  cottage  was  so  near  tlio  village  church  that  Qt^ 
religious  girl  residing  in  it  would  always  feel  herself  iif 
the  shadow  of  the  altar.     She  could  look  from  her  home] 
hito  (he  church's  open  door.     Slic  was  familiar  with  tlift] 
sexlon  from  her  childliood,  and  used  to  remind  hii 
]iis  duty  when  he  forgot  to  ring  the  bell  for  pi-aycrs,  cveitr 
bribing  him  to  be  punctual  by  gifts  of  wool  and  yam.    Of  ■ 
knowledge  derived  from  books  she  possessed  none,  unless  1 
we  exeept  licr  Paternoster,  her  creed,  and   a  few  sliort  I 
prayers  and   invocations,  she   not  differing  iu  this  par-l 
ticular  from  nine-tentha  ui  the  people  of  llie  kingdom.1 
Probably  not  one  of  her  race  had  ever  been  able  to  r 
She  was,  nevertheless,  a  person  of  native  superiority  o 
mind  and  character,  capable  of  public  spirit,  yearning  foi4 
Uie  deliverance  of  her  country,  fervid,  energetic,  of  dex^ 
tcrous  hand,  well  skilled  in  all  the  arts  and  industries 
appertaining  to  her  lot,  and  pi-oud  to  excel  in  them.     It 
ia  not  true  that  she  waa  »n  inn  servant,  wlio  rode  the 
horses  to  water,  and  saddled   them  for  travelers.     She  J 
lived  honorably  in  her  father's  house,  earning  her  sha^l 
of  the  family's  subsistence  by  honest  toil,  spinning,  wcav-    | 

,  bread-making,  gardening,   and   field-work,   "taking 
her  spinning-wheel  with  her  to  the  fields  when  it  was  her 
"Jtar'a  turn  to  tend  the  \'A\n.ge \vciA." — afaJthftil  t 
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to  Iiei*  parents.  Siie  was  a  well-grown  girl,  robust,  strong, 
and  vigorous.  Of  the  numerous  jjortraita  known  to  liave 
been  taken  of  Iier  during  tlie  two  j-ears  of  lier  glory,  I 
know  not  if  any  one  lias  been  preserved.  Probably  not; 
else  why  do  not  Martin,  Guizot,  and  the  oilier  Frcnclt 
liistorians  give  some  authority  for  the  radiaut  beauty  of  the 
pictures  they  present  to  us  of  tlic  Maid  ?  Beautiful  she 
probably  was.  Pitiful  and  derout  we  know  she  was  from 
the  testimony  of  nil  her  village,  as  well  aa  fram  that 
lier  pastors,  who  hoard  her  in  confession,  and  witnessi 
her  life  from  day  to  day  and  from  hour  to  hour.  Wj 
know,  also,  that  iier  heart  was  wrung  with  sorrow  for  hi 
desolated  country,  and  her  careless,  self-indulgent  King, I 
hom  she  ignorantly  thought  a  peerless  horo  and  fti 
Christian  knight  without  reproach- 
Such  trails  aa  these,  subdued  by  Catholic  liabit8,imparlil 
to  youth  and  beauty,  untutored  though  it  be,  an  agBurcd' 
Bercuity  of  demeanor  which  impressefi  and  charms.  By 
Catholic  habits  I  mean  such  as  the  habit  of  remaining 
still  and  silent  in  one  attitude  for  a  long  time,  the  habit 
of  walking  at  a  measured  pace  with  tlie  bauds  in  a  pre-< 
scribed  position,  the  habit  of  pausing  several  times  a  da] 
and  collecting  the  soul  in  meditation  on  themes  i-cmot 
from  the  day's  toil  and  trouble.  The  effect  of  thcsi 
habits  upon  the  nervous  system,  and  conaequcntly  upoi 
the   demeanor,  ia   such   as    to   give   convent  schools 

1  obvious  advantage,  which  keeps  them  full  of  pupils  all 
over  the  world.  Granting  tliat  the  effect  is  chiefly  phys- 
ical, and  that  it  ia  often  overvalued,  we  must  still  admit 
tliat  it  often  confers  iversonal  power  and  personal  charm. 
The  story  of  this  village  maiden  is  incomprehensi- 
ble, unless  we  allow  her  the  might  and  majesty  of 
such  a  preienca  as  wc  still  sec  in  pure-minded  and 
nobly  purposed  women.  Many  of  those  who  executed 
her  will  at   tritieal   niomci\ta   covAi  oxA-j   (i-s.^'axo.  'iS\.'»A 
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obedience  by  dwelling  upon  the  power  of  her  dcmeanor^^^f 
whii'li  >vae  at  once  tinpasBioiied  and  eerene.  Kudo  incii^^^| 
at-arins    could    not    swear    in    licr    preBence,  and    tlio^^H 

I  nobles  of   a  dissolute  court  yielded  to  the  force  of  her  ^^^ 


obedience  by  dwelling  upon  the  power  of  iicr  dcmeanorfl 
which  >vae  at  once  tinpassioiied  and  serene.  Kude  mcii^ 
at-arins    could    not    swoar    in    her    presence,  and    tlia 

I  nobles  of   a  dissolute  court  yielded  to  the  force  of  her  " 
resolve.     They  told  her  that  her  road  to  the  king  was 
infested   with   enemies.     "I  do  not  fear  them,"  replied 
tliis  peasant  girl,  not  yet  ciglitL-eu.     "  If  there  are  enemies 
li|)on  my  road,  God  is  there   also,  and  He  will  know  how 
to  prejjurc  my  way  to  the  Lord  Dau)ihin.     /  was  created 
ajid put  into  the  world  /i/r  that!"     The  Com te  de  Dunoia  J 
in  his  old  age,  twenty-six  years  alter  the  campaigns  iul 
which  ho  had  fought  by  hoc  side,  bore  testimony  to  thai 

I  commanding  powcr'of  her  vords.     She  said  one  day  t 
the    king,    in    tlie    hearing   of    Duuois:  "When   I   ; 
annoyed  because   my   message   from    God   is   not  morfl 
regarded,  I  go  apart  and  pray  to  God;  I  lay  my   com-l 
plaint  before  Him;  and  when  my  prayer  is  finished  ] 
hear  a  Voice  which  cries  to  me, '  Child  of  God,  go,  go ; 
will  be  your  helper ;  go!'     And  when  I  hear  tliat   Voici 
I  am  glad  exceedingly,  and  I  wish  to  hear  it  always." 
After  repeating  these  sentences  of  the  Maid,  old  Dui 
would  add,  "  And  what  was  more  wondrous  still,  w 
she  uttered  these  words  lier  eyes  were  raised  to  heaven] 
in  a  marvelous  transport."     This  Maid,  I  repeat,  is  inex'l 
plicable,  unless  we  think  of  her  as  one  of  those  giftedfl 
persons  who  have  natural  power  to  sway  and  to  impi-csSiJ^ 

tSlie  spoke  to  the  king  of  a  Voice  that  cheered  j 
guided  her.  Usually  she  use  J  the  plural,  me»  voix.  These 
Voices  play  the  decisive  part  both  in  her  life  and  d 
and  they  furnish  also  the  chief  difficulty  of  her  hit 
Most  of  us  moderns  have  ceased  to  be  able  to  believe  h 
audible  or  visible  supernatural  guidance  such  as  i 
claimed  to  enjoy,  and  we  at  once  suspect  impostm'e 
the  person  who  pretends  to  it.  She  shall  tell  her  t 
^     story,  and  the  reader  muatjodLgn  vt  ojccording  to  feglj" 
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wliicK  lie  possesses.     Tliose  "wlio  arc  inclined  to  sci  clown 
all  such  proteiisious  aa  conscious  frauds  must  not  forgefr 
tliat  Socrates  spoke  familiarly  of  liis  diemon,  wliosc  wot'crf 
ho  tliouglit  lie  heard,  and  whose  belicsts  he  professed  ti 
obey  from  early  life  (o  his  last  hours.     They  should  alscH 
recall  tlie  case  of  Columbus,  who  distinctly  heard  avoicd 
ill  the  nig;ht  bidding  him  to  be  of  fiiood  cheer,  and  hold- 
in<^  out  hopes  of  success  which  wore  no(  fuirillcLl.     Jeanutfl 
Dare  was   quiclt    enough   to   distrust   and   detect   other 
claimants  to  supernatural  viaitatious.     The  woman  who 
pretended  to  receive  nightly  visitations  from  a  Lady  in 
"White  was  quickly  put  to  tlie  test,     Jeanne  Darcrcsortci 
to  tlie  simple  expedient  of  passing  two  nights  with  her, 
and  when  the  vision  did  not  appear,  told  lier  to  go  hi 
and  take  care  of  her  Imsband  and  children.     This  Maid! 
also  gave  two  proofs  of  genuineness  not  to  be  looked  foi 
in  impostors.     In  her  village  home  she  was  noted  for  liei 
skill  as  well  as  for  her  fidelity  in  the  labors  belonging  ttfj 
her  position  ;  and  when  she  liad  entered  upon  her  pub! 
life,  she  was  ever  found  in  tlie  thick  of  the  battle,  haunt 
iu  hand,  not  indeed  using  her  sword,  but  never  Bhrinkiii; 
from  the  post  where   sworda  were  bloodiest.     Tho  false 
lcn:ivo3  of  this  world  neitlier  excel  in  homely  duties  nor 
lend  the  van  in  perilous  ones. 

France  had  never — hag  never — been  bo  near  extirpa- 
tion. "  The  people,"  as  tlio  liistorinn  Martin  expresses  it, 
"  were  no  longer  bathed  in  their  sweat,  but  ground  ii 
their  blood,  debased  below  the  beasts  of  the  forest,  anion; 
which  they  wander,  panic-stricken,  mutilated,  in  quest  of 
an  asylum  in  the  wilderness."  This  fervent  and  sympa- 
thetic girl  came  at  length  to  tee  the  desolation  of  her 
country;  her  own  village  was  laid  waste  and  plundered 
by  a  marauding  band.  From  childhood  she  had 
familiar  with  the  legend,  "  France, \QlA^\\'E»l^ -e. 
shall  by  a  maid  be  saved." 
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Tito  story  of  her  exploits  at  court,  in  camp,  in  tlic  fifltl, 
is  fumiliar  to  all  the  world.     A  tlioiisand  vulgar  fictiona 
obscure    and   degrade   ils   essential    truth.     What 
untaught  girl  did  for  her  country  waa  simply  thia:  slid 
tjrought  to  bear  upon  the  ormica  of  France  the  influence 
of  what  our  own  Western  prciichera  would  call  a  "  power^ 
ful   revival   of  religion."     From   bands    of  reckless  and 
dissolute  phuidcrers,  she  made  French  soldiers  orderly^ 
decent,  moral,  and  devout.     Hope    revived.     She  madm 
the  liing  believe  in  hiiusclf ;  she  made  tlie  court  bclicvd 
in  tlie  cause.     Men  of  faith  saw  in  her  tlio  expected  vir< 
gin  savior:  men  of  nndcretanding  perceived  tlie  advant-" 
age  to  (heir  side  of  havuig  her  thus  regarded.     She  may, 
too  (r.a  soma  of  her  warrior   comrades  testified  in   later 
years),  have  really  possessed  some  military  talent,  t 
as  martial  ardor  and  inspiration.     They  said  of  her  Ihatj 
she  had  good  judgracut  in   placing  ai-tillery.     Later  i 
lier  short  public  career  she  showed  herself  restless,  rasli  J 
uncontrollable  ;  she   made   mistakes ;   she   incurred   dis 
asters.     But  for   many    months,    during   which    Franot 
regained  a  place  among  the  powers  of  Europe,  she  \ 
glorious  presence  in  the  army — a  warrior  virgin,  in  brit-J 
liant  attire,  splendidly  equipped,  superbly  mounted,  noblyl 
attended  ;  a  leader  whom  all  cyca  followed  with  conliding; 
admiration,  as   one  who  had  been  their  deliverer, 
was  still  their  chief.     The  lowliness  Df  her  origin  wa 
element    in   her   power   over   a   people    who    worshipcdfl 
every  hour  a  Saviour  who  was  cradled  in  a  manger, 
can  still  read  over  the  door  of  an  ancient  inn  at  RhcImsJ 
the  Maison  R:)Uge,  this  inscription:  "In  the  year  1429^1 
at  the  coronation  of  Charles  VII,  in  this  tavern,  theita 
called  The  Zebra,  the  father  and  mother  of  Jeanne  Daro] 
lodged,  at  the  expense  of  the  City  Council." 
Her  career  could  uotlintbchTwf.    Wlicn  she  left  homej 
deliver  iie:-  country,  bha  \v.\i\\Nti,'4,»i'iw5:\.\\^^'ui  KJm^ 
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most  recent  French  aullioritiea,  seventeen  years  and  two  I 
ftmoiiHis.     Fifteen  months  later,   May  24,  1439,  after  a  j 

lerics  of  important  victories  followed  by  minor  defeats, 

[she  was  taken  prisoner  under  the  walls  of  Compi^gne, 

pwliich   she  was   attempting   to   relieve.     FrencJi  troops,  ■ 

fighting  on  the  side  of  the  English,  captured   her  and   , 

held  her  prisoner,     French  priests,  in  the  metropolitan 

church  of  N3tre  Dame  at  Paris,  celebrated  her  capture 

I  by   a   "  Tc   Deuni,"     It   is   doubtful   if   her    own    king  j 
lamented  her;  for  this  devoted,  deluded  girl  belonged  to  | 
the  order  of  mortals  whom  the  powers  of  this  woi'Id  often  ' 
find  it  as  convenient  to  be  rid  of  as  to  use.     It  is  proba- 
ble that  she  had  expended  her  power  to  be  of  service  and 
^ad    become    unmanageable.     Small,    needless  failures, 
chargeable  to  her  own  rash  impetuosity,  had  lessened  her  I 
prestige.     For  the  fair  apd  wanton  Agnes  Sorcl  the  idle  J 
King   of  France   would   have   attempted  much ;  but  ho  I 
t  made  no  serious  effort  to  ransom  or  to  rescue  tlie  Maid  | 
1  he  owed  his  crown  and  kingdom. 
Politicians  are  much  tlie  same  in  every  age,  since  tlio  1 
)rk  they  have  to  do  is  much  the  same  in  every  age. 
vo  parties  as  well  as  two  kings  wore  contending  for  Iho  j 
Rsession  of  France,  and  one  of  these,  by  the  prompt;  I 
^nd   adroit  use  of  the  Maid   of  Orleans,  had  gained  for 
■their  side  the  conquering  force  of   a  religions   revival. 
'  Bedford,  the  regent  of  the  kingdom,  who  had  seen  hia  . 
conquests  falling  away  from  him  before  the  banner  of  a  j 
rustic  girl,  felt  the  necessity  of  depriving  his  rival  of  tliia 

»  advantage.  If  there  were  two  powers  contending  for  the  I 
kingdom  of  France,  were  there  not  two  powers  contending  J 
for  the  kingdom  of  this  world?  Loyal  France  had  accepted  j 
the  Miiid  as  sent  from  C!od  ;  it  now  devolved  upon  the 
English  regent  to  demonstrate  that  she  wa>  an  agent  of  I 
Satan.     Ho   bought  her  of  her  captors  for  ten  tUuwiS.'a.v.A.  I 
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to  Rouen,  a  chief  scat  of  the  English  power,  where  to  this 
day  the  bones  of  the  regent  lie  magnificently  entombed 
in  the  cathedral.  There  he  caused  a  trial  to  be  arranged, 
of  a  character  so  imposing  as  to  command  the  attention 
of  Europe.  No  homage  rendered  her  by  her  adherents 
conveys  to  us  such  a  sense  of  her  importance  as  this  trial 
contrived  by  an  able  ruler  to  neutralize  her  influence. 

A  politician  Avho  had  the  bestowal  of  church  prefer- 
ments could  as  easily  find  ecclesiastics  to  execute  his  will 
as  a  politician,  who  has  only  trivial,  precarious  offices  to 
give,  can  pack  a  convention  and  control  a  caucus.  Bed- 
ford's written  promise  of  the  archbishopric  of  Rouen 
made  Cauchon,  Bishop  of  Beauvais,  his  superserviceablc 
agent,  through  whom  all  that  was  most  imposing  and 
authoritative  in  the  Church  convened  at  Rouen  to  try  the 
Maid.  Bishops,  abb^s,  priors,  six  representatives  of  the 
University  of  Paris,  the  chief  officer  of  the  Inquisition, 
learned  doctors,  noted  priests — in  a  word,  sixty  of  the 
^lite  of  the  Church  in  English  France,  all  of  them  French- 
men— assisted  at  the  trial. 

The  eastle  at  Rouen,  a  vast  and  impregnable  edifice 
in  the  style  of  the  period,  was  the  scene  of  these  transac- 
tions. The  great  tower  is  still  in  good  presiervation ; 
the  rest  of  the  structure  has  disappeared.  This  gloom}-- 
looking  extensive  edifice,  Jeanne  Dare's  prison  and  court- 
liouse,  was  the  centre  of  interest  to  two  kingdoms 
(hiring  her  half  year's  detention.  It  swarmed  with  in- 
habitants. As  if  to  nullify  the  Maid's  effective  stroke 
of  the  Rheims  coronation,  the  uncles  of  tlie  English 
king,  who  was  not  yet  ten  years  of  age,  had  brought 
liim  once  more  to  France,  and  he  remained  an  inmate 
of  the  castle  of  Rouen  during  tlie  trial.  A  Norman 
chronicler,  who  saw  his  entry  into  Rouen  in  July, 
1430,  speaks  of  him  as  a  \eTy  beautiful  boy  (ww<7  tres 
ieau  filz)j  and  adds  that  l\\e  fe\see\.^  Wvcww^x  -^Vv^  V^ 
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passed  were  more  magnificentlj  decorated  than  tlicy  liai 

f  been  before  on  siicramciitat  diys.  At  the  gnte 
Iiannera  on  which  were  blazoned  the  arms  of  England 
nnd  France;  and  on  liis  way  to  tlie  cathedral  the  people 
cheered  him  ho  loudly  tliat  the  little  king  told  them  to 
le,  for  they  made  too  much  noise.  Shows  were  exhib- 
ited in  Ihc  streets,  and  tlio  king  looked  at  them ;  and 
when  at  last  he  entered  his  castle,  the  bells  rang  out  a. 
peal  !i8  if  God  himself  had  descended  from  heaven.  Tlieroj 
he  remained  for  a  year  with  his  nncle  Bedford,  the  rcgonqj 
his  grand-uncle  Beaufort,  Cardinal  of  Winchesfer,  hisl 
governor,  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  chief  officers  of 
both  the  royal  and  the  vice-royal  conrts,  all  intent  upon 
undoing  in  France  what  a  village  maiden  had  wrought  in 
fifteen  months.  The  castio  was  per^^adcd  with  intent 
life,  and  an  ill-disciplined  host  of  guards  and  meii-at-ari 
ffere  posted  about  it. 

Jeanne    Dare,   treated   by   her   French    captors   with* 
decency   and    consideration,   and   detained   in   a   loi-dlyj 
chateau  more  as  a  guest  than  a  prisoner,  boro  the  fi 
months  of  her  confinement    with  patience  and  dignit; 
On    one   point   only  she   showed  herself  obstinate:    sli 
refused  to  lay  aside  her  man's  dress.     The  people  of  thi 
day,  if  wo  may  judge  from  these  old  records,  held  in  pai 
ticular  horror  the  wearing  of  man's  clothes  by  a 
The  ladies  of  tho  cliuteao,  knowing  what  an  advanta) 
Ibis  costume  gave  her  enemies,  provided  her  with  woman' 
clothes,  and  besonght  her  to  put  thera  on.     She  could  n< 

I  be  persuaded  to  so,  alleging  that  she  had  assumed  her 
man's  dress  by  Divine  command,  and  had  not  yet  received 
Divine  permission  to  change  it.  In  other  respects  sho 
was  tractable,  and  seemed  absorbed  ii:  the  events  of  tlid 
war,  ever  longing  to  be  again  in  the  field.  ■ 

Tho  news  reached  her  at  length  that  s\\fc  V'a.Wft^sn. %<3^ 
to  the  English— the  drcadliil  Y.ngY\R\\\— wRi  ■«»».  «!c.w*- 
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^       be  given  up  to  tlicm.     "  I  wunld  rather  die,"  she  cried,  iw 
despair,  "tlian  be  surrendered  to  ilie  English!"     Thciw 
^^^  her  thonghts  recurred  tu  licr  work  nnrinislied — her  c 
^^L  try  not  yet  delivered.     "  Is  it  possible,"  she  added,  "  thalj 
^^H  God  will  let  those  good  people  of  Compidgne  peridi,  y 
^^H  liav'c  been  and  arc  so  loyal  to  their  lord  ? "     Some  days  a 
^^B  sn^^iiish  passed.     Then  she  toolt  a  desperate  rcsolutiuu^ 
^^B  "  1  could  hear  it  no  longer,"  she  afterwards  said ;  and  s 
^^B"'  recommending  herself  to  God  and  our  Lady,"  she  sprand 
^^H  one  night  from  the  tower  in  which  she  was  confined  t<^ 
^^H  t}ie   ground,   a  height,   as     M.    Quichcrat   computes,   • 
^^H  between  sixty  and  seventy  feet.     It  was  her  only  cbUnce,  " 
^^H  and  it  wag  a  chance,  for  she  was  found  the  next  morning 
^^V  lying  at  tlie  foot  of  the  tower,  insensible,  indeed,  but  with 
no  bones  broken,  and  not  seriou.sly  injnred.      She  i 
revived,  and  in  three  days  was  able  to  walk  about.     Tlid 
English  claimed  their  prey,  and  soon  liad  her  safe  in  tliQ 

I  castle  of  Rouen. 
Her  new  masters  did  not  mean  that  slie  should  escape 
They  assigned  her  a  room  in  the  first  story  of  the  c 
"  up  eight  sleps,"  placed  two  pair  of  shackles  upon  liei 
legs,  and  chained  her  night  and  day  to  a  thick  post.  It  v 
,  their  policy  to  degrade  as  well  as  tu  keeji  her,  and  tl 
•accordingly  gave  lier  five  guards  of  the  luwest  lauk,  tb 
of  whom  were  to  be  always  in  her  room,  night  and  d. 
and  two  outside.  In  this  woful  plight,  manacled,  chained^ 
■watched,  but  not  protected,  by  soldiers,  with  only  a  hc( 
for  all  fnrniture,  was  she  held  captive  for  llircc  montliHg 
awaiting  trial — she  who  had  until  recently  shone  resplcii 
dent  at  the  bead  of  armies,  anil  to  whom  mothers  1 
lield  up  their  children  as  she  passed  through  towns,  liop« 
ing  to  win  for  them  the  benediction  of  her  smile. 
Her  room,  we  are  told,  had  throe  keys,  one  of  whic 
|ras  kept  by  the  Cardinal  ni  Winchester,  one  by  l 
hquisitor,  and  the  other  ViJ  t\ic  TOawg-^pt  *i\  -i 
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and  yetf  as  it  seems,  almost  any  one  wlio  chose  couldl 
enter  lier  i-ooni,  gaze  upon  her,  and  even  converse  wilh. 
lier.  Tlie  little  king  saw  her.  The  king's  advocatel 
visited  her.  and  jested  with  her  upon  her  condition,  si 
(hat  she  would  not  have  corac  to  Rouen  if  she  had  not  J 
been  brought  thither,  and  asking  if  she  had  known  before-! 
hand  if  she  should  be  taken. 

"  I  feared  it,"  said  she. 

"  If  you  feared  it,"  lie  asked,  "  why  were  you  not  upoal 
your  guard  ? " 

She  replied,  "  I  did  not  know  the  day  nor  the  hour." 

After  preliminaries  that  threatened  to  be  endlesa,  the 
public   part  of  tlie  trial  began  on  Wednesday,  February 
21,  1431,  at  eight  in  the  juorning,  in  the  great  chapel  of 
the  chateau.     Tlie  Bishop  of  Eeauvais  presided,  and  of  J 
the  sixty  ecclesiastics  summoned  forty-four  were  present.  M 
'        Three  authorized  reporters  were  in  their  places,  and  there  I 

I  were  some  other  clerks,  concealed  by  a  curtain,  who  took* 
notes  for  the  jpeeial  use  of  the  English  regent.     There  I 
was   a   crowd   of    spectators,  "a  great  tumult"  in   the! 
fhapo!,  and  very  litllc  order  in  llic  proceedings.    At  al 
time  when  lords  took  their  dogR  and  hawks  into  chnrch  I 
with  them,  and  merchants  made   their   bargains  in   thol 
paves  of  cathedrals,  wo  need  not  luck  for  a  scrnpiilons  I 
decorum  in  a  court  convened  to  try  a  girl  for  the  crime  of  I 
being  "  vehemently  suspected  of  heresy."     That  was  Iho 
charge:    v^h^mentement  mspeete  d^hcreale.     And  snch  a 
grand  tumult  was  there  in  the  chapel  that  day  that  the 
BUbsoquent  sessions  were  held  in  a  emaller  hall  of  tho 
lastle. 

Tiio  prisoner  was  brought  in,  freed  from  her  chains,  and 

was  allowed  to  sit.     No  one  of  the  many  pens  employed 

recording  the  events  of  this  day  has  given  us  any  hint 

if  her  appearance.     Wo  have,  indeed,  the  euiiv»e.\^V\Q\-\. *>V 

;he  articles  oi  her  man's  a\.t\rc,'w\\\c\\  ■^^.a  \w6.'\ft  ■s^.O*. -a. 
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heinous  charge  a^inst  her :  "  The  hair  cut  round  like 
that  of  young  men,  shirt,  breeches,  doublet  with  twenty 
points  reaching  to  the  knee,  hat  covering  only  the  top  of 
the  head,  boots  and  gaiters,  with  spurs,  sword,  dagger, 
cuirass,  lance,  and  other  arms  carried  by  soldiers."  This 
was  her  equipment  for  the  field.  She  still  wore  man's 
dress,  and  doubtless  her  person  showed  the  effects  of  nine 
months'  imprisonment  and  three  months  of  chains  and 
fetters. 

The  presiding  bishop  told  lier  to  place  her  liands  upon 
the  Gospel  and  swear  to  answer  truly  the  questions  that 
would  be  proposed  to  her.  "  I  do  not  know,"  said  she, 
"  upon  what  you  wish  to  question  me.  Pcrliaps  you  will 
ask  me  things  which  I  ought  not  to  tell  you."  '*  Swear," 
rejoined  the  bishop,  "  to  tell  the  truth  upon  whatever  may 
be  asked  of  you  concerning  the  faith  and  the  facts  within 
your  knowledge." 

"  As  to  my  father  and  mother,"  she  said,  "  and  what  I 
did  after  setting  out  foi^  France,  I  will  swear  willingly ; 
but  the  revelations  which  have  come  to  me  from  God,  to 
no  one  have  I  related  or  revealed  them,  except  alone  to 
Charles,  my  king;  and  I  shall  not  reveal  them  to  you 
though  you  cut  off  my  liead,  because  I  have  received  them 
by  vision  and  by  secret  communication,  with  injunction 
not  to  reveal  them.  Before  eight  days  liave  passed  I  shall 
know  if  I  am  to  reveal  them  to  you." 

Tlie  bishop  urged  her  again  and  again  to  take  the  oath 
without  conditions.  She  refused,  and  they  were  atlenjrth 
obliged  to  yield  the  point,  and  accept  a  limited  oath. 
Upon  her  knees,  with  both  hands  placed  upon  a  missal, 
she  swore  to  answer  truly  whatever  might  be  asked  of 
her,  so  far  as  she  could,  concerning  the  common  faith  of 
Christians,  but  no  more.  Being  then  questioned  concern- 
ing  her  name  and  ear\y  Wle,  ^\\^  ^w^^^\^d  thus : 
^^In  my  own  country  1  ^aa  <i^^^  ^^'!;i\\fta\Xfc%  ^wnr^^. 
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liave  been  in  Prance  I  have  been  called  Jeanne.     As  to 

niv  surname  I  know  nothing.     1  was  born  at  the  village 

of  Douiremy,  which  makes  one  with  the  village  of  Greux. 

le  principal  church  is  at  Greux.     My  father  is  named 

tacqucB  Dare;  iny  mother  Yaahelle,     I  was  baptized  in 

church  of  Domremy.     One  of  my  godmothers  was 

named  Agnes,  anotlier  Jeaiuie,  a  third  Sibylle.     One  of 

ray  godfathers  was  Jean  Liiif^uiS,  another  Jean  Varrey. 

I  had  several  other  godraolhers,  as   I  have   heard  my 

mother  say.     I  was  baptized,  I  believe,  by  Messirc  Jean 

Minet.     I  think  lie  is  slill  living.     I  think  I  am  about 

lineteen  years  of  age.     From,  my  mother  I  learned  my 

'ater,  my  Ave  Marie,  and  my  Credo.     I  learned  from  iny 

lotlier  all  that  I  believe." 

"  Say  your  Pater,"  said  the  presiding  bishop. 

"  Hear  me  in  confession,  and  I  will  say  it  for  you  will- 

igly." 

Several  times  she  was  asked  to  say  the  Lord's  Prayer, 
always  replied,  "  No,  I  will  not  say  my  Pater  for 
!ou  unless  you  hear  mo  in  confession," 

We  will  willingly  give  you,"  said  the  bishop,  "one  or 
iwo  notable  men  who  speak  French ;  will  you  say  your 
'ater  to  them  ? " 

I  shall  not  say  it,"  was  her  reply, "  unless  in  cou- 

Aa  the  session  was  about  to  close,  the  bishop  forbade 
her  to  leave  the  prison  which  liad  been  assigned  her  in  the 
castle,  under  pain  of  being  pronounced  guilty  of  heresy, 
the  crime  charged. 

I  dp  not  accept  such  an  injunction,"  she  replied.  "If 
:  I  escape,  no  one  shall  be  able  to  reproach  me  with 
laviug  broken  my  faith,  as  I  have  not  given  my  word  to 
any  person  whatever,"  8ho  continued  to  speak,  in 
language  not  recorded,  complaining  that  they  had  bound 
hsr  with  chains  a 
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"  You  tried  several  times,"  said  the  bishop,  "  to  escape 
from  the  prison  where  you  were  detained,  and  it  was  to 
keep  you  more  surely  that  you  were  ordered  to  be  put  in 
irons." 

"  It  is  true,"  was  her  reply,  "  I  wished  to  get  away,  and 
I  wish  it  still.  Is  that  not  a  thing  allowed  to  every 
prisoner  ?  " 

She  was'  then  removed  to  her  chamber,  and  the  court 
broke  up.  The  next  morning  at  eight,  in  the  robing-room 
of  the  ch&teau — a  large  apartment  near  the  great  drawing- 
room — the  court  again  convened,  forty-seven  dignitaries 
of  the  Church  being  assembled.  Again  the  captive  was 
unchained  and  brought  in.  Again  she  sat  in  the  presence 
of  this  convocation  of  trained  men,  alone,  without 
advocate,  counsel,  or  attorney.  She  understood  the  issue 
between  herself  and  them.  The  managers  of  the  trial 
meant  to  make  France  believe  that  this  girl  was  an 
emissary  of  the  devil,  and  thus  she  felt  herself  compelled 
to  fail  back  upon  her  claim  to  be  the  chosen  of  God,  and 
to  insist  upon  this  with  painful  repetition.  We  must  bear 
in  mind  that  she  was  absolutely  severed  from  all  active, 
efficient  human  sympathy.  It  was  a  contest  between  one 
poor,  ignorant  girl  and  the  managers  of  the  court,  paid 
and  backed  by  the  power  that  governed  all  England  and 
half  France,  with  the  stake  as  the  cei'tain  consequence  to 
her  of  an  erroneous  line  of  defence.  In  all  the  trial  she 
was  the  only  witness  examined. 

Again  the  bishop  required  her  to  take  the  oath  without 
conditions;  to  which  she  replied,  "I  swore  yesterday; 
that  ought  to  suffice." 

"  Every  person,"  said  the  bishop,  "  though  he  were  a 
prince,  being  required  to  swear  in  any  matter  relating  to 
the  faith,  cannot  refuse." 

''  I  took  the  oath  yesterday,"  said  she  ;  "  that  ought  to 
be  sufficient  hr  you.    Yo\x  ^^Vl  \,oo  tcoie\\ ^1  vcui,"     The 
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Fcontest  ended  as  on  the  day  before.     She  was  then  iiitefj 
t  rogated  by  Jean  BcauiJtSie,  a  distinguished  professor  ( 
tbcology. 

"  How  old  were  you  wlien  you  left  your  father's  house  ?  "a 
"As  to  my  age,  I  cannot  answer." 
"  Did  you  learn  any  trade  in  your  yoiilli  ? " 
"  Yes ;  I  learned  to  spin  and  sew.  In  sewing  and  spin 
ning  I  fear  no  woman  in  Rouen.  For  fear  of  tlij 
Burgundiana  •  I  left  my  father's  house  and  went  to  tlM 
city  of  Noiifchateau,  in  Lorraine,  to  tlie  houRc  of  a 
nnraed  La  Rousse,  where  I  remained  about  fifteen  dayd 
"While  I  was  at  ray  father's  I  assisted  at  the  usual  laborl 
of  the  house.  I  was  not  accustomed  to  go  to  the  fioldj 
with  the  sheep  and  other  animals.  Every  year  I  coffl 
fessed  to  my  own  pastor,  and,  when  he  was  engnged,  1 
another  priest  with  his  permission.  Sometimes,  also- 
two  or  three  times,  I  beliuve — I  confessed  to  religioi^ 
mendicants.  That  was  at  Neufchateau.  At  Easter  \ 
received  the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist." 

"Did  you  receive  the  sacrament  of  the  Eucharist  i 
other  festivals  besides  Easter?" 

"No  matter.  I  was  thirteen  years  old  when  I  had  J 
voice  from  God,  which  called  upon  mo  to  conduct  raysd 
well.  Ilie  fii'st  time  I  heard  tJiat  voice  I  was  tori-ifiec 
It  was  noon,  in  summer,  in  my  father's  garden,  I  Im 
not  fasted  the  evening  before.  I  heard  (hat  voice  at  mjj 
right,  toward  the  church.  I  seldom  heard  it  when  it  was 
not  accompanied  by  a  flash.  This  flash  came  from  tho 
same  side  as  the  voice.  Usually  it  was  very  In 
Since  I  have  been  in  France  I  have  often  licai 
voice." 

But  how  could  you  see  the  flash  which  you  mentioned] 
-since  it  was  on  one  side  ?  " 
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She  did  not  aimwcr  this  foolish  question,  but 

itcly  resumed,  thus : 

If  I  was  in  a  forest  I  would  hear  the  voice,  for  it 
would  como  to  me.  It  appeared  to  me  to  come  from  lips 
worthy  of  rcBpcct ;  I  believe  it  was  sent  to  me  by  God. 
Wheu  I  heard  it  for  tlie  third  time  1  reeoguized  that  il: 
was  the  voice  of  an  angel.  That  voice  has  always  guarded 
me  well,  and  I  have  always  well  understood  it.  It  told 
me  to  behave  well  and  to  go  oft^n  to  church;  it  eaid  to 
me  that  I  must  go  into  France,  I>o  you  ask  me  in  what 
form  that  voice  appeared  to  me  ?  You  will  uot  have  more 
about  it  from  me  this  time.  Two  or  three  times  a  week 
it  said  to  me, 'You  must  go  into  France!'  My  father^ 
knew  nothing  about  my  going.  The  voice  said  to  me, 
'  Go  into  France  I '  I  could  bear  it  no  longer.  It  said  to 
mc:  'Go;  raise  the  siege  of  the  city  of  Orleans.  Go,' 
it  added,  'to  Robert  de  Baudrieourt,  commandant  of 
Taucoulcurs;  he  will  furnish  people  to  accompany  you.* 

lut  I  am  a  poor  girl,  who  knows  neither  how  to  ride  ou, 

lorseback  uor  make  war!  I  went  to  my  uncle's  house, 
and  told  him  my  wish  to  remain  with  him  some  time  ; 
and  there  I  remained  eiglit  days.  To  hira  I  said  I  must 
jgo  lo  Vaucouleurs.  He  took  me  there.  When  I  arrived 
I  kucw  Robert  de  Baudrieourt,  although  I  had  never  seen, 
him,  I  knew  him,  thanks  to  my  voice,  which  caused  me 
to  know  him,  I  said  to  Robert, '  I  must  go  into  France.'  ■ 
Twice  Robert  refused  lo  hear  mc,  and  repelled  mc.  Tho 
third  time  he  received  me,  and  furnished  me  men ;  tliQ 
Toicc  had  said  that  it  would  be  so.  The  Due  de  Lorraine 
sent  orders  to  have  me  brought  to  him.  I  went;  I  said 
to  him  that  I  wished  to  go  into  France.  The  dube  quei 
tioued  me  upon  his  health,  and  I  told  him  I  knew  nothii 
about  it.  I  sjjolce  to  him  little  about  my  journey.  I  told 
him  he  had  to  furnish  mo  liis  son  and  some  people  to 

wdact  me  into  rrauce,aud  flia,\,\-j(^> 
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his  health.  I  went  to  him  with  a  Bafe-conducfc ;  thenco  I 
returned  to  Vaucouluurs.  From  Vaucoiileurs  I  set  out 
dressed  like  a  man,  with  a  sword  given  me  hy  Robert  de 

■  Baudricourt,  without  other  arms.  I  had  with 
I  knight,  a  squire,  and  four  servants,  with  whom  I  reached  i 
t  the  city  of  St.  Urbaiii,  where  I  slept  in  an  abbey.  On  Hie  J 
I  way  I  passed  tlirough  Auxerre,  where  I  heard  mass  in  tlie  J 
I  principal  church.     At  that  time  I  often  liad  my  voices." 

"  Who  advised  you  to  wear  men's  clothes  ? " 

Again  and  again  she  refused  all  answer  to  this  question;  ■ 

k  but  at  last  she  said,  "  I  charge  no  one  with  that."     Then  I 

ffihe   ran  on  in   this  manner;    "  Robert  de   Baudricourt] 

I  made  the  men  who  accompanied  me  swear  to  conduct  n 

f  Bafely  and  well.     '  Go,'  said  he  to  me — '  go,  let  come  of  I 

what  will!'     I  welt   know  that  Ood  loves  the  Dual 

d'OrMans;  I  have  had  more   revelations  about  the  Duo] 

d'Orl^ans  than  about  any  living  man  except  my  king.     1 1 

had  to  change  my  woman's  dfess  for  a  man's.     Upon  that  I 

point  my  counsel  advised  me  well.     I  sent  a  letter  to  the  I 

English  before  Orleans,  telling  them  to  depart,  as  appears  J 

from  a  copy  of  my  letter  which  has  been  read  in  this  city  I 

of  Rouen ;  but  in  Ihat  copy  there  are  two  or  three  words  J 

which  arc  not  in  my  letter.     'Yield  to  the  Maid,' ought  1 

^to  be  changed  to  '  Yield  to  the  king.'  These  words  also  | 
are  not  iu  my  letter — '  body  for  body,'  and  '  chief  of  war.' 
I  went  without  difficulty  to  tlic  king.  Having  arrived  at  I 
the  village  of  St.  Catherine  de  Plerbois,  I  sent  for  tho  1 
first  time  to  tlio  chAtcan  of  Chiuoii,  where  the  kir 
J  reached  Chiuon  toward  noon,  and  took  lodgings  at  firat  I 
|:at  an  inn.  After  dinner  I  went  to  the  king,  who  was  iu  I 
I  the  chateau.     When  I  entered  the  room  where  he  was,  1 1 

■  knew  him  among  mnny  others  by  the  counsel  of  my  ( 
Eroice,  which  revealed  him  to  mo.  I  told  him  that  I  | 
Kwislicd  to  go  and  make  war  against  the  English." 

"  When  the  voice  showed  youftieVvii%,-«Ba'<N«,^*i  ^ 
VjighttheroV' 
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Pasa  on." 

"  Did  you  see  any  angel  above  the  king?" 

"  Spare  me ;  pass  on.      Jlefore  the  king  sent 
field,  he  had  many  apparitions  and  beautiful  revelations. 

"What  revelations  and  apparitions  did  the  king  have?" 

"I  shall  not  tell  you.  This  is  nut  the  time  to  answer 
you;  but  send  to  tlie  king;  he  will  tell  you.  The  voice 
bad  promised  me  timt  as  soon  as  I  had  reached  the  king, 
lio  would  receive  me.  Those  of  my  party  kuew  well  that 
the  Toice  was  sent  me  from  God;  they  saw  and  knew 
that  voice.  I  am  certain  of  it.  My  king  and  several 
otliere  have  heard  and  seen  the  voices  which  came  to  me 
there  was  Charles  de  Bourbon  and  two  or  three  others* 
No  day  passes  in  which  I  do  not  hear  that  voice,  and  II 
have  much  need  of  it.  But  never  have  I  demanded  of  it 
any  recompense  except  the  salvation  of  my  soul.  The 
voice  told  me  to  remain  at  St.  Denis,  in  France,  and  I 
wished  to  do  so ;  but  against  my  will  tlie  lords  made  me 
set  out  thence.  If  1  had  not  been  wounded,  I  should  not 
liave  gone.  After  having  left  St.  Denis,  I  was  wounded 
in  the  defences  of  Paris ;  but  I  was  cured  in  five  da; 
It  is  true  that  I  made  a  skirmish  before  Paris  " 

"Was  not  that  on  a  lioly  day?" 

"I  believe  it  was." 

"  Was  it  well  to  make  an  assaalt  on  a  holy  day  ? " 

To  this  she  only  replied  by  saying: 

"  Pass  on,"  and  the  questioning  then  ceased  for 
day.  The  next  morning,  for  the  first  time,  a  full  coi 
was  present,  the  presiding  bishop  and  sixty-two  abb^s, 
priors,  and  other  priests.  Little  was  extracted  from  her 
during  this  day's  examination,  although  she  made  some 
spirited  answers.  Being  asked  if  she  knew  that  she  was 
state  of  grace,  she  said,  "  If  I  am  not,  (Jod  put  me  ia; 
it!  il  I  am,  God  keep  me  m  it! "  Tliey  asked  her  if  tl 
people  of  her  village  vievc  no\.  tA. 


I 
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The  old  village  partisanship  blazed  up  ill  her  answer: 
[  "If  I  had  known  one  Burgundian  at  Doniremy,  I  should  1 
[  have  been  willing  to  have  his  head  cut  off — that  is,  if  it  J 
had  pleased  God." 

Tlie  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  the  Monday  following  I 

[  was  probably  some  holy  day  of  Lent,  for  the  next  seesioQ-l 

I  of  the  court  occurred  on  Tuesday,  when  she  was  exanwl 

ined  by  the    same  "Master    BeaupSre,"  distinguished! 

Liheologiati.     He  questioned  her  long,  and  led  hiT  on  tol 

.sionB  which    her   enemies   knew  well   ho 
Kagainst  her. 

"  How  have  you  been  since  Saturday  last  ?" 

"  Yon  see  well  how  I  have  been ;  I  liave  been  as  wcll| 
fl&B  I  could  be." 

■'  Po  you  fast  every  day  during  this  Lent  ? 

■'  Has  that  anything  to  do  with  the  case?     No  matter;] 
r  yes,  I  have  fasted  every  day  during  this  Lent," 

"  Have  you  heard  your  Toice  since  Saturday  ?  " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  and  several  times." 

"On  Saturday  did  you  hear  it  in  this  hall  where  70a  1 
are  questioned  ? " 

"  That  has  nothing  to  do  with  your  case.     No  mai*.«r  :% 
I  yes,  I  heard  it." 

■'  What  did  it  say  to  you  last  Saturday  ? " 

"I   did  not  well  understand  it,  and  I  heard  nt-thin^fl 
I  that  I  can  repeat  to  you  until  I  had  gone  to  my  chamber."  ff 

"  What  did  it  say  to  you   in  your  chamber  on  your  I 
I  return  ? " 

"  It  said  to  me, '  Answer  fliem  boldly.'     I  take  counsel  ' 
[  of  my  voices  upon  what  you  ask  mc.     I  shall  willingly 
I  tell  yon  what  I  shall  have  from  God  permission  to  reveal ; 
[  but  as  to  the  revelations  concerning  the  King  of  France,  ■ 
[  I  shall  not  tell  them  without  the  permission  of  my  vote**." 

"  Has  your  voice  forbidden  you  to  reveal  all  ? 

"  I  have  uoi  well  understood  \' 
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"  What  did  the  voice  tell  you  last  ?  "  ^^| 

"  I  OHkcd  advice  of  it  upon  certain  things  which  yoU^^f 
asked  me."  ^H 

"  Did  it  give  you  that  advice  ? "  ^^M 

'•  Upon  some  points,  yea ;  upon  others  you  may  ask  mi^^H 
iiifui-matioii  wliich  I  shall  not  give  you,  not  haviug^^l 
received  permission.  For  if  I  should  respond  without  ^ 
pcnuissioii,  I  8hould  have  no  more  voices  to  second  me. 
,  When  I  sliall  have  permission  from  our  Lord,  I  shall  not 
I  fear  to  speak,  hecause  I  shall  have  warrant  so  to  do."  j 
L  "  Was  tlie  voice  which  spoke  to  you  that  of  an  ungeljc 
I  of  a  saint,  or  of  God  directly  ?"  ] 

I      "  It  was  the  voice  of  St.  Catherine  and  St.  Margaret^ 
■  Their  heads  were  adorned   with  beautiful  crowns,  very; 
I  rich   and  very   precious.     I  have   permission   from   oun 
I  Lord  to  tell  you  so  much.     If  you  have  any  doubt  of  this 
I  send  to  Poitiers,  where  I  was  formerly  interrogated." 
I      "  How  did  you  know  that  they  were  saints  ?     How  dU 
I  you  distinguish  one  from  the  otlier?" 
T      "I  know  well  that  they  were  saints,  and  I  easily  dia 
I  tingiiish  one  from  the  other." 

"  How  do  you  distinguish  them  ? " 
"  By  the  salute  which  they   make  me.     Seren  years 
I  have  passed  since  tliey  undertook  to  guide  me.     I  know^ 
I  them  well,  because  they  have  named  themselves  to  mi 
"  Were  those  two  saints  clad  in  the  same  fabric  ?" 
"  For  the  moment  I  shall  tell  you  no  more ;  I  have  r 
permission  to  reveal  it.     If  you  do  not  believe  me,  go  t 
Poitiers.     There   are  some  revelations  which  belong  t 

tUie  King  of  France,  and  not  to  you  who  interrogate  nie."j| 
"Are  the  two  saints  of  the  same  age?" 
"  I  am  not  permitted  to  tell." 
"  Did  both  speak  at  once,  or  one  at  a  time  ? 
"I  have  not  permission    to   tell   you;  nevi 
are  always  had  counsel  irom  V 
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"Which  appeared  to  you  first?" 

"I  distinguished  them  one  from  the  other.  I  knew 
fcow  I  did  it  once,  but  1  hare  forgotten.  If  I  receive  pei- 
1  I  will  willingly  tell  you ;  it  is  written  in  the 
fecord  at  Poitiers.    I  have  received  comfort  also  from 

.  Michael." 

"  Whiidi  of  those  two  apparitions  came  to  you  first  ? " 

"  St.  Michael." 

"Wa."*  it  a  long  time  ago  tliat  you  heard  the  voice  of 
lichael  for  the  first  time  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  mention  the  voice  of  St,  Michael ;  I  told  you 
that  I  had  great  comfort  from  him." 

"  What  was  the  first  voice  that  came  to  you  wlien  yon 
were  about  thirteen  years  of  age  ? " 

"  It  was  St.  Michael.  I  saw  him  before  my  eyes  ;  lie 
was  not  alone,  but  was  surrounded  by  angels  from  heaven. 
1  only  came  into  France  by  the  command  of  God." 

"  Did  you  see  St.  Michael  and  those  angels  in  a  bodily 
Ebrm,  arid  in  reality  ?" 

"  I  saw  them  with  Ihe  eyes  of  my  body  as  well  as  I  can 
lee  you.     When  they  left  me  I  wept,  and  wished  to  bo 
tway  with  them." 

"  In  what  form  was  St.  Michael  V 

"  You  will  have  no  other  answer  from  me ;  I  have  not 
pet  license  to  tell  you." 

"  What  did  St  Michael  say  to  you  that  first  time  ? " 

"You  will  have  no  answer  to-day.     My  voices  said  to 

!,  'Answer  boldly.'  I  told  the  king  at  once  all  that 
Was  revealed  to  me,  because  that  concerned  him ;  but  I 
have  not  yet  permission  to  reveal  to  you  all  that  St. 
Michael  said  to  me.  I  should  be  very  glad  if  you  had  a 
copy  of  that  book  which  is  at  Poitiers,  if  it  please  God." 

"Have  your  voices  forbidden  you  to  make  known  your 
revelations  without  permission  from  tlicmV 
^  "I  do  not  answer  you  upon  t\ia.t  -poSjA.,    %i  ^a^  *■'*' 
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have  received  permission  I  Bhall  nnswcr  willingly.    I  Aid 

not  quite  underHtnud  If  my  voices  forbade  me  to  reply," 
"  What  sign  do  you  give  that  yon  received  that  revelar 

tiou  from  God,  and  that  it  was  St.  Catherine  and  St.  Mar> 

garet  who  conversed  with  you  ?" 
^^     "  I  have  told  you  it  was  they  ;  believe  me  if  you  wish." 
^^L   "  Is  it  forbidden  you  to  tell  it  ? " 

^^m    "I  did  not  quite  understand  whether  it  was  forbidden 
^^raie  or  not." 

^^t     "  How  can  you  diBtinguieh  the  things  which  yon  liave 

^H  permission  to  reveal  from  those  which  you  are  forbidden  ?" 

"Upon   certain  points  I  have   asjced   permission,  and 

upon  some  I  have  obtained  it.     Rather  than  have  come 

into  France  without  God's  permission,  I  would  have  been 

torn  asunder  by  four  horses." 

"  Did  God  command  you  to  dress  like  a  man  ? " 

"  As  to  that  dress,  it  is  a  trifle — less  than  nothing.     I 

did  not  take  it  by  the  advice  of  any  living  man ;-  neither 

put  on  this  dress  nor  did  anything  else  except  by  the 

command  of  our  Lord  and  tlie  angels." 

»"  Does  the  command  to  wear  a  man's  dress  seem  to  you 
lawful  [licite]!" 
"  All  that  I  have  done  was  by  the  command  of   our 
Lord.     If  He  had  told  me  to  wear  another  dress,  I  should 
have  worn  it,  because  it  was  His  command." 

"Did  you  not  assume  thia  costume  by  the  order   of 
1  Roljert  de  Baudricourt  ? " 
"  Xo." 

"  Do  you  think  you  did  well  to  wear  a  man's  dress  ?" 
"  All  that  I  did  was  by  our  Lord's  order:  I  believe  I 
l;did  do  well.     I  expect  from  it  good  security  and  good 
^mccor." 

"In  this  particular  case,  the  wearing  of  a  man's  dress, 
^0  you  thlak  you  did  well '! " 
'.'/  have  done  nothuis  Vn  toi  ■'lo'c^^  cs.tt'^'tXs^  v\\ft  tyjm- 
pd  of  God." 
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"  Wlicu  you  saw  lliat  voice  come  to  you,  was  there  an^l 
I  light?" 

"There  was  luucli  light  on  all  sides,  as  there  should 'I 
I  have  beeu."     (To  the  iuterrc^ator).     "There  does   notf 
come  as  much  to  you." 

"  Was  there  an  angel  above  your  king's  head  when  yon, 
I  saw  him  for  tiie  first  time  ?  " 

"  By  our  Lady !  if  there  was  one,  I  know  nothing  ahoud 
f  it.     I  did  not  see  him," 
"  Was  there  any  light  ?  " 

"  There  were  more  than  three  hundred  knights,  i 
I  more   than  fifty  torches,  without  counting  the  spiritu! 
»  light     I  rarely  have  revelations  without  light." 

"How   was    your   king    enabled  to    believe   in    youi 
claims?" 

■'He  had  good  signs,  and  the  learned  clergy  rendere 
^  me  good  testimony." 

"  What  revelations  did  your  king  have  ?  " 
"  You  will  not  have  them  from  me  this  year.  I  wai 
interrogated  for  three  weeks  by  the  clergy  at  Chinon  auc 
at  Poitiers.  Before  being  willing  to  believe  me,  the  king 
had  a  sign  of  the  truth  of  my  statement,  and  the  clergy 
of  my  party  were  of  opinion  that  there  was  nothing  but 
L  good  in  my  undertaking." 

"  Were  you  at  St.  Catherine  de  Fierboia  ?" 
"Yes,  and  there  I  heard  three  masses  in  one  day  ;  theal 
I  went  to  the  chateau  of  Chinon,  whence  I  sent  a  lettei 
to  the  king  to  know  if  he  would  grant  me  an  interview^ 
^^     telling   him    that  I  had   traveled   a  hundred   and   fifty 
^L  leagues  to  come  to  his  assistance,  and  tliat  I  knew  man^l 
^B  things  favorable  to  him.     I  think  I  remember  saying  iuJ 
^H  my  letter  that  I  should  know  how  to  recognize  him  amon^fl 
^H  all   others.     I  had  a  sword  which  I  obtained   at  Yau- 
^B  couletn-B.     Whilst  I  was  at  Tours  or  at  Chinon,  I  sent  ta| 
^H  seek  a  sword  which  was  hi  the  cWtOa  q1  %'t.  ^i^jKc-fifwiR.  ft 
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Ilierbois,  boliind  the  altar  ;  and  there  it  waa  immediate 
Ifound,  covered  wilh  rust.  That  sword  wan  in  the  earth  I 
■rusty ;  above  it  tliere  were  five  crossca ;  I  knew  by  i 
iToice  where  the  sword  was.  I  never  saw  the  man  who  I 
Went  to  find  it.  I  wrote  to  th.e  priests  of  the  place  asking  | 
hhcm  if  I  might  Lave  that  sword,  and  tliey  sent  it  to  nie. 
at  was  under  the  ground,  not  very  deep,  beliiod  the  altar,  I 
a  it  seems  to  me.  I  am  not  quite  sure  whether  it  was  J 
rWorc  or  behind  the  altar,  but  I  think  I  wrote  it  ' 
behind.  As  soon  as  it  was  found,  the  priests  of  tim  I 
church  rubbed  it,  and  at  once,  without  effort,  the  rust  fell  T 
off.  It  was  an  armorer  of  Tours  who  went  to  find  it.  ] 
The  priesta  of  Fierbois  made  me  a  present  of  a  scabbard, 
those  of  Tours  of  another;  one  was  of  crimson  velvet, 

tthe  other  of  cloth  of  gold.  I  caused  a  third  to  be  made  1 
of  very  strong  leather.  When  I  was  taken  I  had  not  that  J 
«word  on.  I  always  wore  the  sword  of  Fierbois  from  the  j 
time  I  had  it  until  my  departure  from  St.  Denis,  after  the  1 
assault  upon  Paris." 

"  What  benediction  did  you  pronounce,  or  cause  to  bo  1 
pronounced,  upon  that  sword  !" 

"  I  neither  blessed  it  nor  had  it  blessed ;  I  should  not  J 
liave  known  how  to  do  it.  Much  I  loved  that  sword,  J 
because  it  was  fomid  in  the  church  of  St.  Cathoriuo,  I 
whom  I  warmly  love." 

"  Did  you  sometimes  place  your  sword  upon  an  altar,  I 
and  in  so  placing  it  was  it  that  your  sword  might  be  more  j 
fortunate  ? " 

"  Not  that  I  remember." 

t"Did  you  sometimes  pray  that  it  might  be  more  for- J 
tunate  ?  " 
"Beyond  question,  I  wished  my  arms  to  be  very  for-j 
hinate." 
"Had  von  that  sword  on  wlien  you  were  taken  ?" 
^'Xo:  /  had  one  tlmt  lia.d  Viec-tt  ^aJtaa  ^v^ 
hcliaii. " 
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"  Where  was  (lie  sword  of  Fierbois  ? " 
"  I  offered  a  sword  and  some  arms  to  St.  Denis,  but  it 
^as  not  that  sword.     The  sword  I  then  wore  I  got  at 
*gny,  and  wore  it  from  Lag-ny  even  to  Compifignc.     It 
*raa  a  good   sword  for  service ;  excellent  to  give  good 
"whacks  and  wipes   [torchong'].     Aa  to  what  lias  become  ] 
of  the  other  sword,  it  does  not  regard  this  trial,  and  I 
shall  not  now  reply  thereupon.     My  brothers  have  all  my 
I  property,  my  horses,  my  sword,  as  I  suppose,  and  the  rest, 
(•Vorth  more  than  twelve  thousand  crowns." 

"  Wlien  you  were  at  Orleans,  had  you  a  standard  or   I 
uner,  and  of  what  color  was  it  ?" 

"  I  had  a  banner,  the  ground  of  which  was  covered  with  I 
pilies ;  and  there  was  a  picture  upon  it  of  the  world,  with  ] 
an  angel  on  each  side.     It  was  white,  of  the  white  fabric  _ 
called  fustian  [boueasBin].     There  was  written  upo»  it,  I 
think, '  Jhesus  Maria,'  and  it  was  fringed  with  silk." 

J"  Were   the   names  of  Jhesus   Maria   written  on   the  ] 
npper  or  the  under  part,  on  the  lower,  or  on  one  side  ? " 
"  Upon  one  side,  I  believe." 
"  Which  did  you  love  best,  your  banner  or  your  sword  ?  " 
"  Much  better,  forty  times  better,  my  banner  than  my 
Bword." 
"  Who  caused  you  to  have  tLat  picture  made  upon  your 
banner  ? " 
"Often   enough  I  have   told   you   that  I  did   nothing 
except  by  the   command  of    God.     It  was  myself  who 
carried  that  banner  when  I  attacked  the  enemy,  in  order 

ito  avoid  killing  any  one,  for  I  have  never  killed  a  single 
person." 
"What  force  did  your  king  give  yon  when  he  accepted 
your  services?" 
[    "  He  gave  me  ten  or  twelve  thousand  men.     At  f 
■rent  to  Orleans,  to  the  tower  of  St.  Lony^  and  aSissCTtw 
Id  that  oS  the  bridge." 


t  first  J 
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drew  your  meu  ?" 

'•I  do  not  remember.  I  was  very  Biiro  of  raising  tli 
ScigO  of  OrlcaiiH  ;  1  liad  had  a  revelation  ou  the  Hubjectj 
1  told  the  king  before  going  there  I  should  raise  it." 

"  Before  the  assault,  did  you  tell  your  people  that  yoi 
alone  would  receiTe  the  javelins  and  tlie  stones  thro' 
by  the  machines  and  cannons?" 

"No;  a  hundred  of  luy  people,  and  even  more 
wounded,  I  said  to  them, '  Fear  not,  and  you  will  raii 
tlie  siege.'  At  the  assault  of  the  bridge  tower  I  wi 
wounded  in  tlie  neck  with  an  arrow  or  lance ;  but  I  hai 
great  comfort  from  St.  Catherine,  and  I  was  cured  in  less 
than  fifteen  days.  I  did  not  cease  on  that  account  to  ride 
on  horscbuck  and  to  labor.  I  knew  well  I  should 
woui^ed ;  I  told  my  kiug  so,  but  that,  notwitlistanding, 
should  keep  at  work.     Tliey  had  been  revealed  to  me  bj 

Pthe  voices  of  my  two  saints,  blessed  Catherine  and  blesi 
Margaret.     It  was  I  who  first  placed  a  ladder  against  the 
tower,  and   it  was   in   raising  that  ladder   that   I    waa 
wounded  in  the  neck  by  the  lance," 

The  session  ended  soon  after,  and  the  prisoner  was 
»  removed.     There  were  sis  of  these  public  examinations, 

^^L    but  nothing  further  of  much  importance  was  elicited  M 
^H    them.  1 

^^1  The  public  examinations  being  nt  an  end,  the  coura 
^^K  took  a  week  to  review  and  consider  the  evidence  obtained. 
^^M  They  decided  that  further  light  was  needed  on  some 
^^B  points,  and  ordered  that  she  should  be  examined  in  secret 
^^H  by  seven  learned  doctors,  aud  her  answers  recorded  fur 
^^P  the  subsequent  use  of  the  whole  court.  There  were  nine 
^^  of  these  secret  questiouings,  but  she  adhered  to  her  fatal 
line  of  defence,  eser  insisting  upon  her  supernatural  pre- 
hensions, and  adding  particulars  which  placed  her  more 
^^^Jiopekseiy  than  before  m  We  i^^«i  qI  V'ct  eosHaea. 
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r  complete  the  reader's  view  of  this  portiun  of  the  trial,  I  1 
select  one  of  these  secret  cxamiiiationa  (tlio  fourth)  for  \ 
traoslation,  in  which  she  overtasked  the  credulity  even  c 
her  adherents,  and  made  her  well-wishers  in  the  court 
powerless  to  serve  her. 

>"  What  was  the  sign  which  you  gave  your  king  ? 
"  Wonld  you  like  me  to  perjure  myself  ? " 
"  Have  you  promised  and  sworn  to  St.  Catherine  not  to  J 
reveal  that  sign  ? 

"  I  have  sworn  and  promised  not  to  reveal  that  sigi 
and  of  my  own  accord,  too,  "because  they  pressed  me  toe 

I  much  to  reveal  it;  and  then  I  said  to  myself:  I  promist 
not  to  speak  of  it  to  any  man  in  the  world.  The  sigi 
■was  that  an  angel  assured  ray  king,  when  bringing  hin 
the  crown,  that  he  would  possess  the  whole  kingdom  ( 
France,  through  the  help  of  God  and  my  lahor. 
angel  tuld  him  also  to  set  me  at  work,  that  is  to  say,  glv 
me  Bomo  soldiers,  or  otherwise  he  would  not  be  crowned 
and  anointed  so  soon." 

"  Kave  you  spoken  to  St,  Catherine  since  yesterday  ? 
"I  have  hcai'd  her  since  yesterday,  and  she  told  ni 
'^  several  times  to  answer    the   judges    boldly   concerning 
whatever  they  should  ask  nie  touching  my  case." 

"  How  did  the  angel  carry  the  crown  ?  and  did  he  placQJ 
it  himself  upon  your  king's  head  ?  " 

"  The  crown  was  given  to  an  archbishop,  namely,  the? 

Archbishop  of  Rheims,  I  believe  in  my  king's  presence.! 

]   The  archbishop  received  it,  and  remitted  it  to  the  king,! 

I  was  myself  present.     The  cruwu  was  afterward  placed* 

ill  my  king's  treasury," 

'  Where   was  it  that  the    crown    was  brought  to  the| 
king?" 

"  It  was   in    the   king's   chamber   at  the   chiiteau 
.  Chinou," 

"  What  day  and  hour  I 
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"  Ab  to  llic  I  day,  liiiow  not ;  in  regard  to  the  liour,  it 
wii8  early.     I  liuve  iio  further  recollection  concerning  if. 
For  the  inonlli,  it  was  March  or  April,  it  secius  to  mc, 
rs  from  the  present  month.     It  was  after  Easter." 
'  Was  it  the  first  day  of  your   seeing  this  sign   that 
r  Icing  saw  it  also  ? " 
"  Yes,  he  saw  it  the  same  day." 
"Of  what  material  was  the  said  crown  ?" 
"It  is  good  to  know  that  it  was  fine  gold;  so  rich  was 
it  that  I  should  not  know  how  to  estimate  its  value,  nor 
nppreciat*  its  l>eanty.     The  crown  signiBed  that  my  king 

tiould  possess  Ihe  kingdom  of  France." 
"  Were  there  any  precious  stones  in  it  ?  '* 
*'  I  have  told  you  what  I  know  of  it." 
**  Did  you  handle  or  kisa  it?" 
•"No." 
"  Did  the  angel  who  brought  that  crown  come    from 
eaven  or  earth  ? " 
"  He  came  from  on  high,  and  I  understand  he  came 
hy  the  command  of  our  Lord.     He  entered  by  the  door 
of  the  chamber.     When    lie    came  before  my    king,  he 
paid  homage  to  liim  by  bowing  before  him,  and  by  pro- 
nouncing the  wordB  which  I  have  already  mentioned,  and 
at  the  same  time  recalled  to   his  memory  the  beautiful 
patience  with  which   he   had    borne  his  great   troubles- 
The  angel  walked  from  the  door,  and  touched  the  floor  in 

» coming  to  the  king." 
■  "  How  far  was  it  from  the  door  to  the  king  ?  " 
"  My  impression  is  that  it  was  about  the  length  of  a 
lance  ;  and  he  returned  by  the  same  way  he  had  entered. 
When  the  angel  came,  I  accompanied  him,  audwent  with 
-  Iiim  up  the  staircase  to  the  king's  chamber.  The  angel 
^■entered  first,  and  then  myself,  and  I  said  to  the  king, 
^RjniS/re,  here  is  your  sign-,  take  it,'  " 
^B^  In  what  place  did  ttic  aug^A.  a^i'^^ii.t  "iw  ^wi^^." 
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"  I  was  almost  continually   in  praj^er  that  God  would 
lend  a  sign  to  the  king,  and   I  was  in  my  lodginga  at  a 
[good  woman's  liouae  near  tlie  cliilteau  of  Ciiinon   when 
e ;  then  we   went  together  towai'd  the  king ;  lit 
'w&n  accompanied  by  other  augels  wliom  uo  one  saw.     If 
at  had  not  been  for  love  of  lue,  and  to  put  me  beyood  the 
ich  of  those  who  accused  me,  1  believe  several  who  saw 
e  angel  would  not  have  seen  him," 
"  Did  all  who  were  with  the  king  see  the  angel  ?" 
"  I  believe  the  Archbishop  of  Rheim^  saw  liim,  as  well 
His  the  lords  D'AIen^on,  La  Tr^mouille,  and  Charles  do 
■Sourbou.     As  to  the  crown,  many  cliuj'chmen  and  others 
,v  it  wlio  did  not  see  the  angel," 

"  Of    what   countenance,   of    what    stature,  was  that 
'  angel  ? " 

■'  I  have  not  permission  to  say  ;  to-morrow  1  will  answer 
that." 

'  Were  all  the  angels  who  accompanied  him  of  tlie  same 
luouutenance  ?  " 

"  Some  of  tliera  were  a  good  deal  alike,  others  not,  at 
ist  from  my  point  of  view.     Some  had  wings  ;  others 
had  crowns.     In  their  company  were  St.  Catherine  and 
I        St.  Margaret,  who  were  with  the  angel  just  mentioned, 

rd  the  other  angels  also,  even  in  the  king's  chamber." 
"  How  did  the  angel  leave  you  ? " 
"  He  left  me  in  a  little   chapel.     I  was  very  angry  at 
his  going.     I  wept.     Willingly  would  I  have  gone  away 
witli  him — that  is  to  say,  my  sonl." 
^^       "  After  the  angel's  departure,  did  you  continue  joyful  ? " 
^^     "  He  did  not  leave  me  fear£ul  or  frightened,  but  I  was 
^H.BUgry  at  his  departure." 

^H     "  Was  it  on  account  of  your  ment  that  Otod  sent  to  you 
H.HIs  angel  ? " 

^H      "  He  came  for  a  great  purpose,  and  I  was  in  ho^s  tKa.<^ 
^Vthe  king  would  take  him  for  a  sign,  ai\.i  Wv^'t. 'Caa-i  ^«* 
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cease  arguing  about  my  carrying  succor  to  the  good  peo- 
ple of  Orleans.  The  angel  came,  also,  for  the  merit  of 
the  king  and  of  the  good  Due  d'Orldans." 

"  Why  to  you  rather  than  another  ?  " 

^^  It  pleased  God  to  act  thus  by  means  of  a  simple 
maid  in  order  to  repel  the  enemies  of  the  king." 

"Has  he  told  you  whence  the  angel  brought  tliat 
crown  ?  " 

"  It  was  brought  from  God,  and  there  is  no  goldsmith 
in  the  world  who  could  make  it  so  rich  or  so  beautiful." 

"  Where  did  he  get  it  ?  " 

"  I  attribute  it  to  God,  and  know  not  otherwise  whence 
it  was  taken." 

"  Did  a  good  smell  come  from  the  crown  ?  Did  it 
shine  ?  " 

"  I  do  not  remember ;  I  will  inform  myself."  Resum- 
ing after  a  pause :  "  Yes,  it  smelled  well,  and  will  always, 
provided  it  is  well  taken  care  of,  as  it  should  be.  It  was 
in  the  style  of  a  crown." 

"  Did  the  angel  write  you  a  letter  ?  " 

"  No." 

"  What  sign  had  your  king,  the  people  who  were  with 
him,  and  yourself,  to  make  you  think  it  was  an  angel  ?  " 

"  The  king  believed  it  through  the  instruction  of  the 
churchmen   who   were  there,   and   by   the   sign   of   the 


crown." 


"  But  how  did  the  clergy  themselves  know  that  it  was 
an  angel  ?" 

"  By  their  learning,  and  because  they  were  clergymen." 
Tlie  session  closed  soon  after,  and  she  was  conducted 
once  more  to  her  apartment.  The  learned  doctors 
questioned  her  closely,  and  even  skillfully,  during  these 
nine  secret  sessions,  and  she  often  answered  them  with 
vivacity  and  force.  They  asked  her  one  day  why  she  had 
thrown  herself  from  the  to^e^.    SiXvi  \,^^ ^X\^\sv  lUat  she 
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had  heard  the  people  of  Compiegue  were  to  be  put  to  the 
sword,  even  to  children  seven  years  of  age,  aud  tliat  slie 
preferred  to  die  rather  than  to  survive  sucli  a  massacre 
of  good  people.     "■  That,"   she  added,  "  was  one  of  the 
reasons.     The  other  was,  I  knew  I  had  been  sold  to  the 
Englisli,  and  I  held   it  better  to  die  than  fall  into  the  . 
hands    of   ray    adversaries."     On   another   oceasion   sho 
declared  that   she   had   not   Bpriing   from  the  tower  in 
despair,  but  in  the  hope  of  escaping,  and  of  going  to  the 
sneoor  of  the  brave  men  wlio  were  in  peril.     Slic  owned,    ' 
however,  that  it  was  a  rash  and  wrong  action,  of  which    I 
she  had  repented.     As  she  often  expressed  a  desire  to    , 
hear  mass,  they  asked  her  one  day  which  she  would  pre- 
fer, to  put  on  a  woman's  dress  and   hear  mass,  or  retain 
I  her  man's  clotJiea  and  not  hear   it.     Her   answer  was, 
1^  First  assure    me    that  I  shall   hear  mass  if  I  put  on 
woman's  clothes,  and  ihon  I  will  answer  you," 
"  Very  well,"  said  the  questioner,"!  engage  that  you 
riiail  hear  mass  if  you  will  put  on  a  woman's  dress." 
Slie  replied  that  she  would  wear  a  woman's  dress  to 
mass,  but  that  on  her  return  sJie  should  resume  her  man's 
clothes. 

They  asked  her  finally,  and  the  trial  turned  upon  this 

»c)iiit,  if  she  was  willing  to   submit  all  her  words  and 
eeds  to  the  judgment  of  the  holy  mother  Church. 
"  The  Church !  "  she  exclaimed.     "  I  love  it,  and  desire 
to  sustain  it  with  my  whole  power,  for  the  sake  of  our 
Christian  faith.     It  is  not  I  who  should  be  hindered  fi'Oin 
going  to  church  and  hearing  mass."     But  she  would  not 
answer  this  decisive  question   in  a  way  to  increase  her 
chances  of  escape.     As  to  what  she  had  dune  for  her  king 
^^-;^nd  country,  she  said  she  submitted  it  all  to  God,  who   ' 
^^Bad  sent  her,  and  then  she  wandered  into  a  prediction 
^^^Uiat  the  French  were  on  llio  eve  of  a  great  victory.     The 
^^fcriest  repeated  his  question,  but  b\\c  m\\-^  \-<?\iCv'i'\'*\sJ^  'S 


|474  THE   TlllAL  OF   JEANNE   DAKC. 


^H  my  opinion  ia,"  said  she,  "that  God  and  tbe  Cliui-cb  an 
^H  one."  The  questioner  then  explained  to  her  that  the: 
^^B  was  a  Church  militant  and  a  Chnrch  triumphant,  am 
^H  that  it  was  to  Uie  Church  militant — consisting  of  tl 
^■^  Pope,  cardinals,  bishops,  priests,  and  all  good  Cutholici 
to  »hich  her  submission  was  required. 

But  she  could  not  be  brought  to  submit  to  tbe  Chun 

I  militant.     To  tlio  end  of  these  nine  incisive  questionin] 
she  held  her  ground  firmly,  claiming  supernatural  W! 
rant  for  all  that  she  had  done  for  her  king  aud  pai 
glorying  in  it,  protesting  her  warm  desire  to  renew  h« 
labors  in  the  field,  and  refusing  to  resume  the  dress  of  h 
BOX.     She  said  that  if  tliey  condemned  her  to  the  stak) 
she  would  wear  at  the  last  hour  a  long  woman's  garment, 
but  till  then  she  should  retain  the  attire  assigned  her  by 
Divine  command.     She  refused,  a  few  days  after,  even  to 
change  her  dress  for  the  mass. 
Further  deliberation  followed,  and  at  length  the  char) 
against  her  were  drawn  up,  to  the  number  of  sevcntj 
V         each  of  which  was   read  to  her  in  open  court,  and 

answer  required.  Many  weary  days  were  thus  consumed 
without  result.  When  the  last  charge  Iiad  been  read  and 
answered,  she  was  asked  again  the  question  upon  which 
her  life  depended,  "  If  the  Chureh  militant  says  to  you 
-that  your  revelations  are  illusory  or  diabolical,  will  you 

IBubmit  to  the  decision  of  the  Chnrch  ? "     Her 
the  same  as  before  :  "  I   submit  all  to  God,  whoso  coi 
mand  I  shall  always  obey." 
The  seventy  charges  were  then  condensed  to  twelve, 
the  convenience  of  the  court.     These  charges  were  chlel 
drawn  from  her  own    avowals.       The   first   article, 
example,  accused  her  of  saying  that  she  had  been  vi 
end  fj'UJded  by  St.  Michael,  St,  Catherine,  and  St.  Marf 
ret.     Her  leap  from  tlac  lonev,  bs  taaisfl.'^i's  Nvfc'^^VE. 


1  to 
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Sone  of  the  charges,  lier  inscribiug  sacred  iiameB  oii  hue 
H.T  was  auolber.     The   charges,  in  short,  were  the 
■•condensed  stutcment  of  her  own  answers,  l]ie  chief  point 
Kef  offence  being  that  she  claimed  for  her  mission  suijci-- 
fliatural  autliorizatioii  and  aid.     The  outward  and  visible 
KBign  of  this  pretension  was  tlic  wearing  of  men's  clollius 
The  patience  of    the  court    with   their   eontunnoioua 
er  was  remarlvable,  and  seema  to  indicate  that  thu 
I'Eourt  a^  a  body  meant  to  try  her  fairly,  and  that  there 
Ivorc  members  who  desired  her  acqnittal.     Eight  learned 
nductors  were  next  appointed  to  visit  her  in  her  room,  and 
er  a  solemn  and  affectionate  admonition,  and  urge 
■her,  by  timely  submission  and  repentance,  to  save  her 
■body  from  tiic  fire  and   lier  soul  from  perdition.     They  ] 
■performed  this  duty  well.     They  offered  to  send  her  other  I 
Lleanied  men,  if  slie  would  designate  them,  who  would  | 
■  visit  her,  instruct  her,  resolve  her  doubts,  and  guide  her  ] 
into  the   true  way.     Slie  thanked  thorn  for  their  paini 
adiiered  to  all  her  pretensions,  and  refused  to  change  her  j 
dress.     "  Let  come  what  will,"  said  she,  "  I  shall  not  say  i 
or  do  otberwi.se," 

After  days  of  further  deliberation,  tliey  caused  her  to  "l 
be  conducted  to  a  chamber  of  the  great  tower,  in  which  1 
were  the  apparatus  of  the  torture,  and  the  men  in  official  I 
costume  who  usually  applied  it.     "Truly,"  said  she,  aa  I 
she  loolved  upon  the  hideous  implements,  "  if  you  tear  me  ' 
limb  from   limb,  and  sepamte  soul  from  body,  I  should 
say  nothing  other  than  I  have  said ;  and  even  if  I  should, 
I  should   forever  maintain  that  you  made  me  say  it  by 
force."     And  she  went  on  to  speak  of  her  voices  in  her 
usual  maimer.     The  court  decided  that,  considering  "tha 
hardness  of  her  heart,"  the  punishment  of  the  torture 
would  profit  her  little,  and  that  therefore  it  might  be  dit^r 
pcnscd  with,  at  least  fur  tbo  present.     One  learned  and 
pious  doctor  ihougbt  that  the  torture  ■«o\ii\aa  a 
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tary  mediciitc  for  her  soul,"  but  the  general  opinion  wm 
that  slie  had  already  coiifesBcd  enough.     Aa  a  CjithjU^ 
fiho  had  iudeed  put  hoi-self  fatally  in  the  wrong,  and  g'lvi 
her  enemies  all  the  pretest  for  lier  coudentnatiou  wbicl^ 
the  age  required. 

More  deliberations  followed.     The  University  of  Paris 
vas  formally  consulted,  and  would  give  but  one  answer  ii 
cither  the  events  related  by  the  prisoner  occurred,  or  tlieiT 
^^_      did  not  occur ;  if  they  did  not  occur,  she  ie  a  coutuiDi 
^^H     ciouB  liar;  if  they  did  occur,  nhc  is  a  sorceress   and  &I 
^^M     servant  of  the  devil.     She  must  therefore  confess,  recaut^l 
^^H     renounce,  submit,  or  suffer  a  penalty  proportioned  to  her 
^^H     crimes.     This  decision  was  also  communicated  to  the  Maid 
^^B     willi  the  utmost  solemnity,  and  the  was  again  exhorted  and 
^^^      entreated  to  submit.     The  address  delivered  to  her  on  this 
occasion  was  eloquent  and  pathetic,  and  the  argument 
presented  was  one  which  should  have  convinced  a  Catholia 
The  orator,  however,  expended  his  main  strength  in  ten- 
der entreaty,  begging  her,  for  her  immortal's  soul's  sake, 
not  to  persist  in  setting  her  own  uninstructcd  judgment 
against  that  of  the  University  of  Paris,  and  so  great  a 
body  of  eminent  clergy.     It  was  of  no  avail.     "  If,"  said 
she,  "  I  was  already  condemned,  if  I  saw  the  brand  lighted, 
the  fagots  ready,  and  tlie  executioner  about  to  kindle  tlu 
fire,  and  if  I  was  actually  in  the  flames,  I  should  say  onljrj 
what  I  have  said,  and  maiiitain  all  that  I  have  said, 
death. 

She  was  to  have  one  more  opportunity  to  escape  thql 
ire.     On  Thursday  morning,  May  24th,  tlie  suene  of  tiia   , 
trial  was  changed  from  a  room  in  Rouen  castle  to  the 
public  ctanetery  of  the  city.     A  spacious  platform   was 
erected  for  the  prisoner.     The  "  Cardinal  of  England  '1 
attended,  and  there  was   a   vast   concourse   of    excitCi 
L  people,  now  admitted  for  the  first  time  to  wiluesa  t 
proceed'mgfi.     The  Ma\4  was  i 
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cart,  and  pla««;d  upon  tlie  stand  prepared  for  lier,  the  cart 
remaining  to  take  her  to  the  cattle  or  to  the  stake, 
itig  to  the  issue  of  this  day's  session,  Wiien  all 
their  places,  a  preacher  of  great  renown  rose,  and,  taking 
hia  place  opposite  to  the  prisoner,  preached  a  sermon  upon 
the  text,  "  A  branch  can  not  bear  fruit  of  itself  except  it 
abide  in  the  vine,"  which  he  concluded  by  a  last  solemn 
exhortation  to  the  prisoner  to  yield  subiuissiou  to  the 
Chureh. 

was  not  sliaken.  In  her  first  reply,  however,  she 
tried  a  new  expedient,  saying,  "  Send  to  Rome,  to  our  holy 
father  the  Pope,  to  whom,  after  God,  I  yield  submission." 
Three  times  she  was  asked  if  she  was  willing  to  renounce 
those  of  her  acts  and  words  which  the  court  condemned. 
Her  last  reply  was,  "  I  appeal  to  God  and  our  holy  father 
the  Pope." 

The  presiding  bishop  then  began  the  reading  of  her 
sentence.       The   reading   had   proceeded   two   or  three 

nutes,  when  suddenly  her  courage  failed  her,  and  she 
yielded.  She  inteirupled  the  reading.  "I  am  willing," 
she  cried,  "to  hold  all  that  the  Church  ordains,  all  that 
•you  judges  shall  say  and  pronounce.  I  will  obey  your 
'orders  in  everything."     Then  she  repeated  several  times : 

Since  the  men  of  the  church  decide  that  my  apparitions 
and  revelations  are  neither  sustainable  nor  credible,  I 
do  not  wish  to  believe  nor  su&tain  them.  I  yield  in  every- 
thing to  you  and  to  our  holy  mother  Church." 

This  submission  had  been  provided  for  by  the  manager 
of  the  trial.  He  at  once  produced  a  formal  recantation 
and  abjuration,  which  she  was  required  to  sign.  "  1  can 
neither  read  nor  write,"  she  said.  The  king's  secretary 
placed  the  document  before  her,  put  a  pen  in  her  hand, 
and  guided  it  while  she  wrote  "  Jehanne,"  and  appended 
the  sign  of  the  cross. 

The  bishop  Ihen  produced  anoV^vfti:  sRi\\.ftwcft-^(V\s3&.Nia 
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^^H  been  pre])ared  beforehand  in  view  of  licr  poaeible  abjura- 
^^H  tioii.  Tliis  dncumciit,  after  rccuuiitiiig  her  crror»  and  Ilgi- 
^^V  Kiibmiseion,  relieved  ber  fi'oin  excommnnicatioii,  and 
^  iiiffcd  her  to  a  true  repentance:  but  it  ended  with  a  few 
words  of  crushing  iin(>ort  to  such  a  spirit:  "  Since  jou 
have  raslily  sinned  a^rainst  God  and  holy  Churcli,  finally, 
dcfmitively,  wo  condemn  you  to  perpetual  iniprisonmentj 
with  the  bread  of  giief  and  the  water  of  anguish,  to  the 
that  you  may  mourn  your  faults  and  commit  no 
more."  Then  she  was  conveyed  to  tlie  castle.  That, 
afternoon,  in  the  presence  of  six  or  seven  ecclesiastics, 
after  exhortation,  she  took  off  her  man's  dress  wltit 
W.  apparent  willingness,  and  put  on  that  of  a  woman.  Hhe 
also  allowed  some  locks  of  hair,  which  she  bnd  worn 
hitherto  in  the  fashion  of  men,  to  be  cut  oi!f  and  taken' 
away. 

And  thus,  on  that  Thursday  afternoon,  May  24th,  exactly  I 
ine  year  after  ber  capture,  in  the  sixth  mouth  of  he$  I 
confinement  in  tlic  castle,  and  fourth  of  her  public  trial,  i 
she   found   herself    still   in   prison,   chained   as   before, 
guarded  as  before  by  men,  and  deprived  of  the  one  solace  j 
that  captives  know— Ao^e.     She  had  saved  her  life,  bufr" 
not  regained  her  darling  liberty.      Slie  was  not  in  the  ' 
field.      She   was   a  captive,   shorn,  despoiled,  degraded, 
hopeless,  lacerated  byfetters,  and  weighed  down  by  heavy 
chains,  with  men  always  in  her  cell,  and  liable  every  hour 
to  the  taunts  of  hostile  and  contemptuous  visitors. 
She  bore  it  Friday,  Saturday,  Sunday.     When  e 
on  Monday  morning,  she  put  on  her  man's  dress.     Tb 
bishop  and  several  other  members  of  the  court  arrivei 
but  too  soon  ;  for  this  was  welcome  news  to  the  Englis 
party.     They  asked  her  why  she  had  resumed  that  drc 
■'  Because,"  said  she,  "  being  with  men,  it  is  more  dece 
1  hare  resumed  it,  too,  because  you  have  not  kept  yotij 
promises  that  1 8hou\d  \\eair  maas,  a-ui.  iitc&Sa 
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■  jind  have  my  irons  taken  off.     I  prefer  to  die  than  be  in 
Let  luc  go  to  inaaa,  take  off  my  chains,  put  mo 

I  ill  a  proper  prison,  let  me  have  a  woman  for  companion, 
land  then  I  will  bo  good,  and  do  what  the  Church  desires." 

■  They  asked  lior  if  Iter  voices  had  revisited  hep,  if  she 
I  still  believed  that  they  were  St,  Catherine  and  St.  Mar- 

■  gai-et,  if  she  adhered  to  what  she  had  said  with  regard  to 
own  given  to  lier  king  hy  St.  Michael.     To  all  such 

ftquestious  she  replied  bhintly  in  the  affirmative,  as  if  court- 
ling  death.  "All  that  I  revoked  and  declared  on  the 
iBcaffold,"  said  she,  '•!  did  through  fear  of  the  fire,  I 
p  prefer  to  die  than  endure  longer  the  pain  of  imprison- 
I-inent.     Never  have  I  done  anything  against  God  or  the 

faith.      I   did  not  nnderstaitd    what  was  in  the  act  of 

abjuration.     If  the  judges  desire  it,  I  will  wear  woman's 

dicss  ;  beyond  that  I  will  yield  nothing." 

To  reassemble  the  court,  and  bring  this  erring,  tor- 
_  tured,  devoted  child  to  the  stake,  required  but  two  days, 
I  On  Wednesday  morning.  May  30, 1431,  tliere  was  another 
I  opan-air  session  of  the  court,  in  a  market-place  of  Ruuen, 
J  where  there  was  erected  a  jilatform  of  another  kind  for  the 
I  prisoner.  On  that  Inst  mortiing  of  her  life  her  demeanor 
(-was  not  stoical  nor  litstiiotiic,  hut  simply  human — tlie 
pdemeanor  of  a  terrified  girl  of  nineteen  who  was  nerving 
■lierself  to  afrigJitful  ordeal  wliich  she  herself  liad  chosen. 
She  bewailed  Iier  fate  with  cries  and  sobs.  They  gave> 
Ihor  a  priest  to  hear  her  in  confession,  after  which  the 
(Aacrauaent  was  brought  to  her  by  the  usual  procession  of 
f  priests  chanting  a  litany,  and  bearing  many  candles.  She 
I  received  it  "very  devoutly,  and  with  a  great  abundance 
I  of  tears,"  and  passed  her  remaining  time  in  prayer.  The 
Beamo  cart  conveyed  lier  to  the  market-place,  guarded  by 

"  a  hundred  and  twenty  "  English  raen-at-arms.  Another 
I'Sermon  was  preached,  upon  the  text,  "  If  one  wxt-Ki*!^ 
T" Buffer,  the  other  memltcvs  au^iet  aV-aor     tXxfe'SK^w^  "^^^ 
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read  a  long  sentence,  of  which  a  few  words  are  given  at 
the  beginning  of  this  article,  which  he  ended  by  handing 
lier  over  fo  the  secular  arm.  Tlie  members  of  the  court 
departed,  and  then,  without  any  other  legal  forniality,  she 
was  bound  to  the  stake  and  burned.  Tradition  gives  us 
many  particulars  of  her  last  moments,  but  as  they  were 
not  gathered  till  1456,  twenty-five  years  after  her  ashes 
were  thrown  into  the  Seine,  we  must  receive  them  with 
caution.  It  is  credible  enough  that  she  died  embracing  a 
cross,  and  with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  another  cross  held  up 
liefore  her  by  a  sympathizing  priest.  In  1456,  the  period 
of  her  '^  rehabilitation,"  that  man  was  accounted  happy 
who  had  something  pleasing  or  glorious  to  tell  of  the 
Maid  whom  France  then  revered  as  a  deliverer.' 

It  is  difficult  for  us  to  conceive  the  importance  attached 
to  this  trial  at  the  time.  The  English  government,  by  a 
long  circular  letter,  notified  all  the  sovereigns  of  Europe 
of  the  result  of  the  trial,  and  gave  them  an  outline  of 
the  proceedings.  The  University  at  Paris  sent  a  par- 
ticular account  of  the  trial  to  the  Pope,  to  the  cardinals, 
and  to  the  chief  prelates  of  Christendom.  But  five  years 
later  Paris  surrendered  to  the  King  of  Prance,  and 
twenty-five  years  later  Normandy  itself  owned  allegiance 
to  Charles  VU. 
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HARRIET  MARTINEAU. 

"  ~t  row  I  detest  benevolent  people!"  Sydney  Smith 
.1  I.  is  reported  to  have  said,  on  looking  up  from  a 
book  he  had  been  reading. 

"Why?"  asked  his  daughter. 

"  Because  they  are  bo  cruel,"  was  his  reply. 

I  was  reminded  of  this  anecdote  upon  looking  over  a 
book  lately  published,  entitled  "Harriet  Marlineau's  Auto- 
biography," which  is  full  of  the  personal  gossip  that  amueea 
readers,  but  gives  extreme  pain  to  large  numbers  of  worthy 
persons  who  cannot  possibly  set  themselves  rigiit  witli  the 
public  by  correcting  the  misconceptions  of  a  writer  no 
longer  among  the  living.  Miss  Martineau  was,  doubts 
less,  a  lady  who  strongly  desired  the  liappinesa  of  man- 
kind, and  who  had  some  correct  ideas  of  the  manner 
in  which  human  happiness  is  to  be  promoted.  She  ren- 
dered much  good  service  in  lior  day  and  generation,  but 
she  left  this  book  to  be  published  after  her  death,  wliich 
:;iB  unjust  to  almost  eveiy  individual  named  in  it,  and, 
most  of  all,  unjust  to  herself. 

And  the  worst  of  it  is,  no  effective  answer  can  be  made 
to  it.  Tlie  gifted  family  of  the  Kemblcs,  for  example,  and 
particularly  Mrs.  Kemble,a  lady  still  living,  with  children 
and  other  relations,  are  held  up  to  the  contempt  of  man- 
kind as  vain,  vnlgar,  and  false.  Perhaps  the  Kemblea 
thought  Miss  Martineau  vain,  vnlgar,  and  false;  but 
tliey  have  not  had  the  indecency  to  tell  the  public  so. 
!2laeaulay.  Miss  Martineau  tells  us,  had  "no  heart," 
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hifl  nephew,  Trevelyan,  "  no  head."  Lord  Althorp  was 
*'  one  of  nature's  graziers;"  Lord  Brougham  was  a  creat- 
ure obscene  and  treacherous ;  Earl  Russell  and  the  whole 
Whig  party  were  a  set  of  conceited  incapables ;  Tliack- 
cray,  the  satirist  of  snobs,  was  himself  a  snob;  N.  P. 
WiHis,  a  lying  dandy;  Eastlake  an  artist  of  "limited" 
iMukrstanding;  and  so  she  deals  out  her  terrible  gossip, 
which  might  have  been  harmless  enough  spoken  at  a  tea- 
table  to  a  confidential  friend,  but  was  not  proper  to  be 
printed  during  the  lifetime  of  the  individuals  named,  nor 
during  the  lifetime  of  their  immediate  descendants. 

Things  go  by  contraries  in  this  world.  We  often  find 
high  Tories  who,  in  their  practical  dealings  with  their 
fellow-men, are  perfectly  democratic;  and  it  is  well  known 
that  some  of  the  most  positive  democrats  this  country  has 
ever  produced  have  been,  in  their  personal  demeanor, 
haughty  and  inhuman.  It  is  much  the  same  with  philan- 
thropists and  misanthropists.  A  person  may  snarl  at 
mankind  in  a  book  and  be  the  soul  of  kindness  in  his 
own  circle,  and  he  may  deluge  the  world  with  benevolent 
"gush,"  without  having  learned  to  be  agreeable  or  good- 
tempered  in  his  own  home. 

Miss  Martineau,  however,  has  been  to  no  one  so  unjust 
as  to  herself;  for  she  has  not  had  the  art  to  make  her 
readers  feel  and  realize  the  disadvantages  under  which 
she  labored.  She  was  deaf;  she  had  no  sense  of  smell, 
and  only  a  very  imperfect  sense  of  taste.  She  could  hear, 
it  is  true,  by  the  aid  of  a  trumpet,  but  she  was  cut  off 
from  all  that  higher,  easier,  constant  intercourse  with  her 
kind  which  people  enjoy  who  rarely  know  what  silence  is, 
and  who  hear  human  speech  of  some  kind  at  almost  every 
moment  when  they  are  awake.  And  she  had  a  childhood 
which  disarms  censure.  During  the  first  thirty  years  of 
her  life,  she  scarcely  enjoyed  one  day  of  health  or  peace, 
all  in  conseaueiice  oi  W  mo\\v^T:' ^  w^^^^\»»  TVv^^Mld^ 
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ton  after  it  was  born,  was  sent  out  of  tlie  way  to  a  wet- 
i  tlie  countiy,  who  nearly  starved  her  to  death, 
"having  an  insufficiency  of  milk,  and  being  unwilling  to 
lose  the  charge  of  the  child  by  telling  the  tnith.     Her 
deafness  and  her  bad  health  during  tlie  first  third  of  her 
■-life  were  always  ascribed  by  her  mother  to  this  starva- 
ion. 
The  story  of  her  childhood  la  almost  incomprehensible 
)  American  parents,  who  are  apt  to  watch  their  children 
fffith  even  an  excessive  care  and  tenderness.     Her  parents 
ieemed  never  to  have  suspected  what  she  suffered,  nor 
bid  she  ever  have  confidence  enough  in  them  to  attempt 
3  make  known  to  them  her  miseries.     Milk,  for  example, 
Jttways  disagreed  with  her,  and  to  snch  a  degree  that  she 
fcad  "a  horrid  lump  at  her  tliroat  for  honrs  every  morn- 
tpg,   and   the   most   terrible    oppression   in   the   night." 
Nevertheless,  as  English  children  are  always  fed  upon 
milk,  she  coutinued  to  drink  it  morning  and  night,  with- 
out mentioning  her  sufferings,  until  she  was  old  enough 
.to  drink  tea,  which,  in  England,  is  usually  about  the  six- 
teenth year.     How  amazing  is  this!     On  what  strange 
iterma  children  must  live  with  their  elders  where  such  a 
fting  could  be! 
During  all  her  childliood  she  was  tormented  by  fear 
nd  shame.     She  was  afraid  of  everything  and  everybody, 
lomctimes,  at  the  head  of  the  stairs,  she  would  be  panic- 
tricken,  and  feel  sure  she  could  never  get  down.      In 
aing  a  few  steps  into  the  garden  she  would  be  afraid  to 
[aok  beliind  her,  dreading  an  imaginary  wild  beast.     ?]ie 
Sras  afraid  of  the  star-lighted  sky,  having  an  awful  dread 
s  coming  down  upon  her,  crushing  her,  and  remaining 
'upon  her  head.     She  was  afraid  of  persons,  and  declares 
that,  to  the  best  of  her  belief,  she  never  met  with  an 
individual  whom  she  was  not  afraid  of  unUl  aW  "^w*,  «^.■&.- 
Ueen  years  of  ago.     The  exhibition  oi  a  Toa.'jwA'iA"*.^^'*-^' 
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awt'ul  to  her,  and  she  was  lerrificd  beyond  measure  h 
oreiiig  the  prismatic  colors  in  the  glasa  drops  of  a  chaudc* 
lior.  Tliere  were  certain  individuals  whom  she  mett 
L  occasionally  in  the  town,  of  whom  she  knew  nothingJ 
I  neither  their  name  nor  tlieir  occupation, and  yet  slie  could 
I  never  sec  them  without  experiencing  the  most  intense 
I  fear.  At  the  same  time  she  was  bitterly  ashamed  of  Ihi^ 
f  weakness,  and  seems  never  to  have  thought  of  mentioniiigf 
I  it  to  a  living  creature,  least  of  all  to  her  mother  ana 
r  sisters.  For  a  long  course  of  years — from  about  eight  tol 
I  fourteen — she  tried  with  all  her  mighi  to  pass  a  ( 
I  without  crying. 

■'  I  was  a  persevering  child,"  she  says,  "and  I  knew  I 
I  tried  hard ;  but  I  failed.     I  gave  up  at  last,  and  during 
I  all  those  years  I  never  did  pass  a  day  without  crying." 
Slie  thinks  her  temper  must  liavo  been  "escessivcljj 
»ad,"  and  tliat  she  was  "  an  insufferable  child  for  gloom^ 
obstinacy,  and  crossness."     But  slie  also  thought  that  i£ 
her  parents  and  brothers  and  sisters  had  shown  ever  so 
little  sympathy  with  her  unhappiness,  she  should  have 
responded  with  joyous  alacrity.     When  her  hearing  bcgaq^ 
to  grow  dull,  it  did  not  excite  sympathy  in  the  familyj^ 
but  distrust  and  contempt.     She  would  be  told  that  •'  nona 

I  arc  ao  deaf  as  they  who  do  not  wish  to  hear  ; "  and  when 
it  could  no  longer  be  doubted  that  slie  was  growing  denfj 
the  best  help  she  got  was  from  her  brother,  who  told  hei 
that  he  hoped  she  would  never  make  herself  troublesomd 
to  other  people.  What  a  delightful  family  I  Such  trcaa 
ment,  however,  had  one  good  effect ;  she  made  up  hcra 
inind,  and  she  kept  her  resolution,  never  to  make  he* 
deafness  a  burthen  to  others.  She  never  asked  any  oua^ 
to  repeat  a  remark  in  company  which  she  had  not  caughb 
and  always  trusted  her  friends  to  tell  her  what  it  w«l 
necessary  for  her  to  know. 
Diiritig  thfc  gencral\o\Y  w\^t\\  fiii.'«  \V^^  Nic^wwiR^, ondl 
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the  end  of  Napoleon's  career,  a  kind  of  aavagenoes  ee 
to  have  pervaded  buman  life.  All  Europe  was  ftgliting; 
Boliool-boys  were  encouraged  and  expected  to  fight,  and 
the  softer  feelings  of  our  nature  were  undervalued  or 
despised.  Bonaparte  made  life  harder  for  almost  every 
one  in  the  civilized  world ;  and  this  may  partly  explain 
how  an  intelligent,  virtuous,  and  even  benevolent  family 
could  have  lived  together  in  a  manner  which  seems  to  us 
heartless  and  savage. 

Her   parents   gave   her   an  excellent  education.     She   I 
could   make   shirts   and   puddings ;    she  could  iron  and   ' 
mend;  she  acquired  all  household  arts,  as  girls  did  in 
those  days  ;  but  at  the  same  time  she  became  a  considera- 
ble proficient  in  languages  and  science,  and  very  early 
Pbegan  to  show  an  inclination  to  composition.     The  circum- 
Itauce  which  made  her  a  professional  writer  was  interest-   ' 
She    had  secretly  sent   an   article   to   a   monthly 
lagazine,  and  a  few  days  after,  as  she  was  sitting  after 
I  in  hor  brother's  parlor,  he  said : 

"  Come  now,  we  have  had  plenty  of  talk ;  I  will  read 
fOo  something." 

Ho  took  the  very  magazine  that  contained  licr  contri- 
Hition,  and  opening  it  at  her   article  he  glanced  at  tt, 
tnd  said: 
"  They  have  got  a  new  hand  here.     Listen." 
He  read  a  few  lines,  and  then  exclaimed : 

This  IB  a  new  hand  ;  they  have  had  nothing  a 
»od  as  this  for  a  long  while." 

He  kept  bursting  out  with  exclamations  of  approval  as 
Mjntinued   to   read,  until,  at   length,   observing  her 
dlence,  he  said : 

I   "  Harriet,  what  is  the  matter  with  you?    I  never  knew 
ton  BO  slow  to  praise  anything  before." 
,  She  replied  in  utter  confusion: 

ivcT   could   baffle   anyXroi^.      T\\ft  "wxi&s.  "a-,  "^-a* 
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Hpf  broflier  said   nothing,  but  finished  the  arftole  in 

lilciicc,  and  spoke  no  more  nntil  phe  rose  to  go  bomo. 

Then  ho  laid  hia  hand  on  Tier  shoulder,  and  said,  in  4 

^  emouH  tone: 

"Now,  dear"  (_h«?  had  never  called  her  (fear  before™ 
"  now,  dear,  leave  it  to  other  women  to  malce  shirts  anq 
I  darn  stockings,  and  do  yon  devote  yourself  to  this," 

And    80   she   did.     With    immense   perseverance,  anS 
I  after  encountering    every  sort   of    discouragement,   1 
iTcaebed  the  public  ear,  by  writing  stories  in  illustratioifl 
I  of  Ibe  truths  of  political  economy.     For  a  time  she  waq 
I  the  most  popular  story-writer  in  England,  and  the  aid  c 
I  licr  pen  was  sought  by  cabinet  ministers,  as  well  as  b 
I  l!ic  ctniductora  of  almost  every  important  periodical.     Slid 
was  so  good  and  useful  a  woman,  that  we  must  forgive" 
whatever  mistakes  of  judgment  and  temper  we  may  lament 
in   her   autobiography.      She   loved   America  almost  aa 
'  though  slie  bad  been  born  upon  its  soil,  and  Americana 
[,lnust   take  ber  censures  in  good  part. 

During  her  residence  in  the  United  States,  she  sacrilicfld  d 
I  her  popularity,  and  even  risked  ber  personal  safety,  by 
[  openly  espousing  the  cause  of  the  detested  abolitionists. 
j  At  one  of  their  meetings  in  Boston,  in  1(^35,  to  attend] 
I  ■nbicb  she  braved  the  fury  of  a  mob,  she  deliberately,  anm 
with  full  knowledge  of  what  her  action  involved,  spokfiS 
I  in  defence  of  their  principles.  Her  own  narrative  of  tliQl 
t  event,  as  given  in  her  Autobiography,  is  of  singidar 
[interest ; 

■'In  the  midst  of  the  proceedings  of  the  meeting,  1 
I  note  was  handed  to  me  written  in  pencil  on  the  back  0 
I  the  hymn  which  the  party  were  singing.  It  was  from 
I  Mr.  Loring,  and  these  were  liia  words; 

•  Knowing  your  opinions,  I  just  ask  you  whether  yoid 
Mwonld  ohject  to  give  a  word,  of  sympathy  to  those  ■wild 
?  suffering  here  for  w\\at  sowVa.'ift  u.ixofa.'te&.'J 
\  would  afford  great  oomiort.' 
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"Tlie  moment  of  reading   this  note  was  oue  of  the 
most  painful  of  my  life.     I   felt  that  I  could  never  bo 
happy  again  if  I  I'efused  what  was  asked  of  me ;  but  to 
comply  was  probably  to  shut   against  me  every  door  in 
tlie    United   States   but   those   of    the   Abolitionists.     X 
should  no  more  sec  persons  and  things  as  they  ordinarily 
were.     I  should  have  no  more  comfort  or  pleasure  in  my 
travels;  and  my  very  life  would  he,  like  otiier  people's, 
endangered  by  an  avowal  of  the  kind  desired,     George  ] 
Thompson  was  then  on  the  sea,  having  narrowly  escaped 
with  his  life,  and  the  fury  against '  foreign  iuceudiaries ' 
^fan  high.     Houses  had  been  sacked ;  children  had  been  | 
^rricd  (liroiigh  the  snow  from  their  bods  at  midnight;  ] 
ftravelei-s  had  been  lynched  in  the  market-places,  as  well  ] 

\  in  the  woods ;  and  there  was  no  safety  for  any  one, 
feative  or  foreign,  who  did  what  I  was  now  eouipelled  to  ] 
Having  made  np  ray  mind,  I  was  considering  how  ' 
nliQ  word  of  sympathy  should  be  given,  when  Mrs.  Loriiig 
c  up,  with  an  easy  and  smiling  countenance,  and  said : 
'  You  have  had  my  husband's  note.     He  hopes  you 
rill  do  as  be  says;  but  you  must  please  yourself,  of 
^uree.' 
"  I  said, '  No ;  it  is  a  case  iii  which  there  is  no  choice.' 
■' '  Oh,  pray  do  not  do  it  unless  you  like  it.     You  must 
as  you  think  right.' 
■' '  Yea,'  said  I, '  I  must.' 

■'  At  first,  out  of  pure  shyness,  I  requested  the  president 
0  say  a  few  words  for  me;  but,  presently,  i-cmombering 
Bthc  importance  of  the  occasion  and  the  difficulty  of  set- 
ting right  any  mialake  the  [jresideiit  might  fall  into,  I 
agreed  to  that  lady's  request,  that  I  should  speak  fur 
myself.  Having  risen,  therefore,  with  his  note  in  my 
land,  and  being  introduced  to  the  meeting,  I  said,  as  was 
Precisely  recorded  at  the  time,  what  follows : 

•' '  1  have  l»eeu  requested  by  a  i\W\\iV  ■^^t^^.w'v.  "^"a  ""^i 
metlihig — U  only  a  word — to  cx^itc&a  Yi\>i  %-sKi.'s«!iN^'4  "^^ 
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Kite  objects  of  lliis  meeting.     I  had  supposed  that 
Kprescnce  here  would  be  uudercitood  as  showing  my  e 
frpathy  with  jou.     But  as  I  am  requested  to  speak,  I  will 
(ay  what  1  have  said  through  the  whole  South,  in  ever/j 

^family  wliere  I  have  been ;  that  I  consider  slavery 
llincuiiaistent  with  the  law  of  God  and  as  incompatibh 

■  with  the  law  of  his  Providence.     I  should  certainly  say 

■  no  less  at  the  North  than  at  the  South  concerning  this 
Intter  abomination,  and  1  now  declare  that  in  your  princi- 
Iplcs  I  fully  agree,'  " 

"  As  I  concluded,  Mrs.  Chapman  bowed  down  lier  glow- 

T  head  on  her  folded  arms,  and  there  was  a  murmur 

tisattsf action  through  the  roou3,  wliile,  outside,  the  growiuj 

■crowd  (which  did  not,  however,  become  large)  was  hool 

'  ing  and  yelling,  and  throwing  mud  and  dust  against  tlu 

windows." 

It  was  bravely  done.     Happily,  the  present  generatioi 
r  can  form  but  au  imperfect  idea  of  the  sacrifice  she  made 
t  in  taking  sides  with  a  party  tlien  held  in  equal  abhorrence 
rund  contempt.     Several  days  passed  before  this  action  of 
Miss  Martineau  was  known  to  the  public.     Gradually, 
liowever,  it  eirculated,  and,  at  length,  the  little  spcecU] 
itself   was   printed   verbatim  in  a   report   of   the  Anti- 
Slavery  Society.     Precisely    that  happened  which  Uisa 
Hartineau    had    anticipated.     Every    door    was    closed 
against  her,  except  those  of  the  Abolitioni-sts.     No  more 
invitations  littered  lier  table.     She  was  a  Hon  no  longer. 
Houses  where  she  was  known  to  be  staying  were  avoided, 
as  though  they  had  shown  to  the  passer-by  the  warning 
L  signal  of  contagion.     The  Boston  Advertiser  opened  upon 
fher  its  provincial  thunder,  and  Boston  society  slmddered 
I  at  the  awful  fate  which  the  brave  woman   had  brought 
I  upon  herself.     Tlie  press  in   general  denounced  her,  and 
ireii  some  of  the  Abolitionists  felt  that,  being  a  stranger, 
ifte  need  not  have  incurred.  V\vva  oVvoof^'j. 
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disturbed,  and  she  was  gl.id  that,  in  so  critical  a  i 
she  had  been  able  to  preserve  her  self-respect. 

During  the  greater  part  of  her  mature  life  she  felt  hep- 
self  compelled  to  embrace  the  unpopular  side  of  most  d 
the  questions  which  deeply  stirred  the  human  mind.     FoN 
Bome  years  she  retained  the  failh  of  her  parents,  wbichV 
was  the  Unitarian  ;  but,  as  lier  iutelligeuce  matured,  shal 
found  the  beliefs  and  usag«s  of  that  sect  leas  and  lessJ 
aatisfactory,  until  she  reached  the  setlled  conviction  that  ' 
all  the  creeds  and  religions  of  the  earth  were  of  purely 
human  origin.     She  rejected  the  idea  of  a  personal  deity, 
and  regarded  the  belief  in  immortality  as  an  injurio 
delusion.     It  is  a  proof,  at  once,  of  the  profound  excel 
lence  of  her  character  and   the  advanced  catholicity  c 
her  generation,  that  these  opinions,  whicli  she  never  con-il 
cealed  and  never  obtruded,  estranged  none  of  her  f  riends,a 
even   those   of   the  most   pronounced   orthodoxy.     Mis 
Florence  Nightingale,  for  example,  a  devoted  member  oB 
the  Church  of  England,  wrote,  on  hearing  of  her  death  n 

"The  shock  of  your  tidings  to  me,  of  course, 
great;  but,  0,  I  feel  how  delightful  the  surprise  to  herll 
How  much  she  must  know  now !  How  much  she  mustl 
have  enjoyed  already !  I  do  not  know  what  your  opiniouAl 
are  about  this ;  I  know  what  hers  were,  and  for  a  lonjB^ 
time,  I  have  thought  how  great  will  be  the  surprise  to  hen 
— a  glorious  surpriae!  She  served  the  Riglit,  that  i 
God,  all  her  life." 

In  a  similar  strain  wrote  other  friends,  who  wer* 

believers  in  immortal  life.     Miss  Martineau  died  at  hei 

own  house  at  Ambleside,  in  1876,  aged  seventy-four  years,! 

She  expressed  the  secret  of  her  life  in  a  sentence  of  herj^ 

Autobiography, 

The   real  and   justifiable  and   honorable  subject   o£j 
interest  to    human    beings,  living    and   dying,  is  TSKa 

WELPABE   OF    THEIR    FELLOWS,   fiUVT0\11\ivft.^   Q-i 
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For  twenty  years  aOei-  slje  lia<l  written  her  aiitobiog^tl^ 
in  momentary  expeciatiou  of  dfatli,  she  contituied  to  livfq 

1  work  for  the  welfare  of  tier  fellows.  In  her  own  wortl^ 
Literature,  though  a  precious  luxury,  was  not,  and  nevcn 
md  been,  the  daily  bread  of  her  life.  She  felt  that  shfl 
oimld  not  be  happy,  or  in  the  best  way  useful,  if  the  deelin-J 
ing  years  of  her  life  were  spent  in  lodj^Ings  iu  the  i 
and  drawing-rooms  in  the  evening.  A  quiet  home  of  hen 
own,  and  some  few  de|>endent  on  her  for  their  domeslit^ 
welfare,  (<he  believed  to  be  essential  to  every  true  wonnui'ol 
peace  of  mind;  and  she  chose  her  plan  of  life  accordingly." 
Siie  lived  hi  the  country,  built  a  house,  and  tried  lier  lmn( 
successfully  on  a  farm  of  two  acres.  She  exerted  herself] 
for  the  goiKl  of  her  neigh  hurs,  and  devised  schemes 
remedy  local  niisL-hiefs.  Her  servants  found  in  her  a  friendt! 
as  well  as  a  ndstress. 

Her  long  and  busy  life  bears  the  constant  impress  of  tw« 
leading   cliaracteristics — industry   and    sincerity.     In    tliQ 
brief  autobiographical  sketch,  lefl  to  be  published  in  tli« 
London  Daily  New8,  to  wliich  she  had  contributed  alto 
gclher  sixteen   hundred  important  articles,  she  gives  this 
curiously  candid  judgment  of  herself,  which  is  more  correct 
than   many  of  her  judgments  of  others:   "Her   original 
power  was  nothing  more  than  was  due  to  earnestness  and  fl 
intellectual  clearness  within  a  certain  raoge.     With  smulll 
imaginative  and  suggestive  puwei's,  and  therefore  nothingj 
approaching  to  genius,  she  could  see  clearly  what  she  diiV 
see,  and  give  a  clear  expression  to  what  she  had  to  say.     In| 
short,  she  could  popularize  while  she  could  neither  disoova 
iior  invent." 

Her  infirmity  of  deafness  probably  enabled  her  to  accom 
plish  the  immense  amount  of  literary  work  which  she  diJjjl 
since  it  withdrew  her  from  many  distractions.  The  cheerful 
and  unobtrusive  spirit  with  ivhich  she  hore  her  infirmity 
m  example  aud  fci\coo.TaEienMMA  to  Iter  feUow- 
fffi-rera. 
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Her  years  of  lingering  illness  proved  a  time  of  quiet 
enjoyment  to  her,  being  soothed  by  family  and  social  love 
and  care  and  sympatliy.  In  the  words  of  her  biographer, 
Mrs.  M.  W.  Chapman,  a  woman  of  kindred  spirit: 

^'If,  instead  of  dying  so  slowly,  she  liad  died  as  she 
could  have  wished  and  tliought  to  have  done,  without  delay, 
what  a  treasure  of  wise  counsels,  what  a  radiance  of  noble 
deeds,  what  a  spirit  of  love  and  of  power,  what  brave  vic- 
torious battle  to  the  latest  hour  for  all  things  good  and 
true,  had  been  lost  to  posterity!  What  an  example  of 
more  than  resignation,  of  that  ready,  glad  acceptance  of  a 
lingering  and  painful  death  which  made  the  sight  a  bless- 
ing to  every  witness,  had  been  lost  to  the  surviving  genera- 
tion/' 

80 
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THEY  liave  in  Kurope  a  mjsteriouB  tbing called  rank, 
which  exerts  a  powerful  spell  even  over  the  minds 
I  of   republicans,  who  iieitlier  approve  nor  understand  it. 
We  Baw  a  proof  of  ita  power  when  the  Prince  of  Wales 
I  visited  New  York  some  years  ago.     He  was  neither  hand- 
1,  nor  gifted,  nor  wise,  nor  learned,  nor  anything  else 
I  which,  according  to  the  imperfect  light  of  reason,  makes 
I  fair  claim  to  distinction.     Hint  how  we  crowded  to  calcli 
I  a  sight  of  him  !     In  all  my  varied  and  long  experience  ofg 
I  Kcw  York  crowds  and  receptions,  I  never  saw  a  popnlalfl 
'  movement  that  went  down  quite  as  deep  as  that.     I  saw* 
ogcd  ladies  sitting  in  chairs  upon  the  sidewalk  honr  after 
hour,  waiting  to  see  that  youth  go  by — ladies  wliora  no 

I  cither   pageant   would    have    drawn   from   tlieir   homes,  h 
Almost  every  creature  that  could  walk  was  out  to  see  himfl 
Mr.   Gladstone  is  fifty  times  the  man  the  Prince  oil 
Wales  can  ever  be.     Mr.  Tennyson,  Air.  Bright,  George 
Eliot,  Mr.  Darwin,  might  ho  supposed  to  represent  Eng- 
land better  than  lie.     But  all  of  these  eminent  persons  in 
a  coach  together  would  not  have  called  forth  a  tenth  part 
of  the  crowd  that  cheered  llie  Prince  of  Wales  from  the 
Battery  to  Madison   Square.     There  is  a  mystery  in  this 
which  everyone  may  explain  according  to  his  ability; 
but  the  fact  is  so  important  that  no  one  can  understand 
history  who  does  not  bear  it  in  mind. 

The  importance  of  Lafayette  in  the  Revolutionary  Wni;A 
Has  chicHy  due  lt)t\iem\£\A;j\>vcal.\^?nAlvv8rank — not  hill 
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ink  aa  a  major-general,  but  his  imaginary,  iutangiblo 

mk  as  marquis.     His  coming  here  in  1777,  a  yonug  man 

'  twenty,  was  an  event  which  interested  two  continents; 

(nd  it  was  enly  his  rank  which  made  it  of  llic  slightest 

Kgniticancc.     The  sage  old  Franklin  knew  this  very  well 

iirben  he   consented  to  his  coming,  and  wrote  a  private 

3  to  General  Wasliington   suggesting  that  the  young 

^obleman  should  not  bo  mnch  hazarded  in  battle,  but 

(ept  rather  as  an  ornamental  appendage  to  the  cause. 

^e  proved  indeed  to  Ijc  a  young  man  of  real  merit — a 

ealons,  disinterested,  and  enterprising  soldier — one 

lirho  would  have  made  his  way  and  borne  an  lionorable 

»rt  if  he  hnd  not  been  a  marquis.     But,  after  all,  liis 

E^iik  served  tlie  cause  better  than  any  nameless  youth 

could  have  ecrved.it. 

I  met  only  the  other  day  a  striking  illustration  of  this 
fact,  one  that  showed  the  potent  spell  which  his  mere 
rank  exerted  over  the  minds  of  the  Indians.  On  coming 
here  early  in  the  Revolutionary  War,  he  performed  a 
most  essential  service  which  only  a  French  nobleman 
could  have  rendered.  It  was  a  terrible  question  in  1777, 
which  side  the  Six  Nations  would  take  in  the  strife. 
These  tribes,  which  then  occupied  the  whole  of  central 
and  western  New  York,  being  uniti.'d  in  one  confederacy, 
could  have  inSicted  enormous  damage  upon  the  frontier 
settlcmenta  if  llicy  liad  sided  against  Congress.  Lufayctie 
went  among  them ;  and  they,  too,  were  subject  to  the 
Bpell  of  his  rank,  which  is  indeed  most  powerful  over  bar- 
barous minds.  He  made  a  talk  to  Ihctn.  He  explained, 
as  far  as  he  could,  the  nature  of  the  controversy,  and  told 
them  that  their  old  friends,  the  French,  were  joined,  heart 
and  soul,  with  the  Americans,  against  their  old  enemies, 
the  English.  He  prevailed.  They  afterwards  admitted 
that  it  was  owing  to  his  advice,  aud  os.vticviW'i  Xiv*.  v«i^v- 
Ljeut  prophecy  of  the  final  victory  ol  \.\w  X\aci:\t^v&- 
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induced  so  large  a  portioii  of  tbe  Six  Nations  to  remain 
neutral.  What  young  man  of  twenty,  unaided  by  rank 
and  title,  could  have  done  this  service  ? 

The  war  ended.     In  1784   the   marqtiis   returned   i 
America,  to  visit  General  Wasliington  and  his  old  com 
radcs.     There  was  trouble  again  with  the  Six  Nationnd 
owing  to  the  retention  by  the  British  of  seven  importai 
frontier  posts,  Detroit,  Mackinaw,  Oswego,  OgdcnsburgI 
Niagura,  and  two  foiia  on  Lake  Champlain,     Seeing  thq 
lirilisli  i\ag  still  floating  over  these  places  confused  tliq 
Indian  mind,  made  theiu  doubt  the  success  of  the  An: 
cans,  and  dis|)0£ed  them  to  continue  a  profitable  warfare/ 
Congress  appointed  three  commissioners  to  hold  a  confer- 
ence with  them  at  Port  Schuyler,  which  stood  upon  the 
site  of  the  modern  city  of  Rome,  about  a  hundred  miles 
■west  of  Albany.     Once  more  the  United  States  availed 
themselves  of  the  inBucnce  of  Lafayette's  rank  over  tho 
Indians.     The  commissioners  invited  bim  to  attend  1 
treaty. 

In  September,  1784,  James  Madison,  then  tlnrty-thre 

years  of  age,  started  on  a  northward  tour,  and.  meeting 

tho  marquis  iu  Baltimore,  determined  to  go  with  liira  t 

the  treaty  ground.     Ttie  two  young  gentlemen  were  liei^ 

in  New  York  during  the  second  week  of  September,  anq 

the  marquis  was  the  oliserved  of  all  observers.     Botli  tlw 

young  gentlemen  were  undersized,  and  neither  of  Ihert 

was  good-looking;  but  the  presence  of  the  French  nobln 

man  was  an  imnionse  event,  aa  we  can  still  see  from  \\t4 

newspapers  of  tliat  and  the  fallowiug  week.     After  cnjoj'** 

ing  a  round  of  festive  attentions,  they  started  on  t 

way  up  the  Hudson  river  in  a  barge,  bnt  not  before  Mri 

Madison  had  sent  olT  to  the  American  minister  in  Pai-il 

(Mr.  Jcfl'er,son)  a  packet  of  New  York  papers  containindj 

eulogistic  notices  of  Lafayette,  for  tUe  gi-fttificatiou  i 

tlic  French  people. 
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Tlicy  arrived  at  Fort  Sdiuyler  in  due  time — the  mar- 
Buis,  Mr.  Madison,  the  tliree  commissioners,  and  other  pci- 
ioiis  of  note.  But  the  htdiaiis  had  no  eyes  and  no  cars 
rxccpt  for  the  little  Frenchman,  twenty-seven  years  of 
re,  whom  tliey  called  Kayenlaa.  The  commisaioners 
jrerc  nothing  in  their  eyes,  and  altliongli  they  did  not 
uijoy  their  insignificance,  they  submitted  to  it  with  good 
jl^ce,  and  asltod  the  Indians  to  listen  to  the  voice  of 
i^yeidaa.  He  rose  to  speak,  and  soon  showed  himself  a 
toaster  ot  the  Indian  ptylc  of  oratory. 

"In  selling  your  lands,"  said  ho,  "do  not  congult  the 
of  rum^  and  give  them  awity  to  the  first  adventurer." 

He  reminded  them  of  his  former  advice,  and  showed  | 
Jiem  how  his  prophecies  had  come  true. 

"  Afy  predictions,"  said  he,  have  been  fulfilled.     Open  I 
BTour  ears  to  tlie  new  advice  of  your  father." 

He  urged  them  strongly  to  conclude  a  treaty  of  peace 
wilh  the  Americans,  and  thus  have  plenty  of  tlie  French 
articles  of  manufacture  of  which  they  used  to  be  so  fond. 
The  leader  of  tlie  war  party  was  a  young  chief,  equally 
famous  as  a  warrior  and  as  an  orator,  named  Red  Jacket, 
who  replied  to  Lafayette  in  the  most  impassioned  strain, 
calling  upon  hia  tribe  to  continue  the  war.  It  was  thought, 
at  the  time,  that  no  appeals  to  the  reason  of  the  Indians 
conld  have  neutralized  the  effect  of  Red  Jacket's  fiery 
eloquence.  It  was  tlie  spell  of  the  Marquis  de  Lafayette's 
rank  and  name  which  probably  enabled  the  commissioner  ! 
to  come  to  terms  with  the  red  men. 

"  During  this  scene,"  reports  Mr.  Madison,  "  and  even 
during  the  whole   stay  of  the  marquis,  he  was  the  only 

I  conspicuous  figure.     Tlie  connmissioncrs   were   eclipsed. 
All  of  them  probably  felt  it." 
i    The  chief  of  fhe  Oneida  tribe  admitted  on  this  occasion  I 
^at  "  the  word  which  Laf.iyettc  had  spoken  to  tK^.v^.^'u^Vi  J 
lU  the   war  had  prevented  lAiera  Uova  XAWi-j^^ft^  '^'^  "^ 
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vroiig  side  of  it."     Fortynsne  years  after  tliis  tDemoraUe 
scene — that  is  to  say,  in  the  year  1825 — Lafnyette  was  at 

BufTiilo;  ftiid  among  the  peraons  who  called  upon   him 

^^Lwas  an  aged  Indian  chief,  much  worn  by  time,  and   more 
^^H-liy  strong  drink.     Ho  a»ked  the  marquis  if  he  remembered 
^H^thc  Indiitn  Council  at  Fort  Schuyler.     He  replied  that  he 
*         had  not  forgotten  it,  and  he  asked  tho  Indian  if  he  knet^J 
what  had  Ijecome  of  the  young  chief  who  had  opposed! 

I  with  euch  burning  eloquence  the  buryitig  of  tho  torn 
hawk. 
"  He  is  before  you !  "  waa  the  old  man's  reply. 
"  Time,"  said  the  marquis,  "  has  much  changed  us  b 
vince  that  meeting.'' 
"Ah!"  rejoined  Red  Jacket;  "time  has  not  been  i 
hard  upon  you  us  it  has  upuu  me.     It  has  left  to  you  i 
fresh  countenance  and  hair  to  cover  your  head ;  while  I 
B         mc — look  ! " 

I      Taking  a  handkerchief  from  his  hoad  he  showed  liiRfl 
baldness  with  a  sorrowful   countenance.     To  that  hourl 
Red  Jacket  had  remained  an  enemy  to  everything  Euglisli,! 
and  would  not  even  speak  the  language.     The  geneial, 
who  well  understood  the  art  of  pleasing,  humored  the  old 
man  so  far  as  to  speak  to  liim  a  few  words  in  the  Indian 
tongue,   which   greatly    pleased    the    chief,  and    much, 
Increased  his  estimate  of  Lafayette's  abilities. 
Such  was  the  amazing  power  of  that  mysterious  old- 
-  ■     world  rank  which  Lafayette  possessed.     Let  us  not  forget,! 
however,  that  his  rank  would  have  been  of  small  use  toJ 
US  if  that  had  been  his  only  gift.     In  early  life  ho  wasa 
noted  for  two  traits  of  character  ;  which,  however, 
not  very  uncommon   among   the  young  French  noblus  oil 
the  period.     He  had  an  intense  desire  to  distinguish  him 
self  in  his  profession,  and  lie  had  a  strong  incliuationi 
toward  Republican  principles.     He  tells  us  whence   hafl 
^■■tfeWrcd  Ulis  tendency.     K\.  V\\i  a^<i  ol  \\vftH,W,  tull  inwiti^ 
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a  little  book  of  Letters  about  England,  written  by  Voltaire, 
wliich  gave  bim  some  idea  of  a  free  country.  Tbeautbor 
of  the  Lcttcra  dwelt  hjkiii  the  freedom  of  thinking  and 
printing  that  prevailed  in  England,  and  described  the 
Exchange  at  London,  where  the  Jews  and  Christians, 
C  itholica  and  Protestants,  Church  of  England  men  and 

lis^eiiters,  Quakers  and  Deists,  all  mingled  peacefully 

igether  and  transacted  .bnsiiiess  without  inquiring  into 

ine  another's  creed.     Tlie  author  mentioned  other  thinga 

[Of  the  same  nature,  which  were  very  strange  and  captivat- 

to  the  inhabitants  of  a  country  governed  so  despotio- 

ly  as  France  was  wlten  Lafa.yctte  was  a  boy. 
The  book  made  an  indelible  impression  upon  his  eager 
tnd  susceptible  mind.  He  used  to  say  iu  after  years  that 
he  was  "  a  republican  at  nine."  He  was,  nevertheless,  a 
member  of  the  privileged  ordnr  of  his  country,  and  if  ho 
had  Ijeen  born  in  another  age  he  would  in  all  probability 
■have  soon  outlived  the  romantic  sentiments  of  his  youth, 

lid  run  tlic  career  usual  to  men  of  his  rauk. 
In  the  summer  of  1776,  when  he  waa  not  yet  quite 
nineteen,  be  was  stationed  with  his  regiment  at  Metz, 
then  a  garrisoned  town  near  the  eastern  frontier  of  France. 
An  English  prince,  the  Duice  of  Gloucester,  brother  to 
the  King  of  England,  visited  this  post  a  few  weeks  after 
Congress  at  Philadelphia  had  signed  the  Declaration  of 
Independence.  The  French  general  iu  command  at  Metz 
gave  a  dinner  to  the  prince,  to  which  several  officers  were 
invited,  Lafayette  among  the  rest.  It  bo  happened  that 
the  prince  received  that  day  letters  from  England,  which 

intaincd  news  from  America. 

The  news  was  of  thrilling  interest :  Boston  lost — Inde- 
'■^ndence  declared — mighty  forces  gathering  to  crush  the 
rebellion — Washington,  victorious  in  New  England,  pre- 
paring to  defend  New  York!  News  was  slow  in  travel- 
then;  and  hence  it  was  ftiaVowc  ■^wmv^^wX^^voss* 
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beard  tlioae  dctnila  for  the  first  time  at  tlic  table  of  liis 
comuaiiding  officer.  We  can  imugiiie  the  brcatlilcss 
interest  with  which  he  lifltciicd  to  the  story,  wlmt  ques- 
tions he  asked,  and  how  he  gradually  drew  from  the  prince 
the  wliolij  interior  iiistory  of  the  movement.  Prom  the 
admissions  of  tlie  duke  )iiuLself,  lie  drew  the  inference 
that  the  colonists  were  in  tlie  right.  He  saw  iu  them  a 
l>co|ile  fighting  in  defence  of  that  very  liberty  of  which 
lie  had  read  in  the  Engli.sh  Letters  of  Voltaire.  Before 
Jic  rose  from  the  table  tliat  day,  the  project  occurred  to 
his  mind  of  going  to  America,  and  ofTcring  his  services 
to  the  American  people  iu  tlieir  struggle  for  Independence. 

"  My  heart,"  as  he  afterwards  wrote, "  espoused  warraly 
Ihc  cause  of  liberty,  aud  1  thought  of  nothing  but  06 
adding  also  tlie  aid  of  my  banner." 

And  the  more  he  thotiglit  of  it,  the  more  completely 
he  was  fascinated  by  the  idea.  Knowing  well  how  such 
a  scheme  would  appear  to  his  prudent  relations,  he  deter*. 
mined  to  jndge  this  matter  for  himself.  He  placed  a  new> 
iQotto  on  his  coat-of-arms : 

Cun  NON  ? 

This  is  Latin  for,  Why  not?     He  chose  those  words,' 
he  says,  because  they  would  serve  equally  as  an  encour- 
agement to  himself  and  a  reply  to  others.     His  first  step 
was  to  go  on  leave  to  Paris,   where   Silas   Deane   was 
already  acting  as  the  representative  of  Congress,  secretly 
favored  by  the  French  ministry.     Upon  consulting  two 
his  young  friends,  he  found  them  enthusiastic  in  tlio  sai 
cause,  and  abundantly  willing  to  go  with  him,  if 
could  command  the   means.     When,   however,   he 
mittcd  the  project  to  an  experienced  family  friend,  tl 
Count  de  Broglie,  he  metfirni  opposition. 

"  I  have  seen  your  uncle,"  said  the  count,  "  die  in 
.Wars  of  Italy ;  I  witnessed  your  father's  death  at  tlie 
h  of  Jtfiiideii,  and  1  ■wW\  no\.\»i  atteftSKfrj  \^^ 

only  remaining  branc\\  oi  ftw  ia.\oag"" 
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He  tried  in  vain  to  dissnade  the  young  man  from  a 
lurpose  whicli  Bcemed  to  him  most  rash  and   chimerical. 
POiio  person  that  favored  his  purpose  was  his  beautiful 
Jyoung  wife,  already  tlie  mother  of  one  child  and  soon  to 
Kbe  the  mother  of  a  second.     She,  with  the  spirit   and   ' 
|dc\'()ttou  natural  to  a  French  lady  of  eighteen,  entered  | 
jl^eai'tily  into  tlie  very  difficult  husiness  of  getting  off  her 
b'oung  hiiBband  to  win  glory   for  both  by  lighting  for  the  I 
A.mcrican  insurgents. 
Anaatasic  de  NoaiUcB  was  licr  maiden  name.     She 
Kifac  daughter  of  a  house  which  had  eight  centuries  of  I 
■  recorded  history,  and  which,  in  each  of  these  centuries, 
■iiad    given   to   Franco    soldiers   or   priests   of    national 

nportance   and    European    renown.      The    chtlteau    of  I 
Ijloailles  (near  the  city  of  Toiil),  portions  of  which  data  1 
las  far  baclc  as  A.  D.  1050,  was  the  cradle  of  the  i 
P&nd  to-day  in  Paris  there  is   a  Dultc  de  Noailles,  and  a 
Marquis    de    Noailles,  descendants  of    that    Pierre  do  I 
Noailles  who  was  lord  of  tlie  old  chiitcan  three  hundred  | 
and  fifty  years  before  America  was  discovered. 

^Old  as  her  family  was,  Mademoiselle  de  Noailles  was  1 
pne  of  the  youngest  briiles,  as  her  Marqnis  was  one  of  the 
youngest  husbands.     An  American  company  would  have  , 
smiled  to  see  a  boy  of  sixteen  and  a  half  years  of  age, 
presenting  himself  at  the  altar  to  be  married  to  a  girl  of  J 
fourteen.     We  must  beware,  however,  of  sitting  in  judg- 
ment on  people  of  other  climes  and  other  times.     Lafay- 
ette was   a  great  match.      His  father  had  fallen  in  the   I 
^ battle  of   Minden,  when  tlie  boy  was  two  years  of  age,  I 
leaving  no  other   heir.      It  is   a   curious  fact  that    the  1 
officer  who  commanded  the   battery  from  which  the  ball  j 
was  fired   that   killed   Lafayette's  father,  was   the  same  I 
Greneral   Phillips   with  whom   the   son   was   so   actively  | 
engaged  in  Virginia,  during  the  summer  of  1781, 
I      The  mother  of  our  manjuVa  iw6.  teu  -^ciwfti  ■« 
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husband.     Her  father,  a  nobleman  of  great  estate, 
followed  lior  to  llie  grare,  and  ao  ihia  boy  of 
iiilict'ltGd  the  estates  of  two  luipoitant  families. 
oiscUc  de  Xoalliea  bad  great  rank  aud  considerable  wealth. 
It  is  pei'linjis  safe  to  Infer  that  she  was  nut  remarkable 
for  Ijcauty,  because  no  one  of  her  many  eulogists  claims  it 
for  her.     Nearly  all  marriages  among  the  nobility  were 
llien  matters  of  bargain  and  interest,  mutual  love  having 
little  to  do  with  them  ;  yet  many  marriages  of  that  kind 
were  very  hapj)y,  and  in  all  resijects  satisfactory.     Lafay- 
ette's was  one  of  these.     The  pair  not  only  loved  one 
another  with  ardent  and  sustained  affection,  but  the  mar-: 
riage   united   the   two   families,  and   called    into   beii 
numerous  children  and  grandchildren. 

Imagine  them  married  then,  iu  April,  1774,  tlie  year 
'which  the  Continental  Congress  met  at  Philadelphia, 

The  young  husband — officer  in  a  distinguished   re| 
mcni — was  not  much  at  home  during  the  first  two  jeara 
after  his  marringe;  a  circumstance  which  was  probably 
conducive  to  the  happiness  of  bolh,  for  they  were  too 
young  to  bo  satisfied  with  a  tranquil  domestic  life. 

One  day  in  the  summer  of  1776  ho  returned  suddentj 
and  uncxjKict«dly  to  Paris.  His  wife  observed  that  soi 
great  matter  possessed  his  miud.  There  is  reason  to 
believe  that  she  was  among  the  first  to  be  made  acquainted 
with  his  scheme  of  going  to  America  and  entering  the 
service  of  Congress.  A  married  girl  of  sixteen — ^the  vei 
age  of  romance — she  sympathized  at  first  with  hia 
pose,  and  always  kept  his  secret.  Nine  months  of  cxcil 
mcnt  followed,  during  which  he  went  and  came  sevei 
times,  often  disappointed,  always  resolved  ;  until  at  len| 
Madame  de  Lafayette  receiTcd  a  letter  from  him,  wril 
on  board  the  ship  Fictoryf  that  was  to  coarey  him 
America. 
This  was  in  April,  mi ,  ^Vn.  v\i«»A^  ^br  ViaW.  in 
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F«rtna  their  first  cliiU,  tlie  baby  Ileiiriette,  who  died  wliile 

I  ber  father  was  still  tossed  upon  the  ocean.     It  was  many 

months  after  his  landing  in  America  before  he  heard  ol 

his  cliild's  death,  and  he  kept  writing  letter  after  letter  ia 

which  lie  begged  his  wife  to  kiss  f-or  him  the  infant  whose 

lips  were  cold  In  the  grave.     His  letters  to  her  during  his 

long  aljsences  in  America  were  full  of  affection  and  ten- 

'  deruei^s.     He  caU»  her  his  life,  his  love,  and  his  dearest 

[  love.     In  the  first  letter  written  at  sea,  he  ti'ies  once  more. 

,  to  reconcile  her  to  his  departure, 

'■  If,"  said  he,  "  you  could  know  all  that  I  have  aufferedj 
wliile  thus  flying  from  all  I  love  best  in  the  world !  Mua) 
I  join  lo  this  aflliction  the  grief  of  hearing  that  you  do' 
iiot  pardon  rae?" 

He  endeavored  to  convince  her  that  ho  was  not  in  the 
least  danger  of  so  much  as  a  graze  from  a  British  bullet. 

■'Ask  tlie  opinion,"  said  he,  "of  all  general  ol 
and    these   are    very    numerous,   because   having    once 
obtained  that  height,  they  are  no  longer  exposed  to  an; 
hazards." 

Then  he  turned  to  speak  of  herself  and  of  their  child. 
"Henrietta,"  said  he,  "  is   so  delightful  that  she   has, 
made  me  in  love  with  little  girls." 

And  then  he  pi-attled  on  with  a  happy  blending  of  good 
feeling  and  good  humor,  until  the  darkness  of  the  even- 
ing obliged  him  to  lay  aside  the  pen,  as  lie  had  prudently 
forbidden  the  lighting  of  caudles  on  lioard  his  ship.  It 
was  easy  to  write  these  long  letters  in  the  eabin  of  liis 
TesHcl,  but  it  was  by  no  means  easy  to  send  tbem  back 
across  the  ocean,  traversed  by  English  cruisers.  Wliea: 
,  Madame  do  Lafayette  rcccired  this  letter  their  Henrietta 
had  been  dead  for  nearly  a  year.  He  ran  liis  career  is 
America.  He  was  domesticated  with  Gen,  Washington,] 
He  was  wounded  at  the  battle  of  Braiidywine.     Ho  gass 
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Ill  Jmic,  1778,  (liirteeii  moiitlis  after  leaving  home,) 
Pvciich  vosfipl  broiifrbt  to  America  the  news  of  the  Frencld 
alliniicc,  and  to  Mm  that  of  Die  death  of  his  HenrielfeJ 
and  the  hirtli  of  his  second  daughter,  AnsistaBie.  Thei-aT 
ia  nothing  in  their  correspondence  prettier  than  the  mait 
ner  in  which  he  speaks  to  her  of  his  wound. 

"  Whilst  endeavoring  to  rally  the  troops,"  he  tells  her, 
"the  English  Iionored  nie  with  a  rausket-ball,  which 
slightly  wounded  me  in  the  leg — but  it  is  a  trifle,  my™ 
dearest  love ;  the  hall  touched  neither  Iwne  nor  nerve.  nn<^ 
I  have  eHcnped  with  the  obligation  of  lying  on  my  bachy 
for  some  time." 

Ill  October,  1778,  about  a  year  and  a  half  after  hial 
departure,  Madame  de  Lafayette  enjoyed  the  transport  d 
velcoming  her  husband  home  on  a  leave  of  absence. 

Once,  during  the  spring  of  1778,  she  was  present  at  a 
jiarty  at  a  great  house  in  Paris,  which  was  attended  hy^ 
the  aged  Voltaire,  llieu  within  a  few  weeks  of  the  close 
of  his  life.     The  old  poet,  recognizing  her  among  the 
ladies,  knelt  at  her  feet,  and  complimented  her  upon  the 
brilliant  and   wise   conduct   of   her   young   husband   inJ 
America.     She  received  this  act  of  homage  with  graceful^ 
modesty.     When  Lafayette  again  returned,  at  the  end  c 
the  war,  we  can  truly  say  he  was  the  most  shining  persoi 
ago  in  France.     At  court  the  young  couple  were  ovep^S 
whelmed  with  flattering  attentions,  and  the  king  promoted  H 
tlie  marquis  to  the  rank  of  field-marshal  of  the  French 
army.     During  the  next  seven  years,  Madame  de  Lafay- 
ette   was   at  the   height   of    earthly   felicity.     Her  two_ 
danghtere,  Anastasio  and  Virginie,  and  her  son,  Georgi 
Washington,  were   affectionate  and  promising   c1iildreii| 
and  there  seemed  nothing  wanting  to  her  lot  that  < 
render  it  happier  or  more  distinguished. 

TIteu  came  the  storm  of  the  French  Revolution. 
'sbaiid  and  wife  '.vete  caat  4o'wi\  \»AaKi '*,. 
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wag  immured  in  an  Austrian  dungeon,  she,  with  her  two  I 
daughters,  was  confined  in  one  of  tlie  prisons  of  Paris^l 
along  with  other  gentle  victims  of  tlie  Terror.     Many  c 
her  friends  went  from  her  embrace  to  the  guillotine.   Slie  J 
fui'tunately,  escaped  the  axe,  and,  a  few  months  after  tlja; 
death  of  Robespierre,  she  was  released,  and  prejKired  at'l 
once  to  penetrate  to  the  remote   fortress  in  which    her 
husband  was  confined.    She  sent  her  eon  to  America,  con-  "I 
signing  him  to  the  care  of  President  Washington,  whaJ 
aeoeptt'd  tlio  trust,  and  superintended  the  education  of  tlieJ^ 
lad  with  tlie  affectionat«  care  of  a  father.     The  mo 
and  lier  daughters,  in  September,  1795,  set  out  for  Vie 
she  calling  lierself  Mrs.  Motier,  and  giving  herself  out  as 
,n  Eiiglisli  lady  traveling  in  disguise  to  escape  pursuit. 

Upon  reaching  Vienna  she  obtained  an  audience  of  the  J 
Emperor,  and  implored  Iier  husband's  release;  allegingg 
truly  that  he  had  been  Marie  Antoinette's  best  friend  ial 
France.     Tbe  Emperor's  reply  was,  *'My  bands  are  tied," 
Ho  refused  to  release  the  General, but  permitted  Madam 
dc  Lafayette  and  lier  daughters  to  share  his  confinement,^ 
For  twenty-two  months  they  remained  in  prison  with  him, 
suffering  the  horrors  of  a  detention,  which  was  cruelly 
aggravated   by  suijerserviceable   underlings.     Anastasie, 

I  the  elder  daughter,  was  then  sixteen  years  of  age,  and 
Virginie  was  thirteen.  Tlioiigh  they,  too,  were  subjected 
to  very  rigorous  treatment,  they  preserved  their  health  J 
and  clieerfulness.  The.  mother  suffered  extremely,  and-| 
more  than  once  she  was  at  death's  door.  When,  in 
tember,  1797,  the  doors  of  the  fortress  of  Olmutz  wersi^ 
opened,  she  could  scarcely  walk  to  tlie  carriage  which  bore  I 
tliem  to  liberty.  Tliey  made  their  way  to  Hamburg,  where  1 
they  were  all  received  into  the  family  of  John  Parish,  thail 
American  consul.  Mr.  Parish  afterwards  described  tho] 
Bce 
stn 


"  An  immense   crowd   aivnauncei  fttieis  ■Km.N-^, 
l|«frcefs  were  lined,  and  my  iwuae  "w^ft   &';i«o.  %Svtfe-  ■■ 
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people.  A  lane  was  formed  to  let  the  prisoners  pass  to 
my  room.  Lafayette  led  the  waj,  and  was  followed  by 
his  infirm  lady  and  two  daughters.  He  flew  into  my 
arms ;  his  wife  and  daughters  clung  to  me.  The  silence 
was  broken  by  an  exclamation  of, — 

"  '  My  friend !  My  dearest  friend !  My  deliverer!  See 
the  work  of  your  generosity !  My  poor,  poor  wife,  hardly 
able  to  support  herself ! ' 

^' And  indeed  she  was  not  standing,  but  hanging  on  my 
arm,  bathed  in  tears,  while  her  two  lovely  girls  had  hold 
of  Ihc  other.     There  was  not  a  dry  eye  in  the  room. 

"  I  jjlaced  her  on  a  sofa.  She  sobbed  and  wept  much, 
and  could  utter  but  few  words.  Again  the  Marquis  came 
to  my  arms,  his  heart  overflowing  with  gratitude.  I 
never  saw  a  man  in  such  complete  ecstasy  of  body  and 
mind." 

Madame  de  Lafayette  never  recovered  her  health.  She 
lived  ten  years  longer,  and  died  December  24,  1807, 
aged  forty-seven  years,  leaving  her  daughters  and  her  son 
happily  established.  An  American  who  visited,  twenty 
years  after,  tlie  Chateau  of  La  Grange,  which  was  the 
abode  of  General  Lafayette  during  the  last  forty  years 
of  his  life,  found  there  a  numerous  company  of  her 
descendants,  a  son,  two  daughters,  and  twelve  grand- 
children, forming  a  circle  which  he  described  in  glowing 
terms  of  admiration.  The  house  was  full  of  America. 
On  the  walls  were  portraits  of  Washington,  Franklin, 
Morris,  Adams,  Jefferson,  and  a  painting  of  the  siege  of 
Yoiktown.  Objects  brought  from  America,  or  received 
tlicncc  as  gifts,  were  seen  everywhere,  and  there  was  one 
room  containing  nothing  but  American  things,  which  tlie 
General  called  by  the  name  "  America."  There  was  an 
American  ice-house  in  the  garden,  and  groves  of  American 
trees  in  the  park.  It  waa  owe  of  the  most  estimable  and 
happy  families  in  Eraiice.  k\?v,^\  Wav^J^Wx^  \^\A\aa\k^\! 
»i2d  the  devoted  wife  s\iou\d\\ax^>a^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^- 


TST  PATTERSON.  OTHERWISE  MADAME  JEROME 
BONAPARTE,    OF   BALTIMORE. 

IN  the  spring  of  1766,  a  poor  boy  of  fourteen,  nameix 
William  Patteisou,  from  tlie  iiortli  of  li-elaud,  laiidec 
at  Philadelphia.  He  was  the  son  of  a  small  farn 
a  Protestant,  one  of  that  conquering  Scoteh-lrish  r 
■which  has  contributed  so  many  distinguiabed  persona 
the  history  of  the  United  States.  The  boy  obtained  t 
place  iu  the  counting-house  of  an  Irish  merchant  in  Phil' 
adelphia,  and  served  him  with  singular  diligence  and! 
fidelity.  He  acted  upon  the  principle  of  making  liiuiBelfl 
valuable  to  his  employer. 

At  twenty-one  he  was  in  business  as  a  merchant.  Whed 
he  had  been  established  about  two  years  tlie  Au.ci 
Revolution  broke  ont,  threatening  to  put  a  stop  to  i 
business.    William  Patterson  availed  himself  of  the  crisi 
to  make  his  owu  fortune,  and,  at  the  same  time,  to  serv^ 
bis  adopted  country.     Ho  loaded  two  small  vessels  wilU 
tobacco,  indigo,  and  other  American  products,  investing! 
in  the  speculation  the  whole  of  his  small  capital,  and  satleix 
for  France.     Both  vessels  reached  France  in  safety.     Hej 
sold  the  cargoes,  invested  the  proceeds  in  wai'likc  storeaJ 
of  which  General  Washington  was  in  direst  need,  an<fi 
set  sail  for  home.    On  the  way  he  touched  at  St,  Enstatiu 
an  island  of  the  Dutch  West  Indies,  then  a  place  of  grei 
trade,  containing  about  twenty-five  thousand  inhabitan!. 

;  bis  chance,  he  remained  on  this  island,  ai;d  sent] 
I  bis  vessels  to  Philadelphia. 
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They  wrre  botli  bo  lucky  as  to  escape  the  cruisers,  and 
to  arrive  in  March,  1776,  when  the  army  had  8cai-cely 
powder  enough  to  conceal  from  the  enemy  that  they  were 
short  of  powder.  We  can  imagiue  that  these  two  cargoes 
of  ammunition  were  welcome  enough,  and  sold  at  a  good 
price.  The  vessels  appear  to  have  returned  to  the  West 
Indies,  where  William  Patterson  remained  two  or  three 
years,  sending  aupplies  home  as  best  he  could,  until  the 
alliance  with  Prance  put  an  end  to  the  scarcity  of  militaiy 
stores.  He  then  prepared  to  return.  In  June,  177S,  he 
landed  in  Baltimore,  then  a  town  of  three  or  four  thou- 
sand inhabitants,  bringing  with  him,  in  gold  and  mer- 
chandise, a  hundred  thousand  dollars,  the  result  of  five 
years'  buBincss. 

He  was  then  twenty-si-t  years  of  age.  Upon  looking  at 
Baltimore  with  the  eyes  of  a,  long-headed  man  of  busi- 
ness, observing  ita  situation,  and  perceiving  the  necessity 
(if  its  becoming  one  of  the  first  cities  of  the  world,  he 
concluded  to  settle  there.  With  one  half  of  his  fortune 
he  bought  lots  and  lands  in  aiid  near  the  city,  as  Astor 
did  in  New  York  a  few  years  later.  With  the  other  half 
of  his  capital,  including  his  little  fleet  of  small  vessels, 
he  went  into  the  business  of  a  shipping  merchant. 

During  the  nest  twenty  years  the  commerce  of  the 
infant  republic  had  a  most  rapid  development,  particularly 
while  supplying  the  warring  powers  of  Europe  with  provi- 
sions. William  Patterson  in  those  twenty  years  accumu- 
lated what  was  tben  eousiderod  an  immense  fortune. 
President  Jefferson,  in  1804,  spoke  of  him  as  probably 
the  richest  person  in  the  United  States  except  Charles 
Carrol  of  Carrolltou,wlio  inherited  lands  and  slaves.  His 
fortune,  too,  was  a  growing  one,  since  he  oontiuned  to 
purchase  lands  near  the  city,  that  v 
yaiuc  with  the  increase  of  tlie  pla( 
^  A£ter  settling  in  BaVlimota  \ve  -j 
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tamed  Dorcas  Spear,  and  soon  became  a  family  man  of 

She  old-faBliioiied  type.     The  Scotcli-Irisli  have  tlie  family 

'iiiBtinct  very  strong,  and  arc  apt  to  center  all  tlieir  hopes 

of  happiness  in  a  home.     He  was  a  man  of  quiet  and 

regular  habits;  during  a  long  life  he  scarcely  ever  left 

"Baltimore,  either  on  business  or  pleasure.     He  said  once, 

speaking  of  his  own  history,  that  ever  since  he  hud 

1  a  house  of  his  own  it  had  been  his  invariable  rule  to 

!  up  last  at  ni^ht,  and  to  see  that  the  fires  and  lights 

1  a  safe  condition  before  going  to  bed.    Like  othor 

lich  men,  he  served  as  bank  director  and  president,  aud 

teld  other  offices  of   a  similar  character  from  time  to 

ime. 

The  most  fortunate  individuals  —  and  few  men  were 

more  fortunate  than  this   Baltimore    merchant — have 

their  share  of  trouble.     Calamity  came  to  him  in  the 

^.bewitching  guise  of  a  most  beautiful  daughter,  born  in  the 

^bnrly  years  of  hie  wedded  life.     This  was  that  Elizabeth 

^■rattersou  Bonaparte,  whose  recent  death  at  the  age  of 

"^  ninety -four   has   called    attention    anew   to   the   strange 

romance  of  her  early  lifn.    In  18C3,  at  eighteen  years  of 

age,  she  was  the  pride  of  her  father's  homo,  and  the 

prettiest  girl  in  Baltimore,  a  place  noted  then,  as  now,  for 

the  beauty  of  its  women.     If   (he  early  portraits  of  her 

are   correct,  the   word  pretty    describes   her   very  well. 

I  here  was  a  girlish  and  simple  expression  in  her  countc- 
ance  at  variance  with  her  character,  for,  with  all  her 
lults,  she  was  a  woman  of  force. 
Ill  the  fall  of  1803  this  Baltimore  beauty  attended  the 
icea  near  the  city,  and  there  she  met  her  fate.     Jeroinf^ 
onaparte   of    the   French    navy,   Napoleon's   younges^i 
brother  —  that  brother  whom  he  hoped  would  accomplislj 
on  the  ocean  what  he  had  done  on  the  land  —  was  at  tho 
races  that  day.      Napoleon  wanted  a  ^tfta's.  w.&«\'«'^  "^ 
^Bbppc  with  A'cl^on  aud  eomvucv  l\\c  W\W%\\  tt^-^l  % ^"^"^^ "^ 
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had  flattered  liitnseU  that  this  favorite  brother  could  be 
If  beauty  of  form  and  face  could  make  a  great 
cotnmauder,  Jerome  would  have  been  a  promising  caudj 
date ;  for  on  the  day  that  he  rode  out  to  tlie  Baltimoi 
.  ill  1803,  ho  waa  one  of  the  most  superb  lookii 
young  men  then  living. 

They  met!     All  ibe  world,kQ0W9  what  followed. 

William  Patterson,  with  liis  sturdy  Scottish  sense,  pel 
ccivcd  the  utter  incongruity  and  absurdity  of   such 
mateh.     He  opposed  it  by  every  means  in  his  power 
used  botb  authority  and  persuasiou.     He  sent  her  out 
town,  but  she  returned  more  infatuated  than  before. 
length,  discovering  that  both  of  them  were  set  upon 
marriage,  be  gave  a  reluctant  consent ;  and  married  th< 
were,  by  the  Koman  Catholic  bishop  of  Baltimore,  her 
father  taking  every  precaution  to  fulfill  all  the   forms 

I  which  the  laws  of  both  nations  required.     The  Bonapai 
family,  with   one   exception,  approved   the   match, 
several  of  them  congratulated  the  newly  married  pali 
Tliat  one  exception  was  Napoleon,  the  head  of  the  familj 
Pirst  Consul,  and  about  to  declare  himself  Emperor, 
refused  to  recognize  the  marriage.      When,  at  loni 
Jerome  stood  in  liia  presence  to  plead  tlie  case  of  tul 
young   and   lovely    wife,   who   was   about  to   become 
mother, Napoleon  addressed  liim  thus: 
"  So,  sir,  you  are  the  first  of  the  family  who  has  shnmo-' 
fully  abandoned  his  post.     It  will  require  many  splendid 
actions  to  wipe  off  that  stain  from  your  reputation.     As 
to  your  love  aSair  with  your  little  girl,  I  pay  no  regai 
to  it." 
And  he    never   did.      J«rome   had   the    baseness 
abandon  his  wife,  and  she  stooped  to  accept  from  Napo- 
leon an  income  of  twelve  thousand  dollars  a  year,  which 
was  paid  to  licr  as  loug  as  tW\vo.\i.i  «<  that  coarse  soldier 
tad  (he   wasting  oi  t\w  "FtcwcU  vc«\\t-5  wvxww^. 
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tame  back  to  Baltimore  with  her  child,  one  of  the  most 
retclied  of  women.  She  thought  that  marrying  into 
this  family  of  Corsican  robbers  had  elevated  her  in  "  rank  " 
above  her  wise  and  virtuous  father !  She  wrote  to  that 
father  many  years  aiter,  describing  ber  feelings  at  this 
ttime. 

"■  I  hated  and  loathed  a  residence  in  Baltimore  bo  mucit, 

[hat  when  I  thought  I  was  to  spend  my  life  there,  I  tried 

screw   my  courage   up   to    the   point   of   committing 

Muicidc.     My  cowardice,  and  onli/  my  cowardice,  prevented 

piy  exchanging  Baltimore  for  the  grave.     After  having 

ii-ried  a  person   of  the   high   rank   I   did,  it   became 

jssiblo  for  me  ever  to  bend  my  spirit  to  marry  any 

who  had  been  my  equal  before  my  marriage,  and  it 

necame   impossible   for   me  ever  to  be  contented   in   a 

muutry  where  there  exists  no  nobility." 

B  never,  to  tlio  close  of  lier  long  life  of  ninety-four 
,  ceased  to  cherish  such  sentiments.     In  1849,  she 
irrote  from  Baltimore  to  tlie  celebrated  Irish  authoresB, 
•"Lady  Morgan,  a  letter  in  which  she  gives  an  amusing 
revelation  of  her  interior  self. 

"  I  consider  it,"  she  wrote,  "  a  good  fortune  for  myself 
that  you  inhabit  London.  To  enjoy  again  your  agreeable 
society  will  bo  my  tardy  compensation  for  the  lung,  weary, 
unintellectual  years  inflicted  on  mo  in  this  my  dull 
■native  country,  to  which  1  have  never  owed  advantages, 
pleasures,  or  happiness.  I  owe  nothing  to  my  country; 
'iio  one  expects  me  to  be  grateful  for  the  evil  chance  of 
having  been  born  here.  I  shall  emancipate  myself,  jiar 
la  grace  de  iJi'eu,  about  the  middle  of  July  next;  and  I 
will  either  write  to  you  before  I  leave  New  York,  or 

Eimcdiately  after  my  arrival  at  Liverpool. 
"  I  had  given  up  all  correspcudeuco  with  my  friends  in 
uropc  during  lay  vegetation  in  this  'Bft.VtVisi.crtfc.   "^Vd^ 
«j]d  I  wn'fo  about  except  llio  fiuctuaA-voiv?.  "wi.'Otvft  ■s.^w.sSis 
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mid  consequent  prices  of  American  stocks.  There 
notliiiig  Iiero  worth  atteiitioii  or  interest  save  the  mont 
market.  Society,  conversation,  frieudsliip,  belong  to  old« 
coiuitricx,  and  are  not  yet  cultivated  in  any  part  of 
United  States  wliicli  I  Iiave  visited.  You  ougbt  to  thanlc- 
your  stars  for  your  European  birth  ;  you  may  believe  me 
when  I  QHBurc  you  that  it  is  only  distance  from  republics 
which  lends  enchantment  to  tho  view  of  them.  I  hope 
that  about  the  middle  of  next  July  I  shall  begin  to  pnt 
the  Atlantic  between  the  advanlages  and  honors  of 
democracy  and  myself.  Finance,  je  Vespere  dans  aon 
iniSrit,  is  in  a  state  of  transition,  and  will  not  let  hfll 
brilliant  society  be  put  under  an  extinguisher  nontm^c  w 
R4publiq>ie.  fl 

"  The  emperor  hurled  me  back  on  what  I  most  hated 
on  earth — my  Baltimore  obscurity;  even  that  shock  could 
not  divest  me  of  the  admii-ation  I  felt  for  his  genius  and 
glory.  I  have  ever  been  an  imperial  Bonapartistc  quand 
meme,  and  I  do  feel  enchanted  at  the  homage  paid  by 
six  millions  of  voices  to  his  memory,  m  voting  an  imperiaL 
president ;  le  prestige  du  nom  has,  therefore,  elected 
prince,  who  has  my  best  "wishes,  my  most  ardent  lio] 
for  an  empire,  I  never  could  endure  universal  suffrage 
until  it  elected  the  nephew  of  an  emperor  for  the  chief  of 
a  rapublic ;  and  1  shall  be  charmed  witli  universal  suffrage 
once  more  if  it  insists  upon  their  president  of  Franco 
becoming  a  monarch.  I  am  disinterested  personally.  IC 
is  not  my  desire  ever  to  return  to  France. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Morgan,  do  you  know  that,  having 
cheated  out  of  tlie  foHune  which  I  ought  to  have  iuherii 
from  my  late  rich  and  unjust  parent,  I  have  only  ti 
thousand  dollars,  or  two  thousand  pounds  English,  which 
couveiiicntly  I  can  disburse  annually.     You  talk  of  my 
'princely   income,'  w\\\c\v    conv'wx'^*  toa  that  you  are 
igiiovmit  of  Ihc  paucity  oi  m^  aieaos..  \\v4si&^\Kq" 
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had  poverty  to  coiiti-iid  witli,  ppcuninry  difficijUicB  tr> 
torture  and  mortify  me;  and  but  for  my  industry  and 
energy,  and  my  determination  to  conquer  at  least  a  decent 
BufHciency  to  live  on  in  Europe,  I  might  have  remained  as 
poor  as  you  saw  nie  in  tlie  year  1816." 

She  speaks  in  this  strange  letter  of  having  heen  di^ 
Inherited  by  her  fallier.  Tliis  was  not  quite  true,  altliough 
the  poor,  deluded  woman  was  the  plague  of  her  fatlier's 
dcclininpr  years.  It  is  but  common  cliarity  to  Ihinlc  that 
the  aeuteneas  of  her  mortification  had  impaired  in  some  ■ 
degree  her  reason.  She  spent  many  years  haiilcering 
after  tliat  false  European  life,  and  heaping  every  kii^^  of 
contempt  upon  her  native  land.  She  appears  to  have  been 
incapable  of  human  affection.  She  abandoned  her  father 
and  his  home,  to  roam  around  among  the  tilL-d  idlers  of 
Emoiie,  at  a  time  when  he  peculiarly  needed  her  presence 
and  aid.  He  wrote  to  her  thus  in  1815,  soon  after  the 
death  of  his  wife: 

Wliat  will  the  world  think  of  a  woman  who  had 

icntly  followed  her  mother  and  last  sister  to  the  grave, 
and  quit  her  father's  house,  where  duty  and  necessity  call 
for  licr  attention  as  the  only  female  of  the  family  left, 
and  thought  proper  to  abandoii  all  to  seek  for  admiration 
in  foreign  countries?" 

Tlie  old  mail  intimates  that  he,  too,  regarded  her  as  a 
person  not  quite  sound  in  mind.  He  died  in  1835,  aged 
eighty-three  years,  leaving  an.  immense  estate,  and  tlio 
longest  will  ever  recorded  in  Baltimore.  lie  did  not  dis- 
inherit his  dauglitcr,  Betsy ;  but  left  her  a  few  smiill 
houses  and  lots;  which,  however,  greatly  increased  in 
value  after  his  death.  He  explains  the  sraallness  of  his 
bequest  thus ; 

"  The  conduct  of  my  daughter  Betsy  has  through 
heen  so  disobedient  that  in  no  instance  has  she  ever  c 
suited  niy  opiuious  or  feelings ;  indati,  ■ 
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me  more  anxiety  and  trouble  than  all  my  other  uiildres 
put  together,  and  her  folly  and  miBcouduct  have  Dccasioiiid 
me  a  tram  of  expense  that  first  and   last  has  coat  n* 
much  money.     Under  sin:h  circumstances  it  would  not  be 
reasonable,  juat,  or  proper  that  she  should  inherit  and 
participate  in  an  equal  proportion  with  my  other  children 
111  an  equal  division  of  my  estate  ;  considering,  however, 
the  weakness  of  human  nature,  and  that  she  is  still  my 
dau<;htcr,  it  is  my  will  and  pleasure  to  provide  for  her 
follows,  viz. :  1  give  and  devise  to  my  said  daughter  Beti 
Jirst,  the  house  and  lot  on  the  east  side  of  Buuth  Stre< 
whore  she  was  born,  and  which  is  now  occupied  by 
Duncau,  the  shoemaker.     Secondly,  the  houses  and  lots 
the  corner  of  Market  Street  bridge,  now  occupied  by 
TuIIey,  the  clmirmaker,  and  Mr.   Priestly,  the  cabinet 
maker.     Thirdly,  the  three  new  adjoining  brick  houses, 
and   the  one   on   the   corner   of  Market  and  Frederick 
Streets.     Fourthly,  two  new  brick  houses  and  lots  on  day 
Street,  near  Griffith's  bridge  ;  for  and  during  the  term  of 
the  natural  life  of  ray  said  daughter  Betsy ;  and  after 
lier  death  1  give,  devise  and  bequeath  the  same  to  mi 
grandson,  Jerome  Napoleon  Bonaparte.' 

She  survived  her  father  many  years,  a  well-knoi 
figure  in  Baltimore,  a  brisk  old  lady  with  a  red  umbrella 
and  a  black  velvet  bonnet,  with  an  income  of  a  hundred 
thousand  dollars  a  year,  but  living  in  a  boarding-house  on 
two  thousand.  A  lady  asked  her  what  religion  she  pre-*, 
ferrcd.  She  said  that  if  she  ad{>ptcd  any  religion  it ' 
would  be  the  Roman  Catholic,  because  "that  was  a 
religion  of  kings — a  royal  religion."  Her  niece  said: 
"You  would  not  give  up  Fresbyterianism?"  To  which 
she  replied : 

''The  only  reason  I  would  not  is,  that  I  should  not  Ul 
to  give  up  the  stool  my  ancestors  had  sat  upon." 

She  died  inApr\\,lS.lV 
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of  dollars  to  her  two  grandsons.  Her  letters  have  been 
published,  and  they  exhibit  to  us  a  character  unlike  that 
of  anj  other  American  woman  who  has  been  delineated 
in  print.  She  once  said,  with  equal  sincerity  and  truth, 
that,  in  the  course  of  her  experience  of  life,  she  had 
found  but  one  friend  that  was  always  faithful,  namely, 
her  Purse.  Such  a  woman  can  have  no  other,  and  to  that 
friend  she  was  faitlif ul  unto  death. 
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SOME  LADIES  OF  THE  OLD  SCHOOL. 

WE  are  often  favored  with  remarks  eulogizing  the 
ladies  of  the  old  school  at  the  expense  of  ladies 
of  the  present  daj.  I  do  not  doubt  that  a  vast  majority 
of  the  ladies  whom  our  ancestors  loved  were  estimable 
beings;  but,  then,  folly  is  of  no  age;  it  belongs  to  all 
times,  to  every  race,  and  to  both  sexes.  Ladies  of  the 
old  school !  How  old  ?  How  far  must  we  go  back  before 
we  come  to  those  admirable  and  faultless  creatures  ? 

Shall  we  say  the  last  century?  People  who  enjoyed 
the  personal  acquaintance  of  ladies  who  lived  a  hundred 
years  ago  do  not  appear  to  have  thought  so  highly  of  them 
as  some  living  persons  do  who  know  them  only  by  report. 
Consider  one  of  their  habits.  What  arc  we  to  think  of 
their  passionate,  reckless,  universal  gambling  ?  Down  to 
1790,  gambling  was  so  universal  in  the  higher  circles, 
that  we  may  almost  say  society  and  gambling  were 
synonymous  terms.  There  appears  to  have  been  high 
play  at  every  court  and  mansion  every  night.  It  was  tlie 
regular  resource  among  the  idle  classes  for  getting  through 
the  evenings.  Fox,  whom  Nature  formed  to  be  the 
foremost  Englishman  of  his  time, — Fox,  the  Prince  Hal 
of  politics, — lost  two  hundred  thousand  pounds  at  cards 
by  the  time  he  was  of  age;  and  his  father  had  to  pay  most 
of  it.  The  card-table  was  spoken  of  sometimes  as  a 
school  for  the  acquisition  of  nerve,  fortitude,  and  good 
temper,  since  it  was  required  of  every  one  to  bear  losses 
with  an  appearance  of  cheerfulness.     But  human  nature 
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■Dot  unfrerjuciitly  trhiiiijihed  over  tlie  restraints  of  ilccorum, 
as  well  as  over  tlio  rules  of  the  game.  There  were  high 
borQ  dowagers,  with  whom  it  was  a  costly  honor  to  play. 
Nor  wero  losses  always  borne  with  equanimity,  A  writer 
of  tlio  last  century  relates  a  terrific  scene  which  he  wit- 
lesscd  in  a  London  drawing-room. 

Two  elderly  ladies  were  seated  at  a  table,  playing  for 
pretty  higii  stakes.  Without  going  near  them,  it  was 
easy  to  tell  which  was  losing  and  which  was  winning, 
from  the  expression  of  their  faces.  At  length,  the  game 
suddenly  ended  in  a  crushing  disaster  for  one  of  thorn. 
The  author  describes  the  sweet  and  pleasant  manner 
in  which  the  gamester  of  fifty  years'  standing  bore  her 
Her  face,"  he  says,  "  was  of  a  universal  crimson ; 
and  tears  of  rage  seemed  ready  lo  start  into  her  eyes.  At 
that  moment,  as  Satan  would  have  it,  her  opponent,  a 
dowager  whose  hair  and  eyebrows  were  as  white  as  those 
of  an  Albiness,  triumphantly  and  briskly  demanded  pay- 
ment for  the  two  black  aces. 

Two  black  aces!'  answered  the  loser  in  a  voice' 
almost  unintelligible  by  passion.  '  Here,  take  the  moueyj 
though,  instead,  I  wish  I  could  give  you  two  black  eyes, 
you  old  white  cat!'  accompanying  the  wish  with  a  ges- 
ture that  threatened  a  possibility  of  its  execution.  Tho 
stately,  starched  old  lady,  who,  in  her  eagerness  to  receive 
her  winnings,  had  half  risen  from  her  chair,  sunk  back 
into  it  as  though  she  had  really  received  ihe  blow.  She 
literally  closed  her  eyes  and  opened  her  month,  and  for 
several  moments  thus  remained  fixed  by  the  magnitude 
of  her  horror." 

We  hear  a  good  deal  about  the  high-breeding  and 
invincible  politeness  of  (he  old  time.  There  wa»  more 
ceremony ;  there  was  more  deference  paid  by  poor  to  rich, 
by  employed  to  employer,  by  commoner  (o  lord,  by  citizens 
to  their  public  serranta ;  but  after  a  wide  auw^i-j  «A 
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I  rccorda  of  tlie  past,  and  iintiiig  huudrcds  of  indicatiouS' 
I  ti>o  trifling  for  nientiou,  I  am  fully  persuaded,  that  in  our 
I  hourly  intcrcoitrBe  willi  one  another  aa  mere  human 
I  beiiigH,  without  regard  to  rank  or  caste,  wc  are  moroG 
I  (lolite  than  our  ancestors, — more  generally  considerate 
r  of  one  another's  feelings,  rights,  and  dignity. 

I  was  turning  over  in  Sfriliner'a,  some  time  ago,  "Thd 

I  Correspondence  of  the  first  Earl  of  Malmesbury."     Goot 

I  Iieavens!   what  savages  some  of  the  ladies  of  Englai 

\  appear  in  those  volumes  of  familiar  letters!     Think  of 

I  the  ladies  in  the  Pump-Room  at  Bath  getting  into  a  free 

fight,  tearing  one  another's  hair  and  clothes,  so  that  the 

Riot  Act  was  read,  and  read  in  vain !     We  don't  do  so  at 

Saratoga.     We  hear  much  now-a-days  of  the  girl  of  the 

period.     There  was  a  Woman's  Club  in  London  composed 

of  ladies  of  rank,  who  came  and  went  at  all  hours  of  th^ 

night,  ate,  drank  (drank    deeply  too),  played   for   higm 

stakes,  talked  loud,  showed  brawny  arms,  and  boasted  i 

loud,  coarse  voices  of   their  physical  prowess.     A  no\i; 

dance  came  up,  nhtcli  tliese  strong-minded  and  strongs 

<  limbed  sisters  much  affected-     It  was  for  two  couples,  whd 

a  the  dance  liy  a  quarrel;  next  they  fought  a  pair 

duels, firing  real  pistols;  then  the  couples  danced  a  recon4 

I  ciliation  figure,  which  ended  in  an  embrace ;  and  the  dance* 

concluded  with  kisses,  well-timed  and  loud,  that  went  o£f 

like  the  pistols  employed  in  the  fight.     The  dress  of  these 

high-born  barbarians  was  as  monstrous  ns  their  manners. 

Wc   read  of   one   lady,  who,  on   seeing  the  Duchess  of 

Devonshire  enter  a  room  with  two  feathers  sixteen  inches 

high  nodding  from  the  lofty  summit  of  her  liead-dressH 

was  stricken  with  jealousy,  and  thenceforth  took  no  com 

fort   in   life   until  her  undertaker  gave  his  promise   ' 

send  her  two  taller  plumes  as  soon  as  one  of  his  hears 

came  home  from  a  job. 

With  regard  to  decency,  oa  'kc  mideretand  ^m ,t 
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it  did  not  exist.  Consider  tlic  niiecdote  related  by  Eaii" 
nail  More,  bearing  ii[)on  tliis  point.  In  her  old  age,  s\\fA 
liad  a  curiosity  to  read  again  a  novel  which  had  been  a^ 
favorite  in  families  in  her  yonth,  and  wliich  she  had  her- 
self often  read  at  home  to  the  family  circle.  Upon  get- 
ling  the  book  she  was  utterly  amazed  aud  confounded 
at  its  indecency:  at  eighty  years,  slie  could  not  read  t 
herself  a  work  which  at  sisteeti  she  had  read  aloud  fi 
father,  mother,  and  frienda. 

Dr.  Franklin's  paper,    The  Pennsi/hania   G-azette,  tm 
beat  paper  ever  published  in  the  Colonies,  and  among  th^ 
most  decent,  contains  fifty  things  which  no  ncwspapc 
now-a-days,  not  the  most  unscrupulous  of  all,  would  d 
or  wish  to  publish.     Among  the  shorter  tales  of  Voltairt 
there  are  several  which  he  wrote  at  the  request  of  ladiena 
to  be  used  hy  them  in  liquidation  of  forfeits  incurred  i 
^mes.     Tbeac  tales  were  read  aloud,  by  or  for  the  ladies 
to  the  whole  circle  at  the  ch  ateau  or  palace ;  of  tener  polatM 
than  ch'iteau,  some  of  them  being  written  for  Germal 
princesses.     Those  tales  we  should  consider  quite  indi 
cent,  all  of  them.     No  periodical  in  Europe  or  America 
would  publish  them.     The  sameauthor  used  tolend  manu- 
script   cantos  of    liis   "  Pucelle,"   a  poem   of  incredible 
freedom,  to  the  most  distinguished  ladies  in  Europe,  whoj 
regarded  the  loan  as  an  homage  to  their  taste  and  discrefl 
tion,  and  sat  up  at  night  making  copies  for  preservation^ 
He  read  that  poem  to  the   Queen  of  Prussia,  mother  of 
Frederick  the  Great;  and  one  day,  upon  looking  up,  lie 
saw  the  queen's  daughter  listening  on  the  sly.     The  queen, 
too,  saw  her  a  moment  after,  and  exchanged  meaning 
smiles  with  Voltaire,  but  did  not  send  her  away  ;  and  the 
reading  went  on  as  bfefore,  the  flavor  of  the  jests  beings 
more  keenly  relished  because  shared  by  virgin  cars. 

Women,  indeed,  were  rather  fonder  of  such  literatui^ 
than  men,  and  for  an  obvious  reason. 
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faideccnt  talcs,  and   all  that  cuustit.utes  what  llisa  Wolla-  ] 
Ibiipcraft  styles  "  bodily  wit,"  are  the  natural  resource  of   ' 
Ignorant,  idle  minds ;  and,  a  hundred  years  ago,  the  minds 
of  nearly   all  ladies  were  ignorant   and  idle.     I  assert, 
without  liesitation,  that  the  ordinary  intercourse  of  hum 
beings  a»  human  beings  is  more  decent,  more  dignified, 

I  more  kindly  and  mure  sincere,  than  it  was, 
For  two  or  three  months  one  summer,  I  lived  at  a  beach 
on  the  coast  of  Maine,  where,  in  all,  during  the  season, 
Hierc  mnst  have  been  as  many  as  two  tiionsand  persons, 
at  all  sorts  and  conditions,  of  all  religions  and  nationali- 
ties. I  can  almost  suy  that  there  was  not  a  rude  or 
ungracious  act  done  by  one  of  them.  Nobody  was  stuck 
up;  nobody  made  any  parade  of  wealth,  or  pretended  | 
to  any  superiority  on  account  of  his  family  or  occupation. 
At  the  same  time  proper  privacy  was  not  intruded  upon. 
Every  one  seemed  to  wish  well  to  others,  and  the  utmost   ' 

»  friendliness  prevailed  at  all  times.     Cards  every  evening, 
but  no  gambling;  dancing  every  evening,  hut  all  over  at 
eleven  o'clock  ;  plenty  of  hilarity,  but  scarcely  any  drink- 
ing.    All  was  pleasant,  cheerful,  elegant,  decorous,  free. 
Warm  discussions  upon  polilics  and  religion,  but  no  intol-  1 
emnce  or  ill  temper.     I  say   with  the  boldness  arising   ' 
from  long  research,  that  such  a  company,  gathered  for  a 
similar  purpose,  in  a  similar  place,  during  the  last  century, 
would  have  been  less  innocent,  less  decorous,  less  polite. 
There  would   have  been  high  play,  deep  drinking,  love 
intrigues,  and  no  meeling  of  rich  and  not  rich,  distin-  ] 
guishedand  undistinguished,  on  terms  of  friendly  equality. 
Anotlicr  fact:     In  a   drawer  of  the  bowling  alley,  I 
found  one  day  a  Latin  dictionary,  a  Livy,  and  a  Vergil ; 
and  I  discovered,  a  few  days   after,  that  they  belonged  to  J 
the  boy  who  had  charge  of  the  alley.     He  was  preparing 
for  college!     When  no  one  was  playing,  out  came  his  I 
Vei'gil  from  the  drawer  ",  &ui,\ia  Va^X.  ^  U  tjj^ 
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[  customer  strolled  in.  And  tlic  best  of  it  was,  that  no  oii< 
V  aiiytfiing  extraordinary  in  this.  If  he  came  to  a  pas 
f  sage  he  coiild  not  translate,  he  would  bring  his  book  to 
I  the  piazza,  and  get  assistance  from  some  of  the  geiitlemeu 
I  there  who  were  learned  in  tlie  cljasics  of  antiquity;  all 
of  whifh  seemed  quite  natural  and  ordinary. 

Then  as  to  chivalry — the  yraud  politeness,  the  Sidney 

style, — supposed   by  some  to  be   extinct.     In  our   war, 

many  a  Sidney  served  in  the  ranks;  one  act  of  one  of 

■whom  was  this:  Twenty  men,  thirsty  and  wounded,  v 

'  waiting  on  a  hot  day,  after  a  battle  near  Chattanooga,  thciP 

I  turn  to  bo  attended  to.     One  of  the  gentlemen  of  tha 

I  Christian  Gummission   came  up  at  length,  bearing  the 

'  priceless  treasure  of  a  pail  of  water  and  a  tin  cup.     He 

.  handed  the  first  cupful  to  the  soldier  who  seemed  moat  ti 

need   the  cooling,   cleansing   litiuid ;  for   lie   was   badly 

wounded  in  the  mouth,  from  which  blood  was  oozing. 

■'  No,"  said  this  sublime  Sidney  of  the  ranks :  "  I  muslr 

'   drink  last;  for,  you  know,  I  shall  make  the  cup  bloody.' 

And  there  were  a  thousand   men  in  that  army  who; 

would  have  done  the  same.     In  this  country  certainly,  anfl^ 

I  think,  throughout  Christendom,  if  the  spirit  of  castft 

still  lives  in   vulgar  minds,  it  is  generally  recognized  c 

vulgarity  ;  it  hides  itself,  and  is  ashamed. 

"  Would  you  believe  it  ?  "  said  Horace  Walpole,  "  who 
an  artist  is  patronized  now-a-days,  he  thinks  it  is  he  wli 
confers  distinction ! " 

The  courtly  old  ])en8ioner  evidently  thought  that  this 
was  mere  insolence  and  absurdity.  This  man,  who  had 
lived  all  his  life  on  the  bounty  of  the  Engli.sh  people — on 
an  unearned  pension  of  four  thousand  pounds  a  year,  pro- 
cured for  him  by  hia  father,  Sir  Robert, — had  not  tha 
slightest  doubt  of  his  intrinsic  superiority  to  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds,  Dr.  Johnson,  Fanny  EQrney,Ga.\:v\(^V,«^^Sa>.'^'5iN^^- 
Ivor  had  any  other  man  oi  \ua  Qviet  m  "^v).tw^-    'fe^^*^ 
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one  was  coni^ratulating  the  great  French  nctor,  Leakin,  { 
ufiou  the  glory  and  the  money  which  he  had  gained  dui*- 

ting  a  prosperous  season. 
"As  to  money,"  said  he,  "we  do  not  get  as  much  as  ' 
people  think.     My  income,  at  the  most,  is  only  ten  c 
twelve  thousand  francs  a  year." 
I   "  What ! "  cried  a  yomig  nobleman,  "  a  Tile  actor  not  I 
bontent  with  twelve  thousand  francs  a  year;  while  I,  who  1 
am  in  the  king's  service,  who  sleep  upon  a  cannon,  and  I 
shed  my  blood  for  my  country, — I  am  only  too  happy  to  ] 
get  a  thousand  francs  1 " 

■     The  actor,  inwardly  boiling  with  fury,  quietly  said  : 
I    "  Do  you  count  it  for  nothing  that  yon  dare  to  speak  to   I 
to  me  in  that  manner  ? " 

Paris,  it  is  said,  marveled  at  the  audacity  of  the  vet- 
eran actor,  not  at  all  at  the  insolence  of  the  boy  lieutenant. 
All  that,  let  us  hope,  is  over  forever.     We  may  boast, 
too,  that  an  approach  lias  been  made  to   a    substantial  ■ 
equality  of  human  conditions  and  opportunities.     Bishop  j 
Kip  tells  us,  in  a  very  agreeable  article,  how  tranquil, 
dignified,  and  captivating  New  York  society  was  in  (he  i 
olden  time.     Very  well.     But  he  gives  us  to  understand 

I  in  the  same  article,  that  to  mmntain  one  of  those  refined, 
dignified  families,  required  an  estate  ten  or  fifteen  miles  J 
■square;  and  there  were  only  about  fifty  of  them  in  the  | 
whole  vast  Province  of  New  York.  We  are  also  reminded, 
pow  and  then,  of  the  first  families  of  Virginia,  and  the] 
grand  life  they  lived  ;  but  it  took  a  plantation  of  fivo  ] 
thousand  acres,  five  hundred  slaves,  and  fifty  house  ser  ' 
vants,  to  keep  up  one  establishment.  We  must  learn  to  ] 
live  beautifully  at  a  much  cheaper  rate  than  that ;  and  1 

Pssured  that  we  arc  learning  it. 
ent  over  a  clock-factory,  in  Connecticut,  some  time  I 
a  spacious  and  haniaoiwe  e.6!Aiift,?Aled  with  intelli-f 
wlite  men  and  womeu  ioVn?,  cXtaw, 'ww'wtt^ij  -woitV-^ 
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5  water-wheel  performing  all  that  was  hard  and  labori- 

The    only    important   difference   I   could   discover 

between  the  proprietor  and  the  workmen  was,  that  tlio 

men  came  to  work  every  morning  at  seven,  and  the  owner 

at  half-past  six.     All  of  them,  in  fact,  came  an  hour  too 

I  Boon  and  stayed  an  hour  too  late.     The  workmen  lived  in 

■"pretty  cottages — their  own,  if  they  choose  to  buy, — with 

llgood,  large  gardens  around   them.     Their  children  went 

|to  the  same  school — coamion  school  and  high  school — aa 

Ibis  "children,  and  had  access  to  the  same   library   and 

l.lyceum.     All  lived  in  the  same  sweet,  umbrageous  village, 

|eud  looked  out  upon  the  same  circle  of  wood-crownc'd 

(mountains ;  nor  did  there  appear  to  be  in  the  place  a  mind 

i  email  enough  to  hold  the  barbaric  idea,  that  one  maa 

p  could  be  higher  than  another  because  he  has  more  money, 

ir  earns  his  livelihood  by  a  different  kind  of  work. 

Mr.  Emerson,  in  speaking  of  an  improvident  marriage, 

Psays:     "  Millenium  has  come  and  no  groceries."     I  said 

I  to  myself,  as  I  strolled  atiout  this  village,  "  Here  is  a  fore^ 

I  taste  of  millenium,  and  groceries  in  abundance.     Here 

I  are  ladies  and  gentlemen,  not  of  the  old  school,  who  are 

I  living  the  polite  and  intelligent  life  upon  eight  and  twelve 

f  dollars  a  week." 

Ladies  of  the  present  day  themselves  lament  that  they 
'  should  be  so  little  able  to  resist  the  tyranny  of  fashion. 
Ladies  of  the  old  school  were  more  submissive  to  fashion 
than  they,  without  lamenting  it.     Let  me  say  that,  of  all 
„   tyrannies,  the  most  ancient  and  the  most  universal  is  that 

•  of  fashion.  It  began  with  the  beginning  of  civilization, 
and  it  is  precisely  in  the  most  civilized  nations  that  its 
control  extends  to  the  greatest  variety  of  details.  Phi- 
losophers laugh  nt  it ;  but  show  me,  il  you  can,  a  phi- 
losopher who  is  philosopher  enough  to  wear  in  broad  day- 
light his  grandfather's  Sunday  hat'.  \s,  \t  ■ftciv.  ^  ■??: 
^L  hat  ?    It  is  a.-:  excellent  hat.    T\\&  aoVt  a-wi.  sn^'ot.'^-^ 
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is  Aq^l 
lias  alt^^ 


it  glistens  in  tlio  sun  witli  a  resplendent  glosit:  i 
uglier  in  form  Ihan  tlie  stovc-jiipB  of  tcwiay;  it 
tlic   properties  of  n  good  covering  fop  the  bead.     Tlie 
original  proprietor  wore  it   with  pride,  snd  cherished  it 
■with  care  in  a  dust-tight  bandhox,  in  which  it  lias  repos 
unliarmcd  for  fifty  years.     What  is  the  matter  with  tlii 
superior  hat,  that  a  man  capable  of  marcliing  up  to  th 
cannon's  nioulh  shrinks  with  disniay  f lom  wearing  it 
mile  on  a  fine  afternoon  in  the  street  of  his  native  city 

The  hat  is  simply  out  of  fashion;  nothing  more.  Tt) 
present  owner  knows  that,  if  he  were  to  wear  it,  Iii 
friends  would  take  him  for  a  madman,  his  creditors  wouli 
fear  for  1  lis  solvency,  and  the  boys  would  set  himdow 

I  a  quack   doctor.      So  rootud,  so   unconquerable  in  tins 
tyranny,  which  many  of  us  deride,  and  all  of  us  obey  ! 
I  said  it  is  the  oldest  of    our  tyrants.     In  Egyptian 
tombs,  wliich  were  a,ncient  when  Antony  wooed  Cleopatnd 
there  have  been  found   many  evidences  that  Egyptian 
ladies  were  as  assiduous  devotees  of  fashion  as  the  fondesn 
inspector  of  fashion-plates  can  now  be.     In  the  British 
Mnseiim  you  may  inspect  the  implements  of  Egyptian 
fasliion   conveniently  displayed.      There  are   neat   littli 
bottles  made  to  hold   the   coloring  matter  used  by  tli 
ladies  of  Egypt  for  painting  their  cheeks  and  eyebrowi 
Some  of  these  vessels  have  four  or  five  cells  or  compai 
ments,  each  of    which    contained  liquid   of    a  differei 
shade  for   different   portions  of   the  face.     These   wei 
applied  with   a  kind  of    long  pin  or  bodkin,  several 
which  have  been  brought  to  this  country. 
Professor   W.  H.  Flower,  a  distinguished  momlier 
the  Royal   Society  of  London,  has  recently  published  a 
a  little  book  called  "Fashion  in  Deformity,"  in  which  he 
mcntion3  several  ways  m  -wXv^cXx  Va.dve8  torment,  as  well 
^^ks  deform  themselves,  iw  oXicivctvc's.  \.tt  \Vft  Vj't'iVMi 
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fashion.  He  passes  over  Egypt ;  perhaps  because  of  the 
« per  abundance  of  material  illustrating  his  subject  wliicli 
he  Egyptian  colleelions  present  to  view.  If  be  liad  con- 
iiied  hia  work  to  sucli  a  testimony  as  the  Egyptian  tomba 
lave  yielded,  lie  could  have  made  a  volume  ten  times  tho 
lize  of  the  modest  discourse  with  wliich  be  has  been  so 
[ood  aa  to  favor  na.  One  of  the  absurd  Egyptian  faahioiia 
ippears  to  bavo  been  of  some  service.  Herodotus  tella 
a  that,  wlien  he  was  on  hia  travels,  he  oneo  wallced  over 
t  battle-field  where  tbo  Egyptians  and  the  Persians  had 
bugbt  some  years  before. 

"  I  observed,"  he  says,  "  that  the  skulls  of  the  Persiang 
were  so  soft  that  you  could  [jei-foi-ato  tlicm  witli  a  small 
>ebble,  while  those  of  the  Egyptians  were  so  strong  that 
with  difficulty  you  could  break  lliom  wilh  a  large  stone." 

Upon  inquiring  into  the  cause  of  this,  lie  was  informed 
Qiat  it  was  owing  to  (he  different  head  fashions  of  Egypt 
ind  Persia.  In  Egypt  it  waa  tlie  fashiou  for  motlicrs  to 
shave  tlie  heads  eveu  of  young  children,  leaving  only  a 
Jock  or  two  in  front,  bcliind,  and  one  on  e.ieh  side ;  and 
^hile  thus  shorn  they  were  allowed  to  go  out  into  the  sun 
without  hats.  The- Persians,  ou  the  contrary,  wore  tlieir 
lair  long,  and  protected  themselves  from  the  sun  by  soft 
caps-  We  learn  also  from  this  passage  In  Herodotus, 
that  it  was  not  the  fashion  in  hia  time  to  bury  the  dead 
after  a  battle. 

All  the  ancient  civilized  races  took  great  liberties  with 
their  hair,  as  well  aa  wilh  tho  hair  of  other  ijeople. 
persona  of  rank  in  Egypt,  after  shaving  off  their  own 
lair,  wore  wigs  to  distinguish  them  from  bare-headed 
Ktasants.  A  still  more  iuconTcnient  fashion  of  Egyptian 
[andics  was  the  wearing  of  false  beards  upon  the  chin, 
sompoacd  of  plaited  hair,  and  varying  in  length  according 
o  tlie  rank  of  the  wearer.  We  lind  that,  in  all  tho 
ancient  civilizations,  fashloh  seleeted,  si-ntiiai  (Jo^iriw.  wtf« 
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which  to  exercise  ils  authority.  Sir  Gardner  "Wilkinson 
mentioiiB  that  there  was  e.  fasliion  in  doge  in  ancient 
Egypt,  whicli  clianged  from  time  to  time.  Some  hreoda 
were  fashionahle  on  account  of  tlieir  extreme  uglinei 
others  for  their  beauty  or  siKe.  The  favorite  dog  of', 
popular  princess  would  set  tlio  fashion  iu  dogs  for  a  loi 
time,  as  it  does  in  more  modern  days.  As  favorite  dogs 
were  frequently  mummied,  and  placed  iu  the  tombs  of 
their  owners,  we  are  able  to  trace  several  chaugei 
fashion  in  these  creatures. 

Professor  Flower  could  have  drawn  some  apt  ill 
fiona  trom  the  burdensome  head  dresses  foimd  in  ai 
tombs.     Some  of  these  were  not  merely  bui-densome,  but 
hideous,  the  hair  being  extended  in  such  a  way  as  to  make 
the  head  four  or  five  times  larger  than  nature  made  it. 

It  were  well  if  human  beings  would  be  satisfied  with 
self-torment  for  fashion's  sake.  On  almost  any  afternoon 
you  may  see  in  Broadway  terriers  bred  bo  small  tliat  a 
full  grown  dog  does  not  weigh  much  more  than  a  large  rat. 
This  custom  of  changing  the  natural  form  and  size  of 
animals  for  fashion's  snke  is  both  ancient  and  wldi 
spread.  The  Hottentots  twist  the  horns  of  their  cattle  iu) 
various  fantastic  shapes  wliile  the  horns  are  young  am 
flexible,  and  in  some  parts  of  Africa  the  horns  of  sheep 
ai'e  made  to  grow  in  several  points  by  splitting  the  lioni 
with  a  knife  when  it  begins  to  grow.  Among  ourselves, 
too,  horses  tails  are  still  occasionally  docked  for 
fashion's  sake,  and  Professor  Flower  remarks  that  tl 
ancient  custom  of  cropping  the  cars  of  horses  is  not 
extinct  in  England. 
[  ^  Among  savages  the  modes  of  fashionable  deformity  ai 
more  numerous  than  with  civilized  people,  though 
s  injurious.  Some  tribes  color  their  uails 
•  black.  Tattooing  the  skin  in  an  almost  universal  practi 
L  KojQO  savages  blackcu  tt\e«  Vaeftv,  oftxii'pa  i{oJS,\.'ive 
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all  out  of  shape  with  heavy  pendents  ;  others  make  liolea 
in  their  ears,  and  contiime  to  stretch  them,  until  a  iiiaii 
can  pass  his  arms  through  his  cars.  It  is  a  strange  thing 
that  the  practice  of  flattening-  the  head,  in  use  among  oup 
Flathead  Indians,  does  not  appear  to  injure  the  braiu. 
White  men  wlio  have  resided  iu  that  triljo  report  that  any 
mother  who  should  fail  to  flatten  the  heads  of  her  children 
into  the  fasliionable  shape,  would  be  thought  a  very 
indolent  and  unkind  parent,  since  it  would  subject  her 
children  to  the  nnsparinf;  ridicule  of  their  playmates. 
Nor  could  the  girls  ever  hope  for  marriage,  nor  the  boya 
aspire  to  have  any  influence  in  the  tribe. 

The  two  worst  fashions  in  deformity,  according  to  Pro- 
fessor Flower,  are  cramping  the  feet  and  compressuig  tho 
body.  The  sufferings  undergone  by  Chinese  girls,  ia 
reducing  their  feet  to  the  fashionable  size,  are  so  severe 
and  long  continued  as  to  excit«  our  wonder  even  mora 
than  our  pity.  The  learned  professor  gives  a  pair  of 
•pictures  to  show  what  ladies  do  witli  themselves  when 
<they  try  to  conform  to  the  fashion  of  half-yard  waist. 
^One  presents  to  us  I  he  statue  of  the  Venua  of  Milo  in  all 
tlie  majestic  amplitude  of  nature.  The  other  exhibits 
.the  Paris  waist  of  May,  1880,  a  silly,  trivial,  nipped  figure 
oi  the  fashionable  number  of  inches  in  circuit,  an  object 
of  equal  horror  to  the  anatomist  and  to  the  artist. 

We  moderns,  liowever,  have  one  comfort.  We  have 
evolved  the  fashion  of  not  following  the  fashion.  Thus, 
the  late  Lord  Puluicrston  never  would  wear  l>oots  which 
.^id  not  give  to  each  of  his  toes  all  its  natural  rights,  and 
80  he  set  the  fashion  of  not  wearing  the  fashionable  boot. 
Jn  every" American  community  there  arc  now  to  be  found 
.ladies  of  the  new  school,  who,  if  they  follow  the  fashion 
at  all,  follow  it  at  a  rational  distance,  and  know  how  to 
preserve  their  health  and  freedom  without  singularity. 
It  is  no  longer  difficult  to  follow  the  faa\\\o\v  ol  l«\\tiV\-w) 
tho  /iia/iioii,  as  Chesterfield  udvVscd, "  \\\>;ee  y^-'^'^*^'^''^*' 
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ONE  day  in  August,  1876,  the  English  poet  and  critic, 
Mr.  Edmund  W.  Gosse,  was  lingering  in  the  office 
of  the  Loudon  "  Examiner  "  mourning  over  the  dullness 
of  the  book-trade  at  that  season,  and  complaining  that 
the  publishers  sent  him  no  books  worth  reviewing. 
While  he  was  still  talking  upon  this  subject  to  his  friend, 
Mr.  Minto,  the  editor  of  the  paper,  tiie  postman  arrived, 
bringing  a  meager  little  packet,  marked  with  an  unfamiliar 
Indian  postmark.  Upon  being  opened  it  proved  to  con- 
tain a  small  pamphlet,  entitled,  ^'  A  Sheaf  Gleaned  in 
French  Fields,  by  Torn  Dutt,"  which  Mr.  Minto  thrust 
hastily  into  the  reluctant  hands  of  Mr.  Gosse,  exclaiming 
as  he  did  so :  ''  There,  see  whether  you  can't  make  some- 
thing out  of  that." 

The  critic  did  not  expect  to  make  anything  of  it.  It 
was  a  thin,  shabby,  ugly  little  book,  of  about  two  hundred 
pages,  bound  in  orange  color,  unattractive  in  type,  and 
without  preface  or  introduction,  its  oddly  printed  title- 
page  merely  conveying  the  information  that  it  was  pub- 
lished at  Bhowanipore,  at  the  Saptahiksambad  Press. 
He  took  it,  however,  and  the  first  thing  he  found  in  it 
was  a  translation  of  A  Morning  Serenade,  by  Victor 
Hugo. 

"  What  was  my  surprise  and  almost  rapture,"  he  says 
in  relating  the  incident,  "  to  open  at  such  verse  as  this : 

"  StiU  barred  thy  doors !     The  far  east  glows, 
The  morning  wind  blows  fresh  and  free. 
Should  not  the  hour  that  wakes  the  rose 
Awaken  also  thee  ? 
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•'Alt  look  for  thee,  Love,  Light,  and  Song; 
Light  in  the  aky  deep  red  above. 
Song,  in  the  lark  of  piaions  strong, 
And  in  mj  hea,rt,  true  Lore. 

"Apart,  we  miis  our  nature's  goal, 
Why  strive  to  cheat  our  destinies  t 
Was  not  my  love  made  for  thy  soul  J 
Thy  beauty  for  mine  eyea  ) 
Ho  longer  Bleep, 

Oh,  listen  now  I 
I  wait  and  weep. 

But  where  art  thou  ? " 

"  When  poetry  is  as  good  as  this,"  cootioucs  Mr,  Goese, 
Bt  dooa  not  much  matter  whether  Rouveyre  prints  it  iipoh   ' 
IFhatmim  paper,  or  whether  it  steals  to  light  in  blurred 
iype  from  some  press  in  Bhowanipore." 
The  volume  which  thus  pleasantly  surprised  an  accom-  I 
^lished  reviewer   was  the  work  of  a  young  Hindu  girl, 
then   only  twenty   years  of   age.      Torn   Dutt   was   the 
youngest  child  of  Covin  Chunder  Dutt,  a  retired  Indian 
officer  of  high  caste.     Slie  was  born  in  Calcutta  on  the 
fourth  of  March,  1856,  and,  with  the  exception  of  a  year's 
visit  to  Bombay,  her  childhood,  and  that  of  her  elder  sister 
Aru,  was  passed  at  her  fatlier's  garden-house  in  the  city 
of  lier  birth.     Her  parents,  whom  she  dearly  loved,  were 
devout  Christians,  and  brought  her  up  to  share  their  faith. 
She  was  well  acquainted,  Iiowcver,  with  all  the  ancient 
songs  and  legends  of  her  own  people,  and  always  retained 
for  them  a  tenderness  of  which   she  sometimes  speaks 
half  apologetically,  while  at  other  times  she  grows  warm 
in  their  praise.     Often  her  motlier,  herself,  and  Arii, — 
for  both    sisters   possessed   very  clear,  and   well-trained   , 
contralto  voices — would  sing  these  strange  old  ballads  in   i 
the  evening,  when  the  sudden  descent  of  the  tropic  night  , 
—brought  welcome  dusk  and  coolness  after  the  glare  and  I 
Heat  of  an  ludian  day. 
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Tho  two  sisters  were  devoted  companions.  Toru,  the 
younger  by  eighteen  months,  always  unconsciously  took 
the  lead  both  in  studies  and  amusements,  although,  as 
their  father  records,  tliere  was  no  assumption  of  superi- 
ority on  her  part.  "  It  seemed  perfectly  natural  to  Aru,'' 
he  says,  "  to  fall  into  the  background  in  the  presence  of 
her  sister.     The  love  between  them  was  always  perfect." 

They  remained  until  1869  in  the  happy  retirement  of 
their  home,  studying  and  learning  how  to  perform  house- 
Jiold  tasks,  none  of  which  they  considered  too  mean  for 
them.  Much  of  their  time  was  spent  in  the  garden,  of 
which  no  description  could  be  given  so  clear  or  so  beauti« 
ful  as  Toru's  own,  written  a  few  years  later : 

**  A  sea  of  foliage  girds  our  garden  round, 
But  not  a  sea  of  dull,  unvaried  green, 
Sharp  contrasts  of  all  colors  here  are  seen ; 
The  light-green,  graceful  tamarinds  abound 
Amid  the  mangoe  clumps  of  green  profound. 
And  palms  arise,  like  pillars  gray,  between ; 
And  o'er  the  quiet  pools  the  seemuls  lean, 
Red, — red,  and  startling  like  the  trumpet's  sound. 
But  nothing  can  be  lovelier  than  the  ranges 

Of  bamboos  to  the  eastward,  when  the  moon 
Looks  through  their  gaps,  and  the  white  lotus  changes 
Into  a  cup  of  silver.     One  might  swoon 
Drunken  with  beauty  then,  or  gaze  and  gaze 
On  a  primeval  Eden,  in  amaze." 

In  November,  1869,  the  two  girls  went  to  Europe,  and 
visited  France,  Italy,  and  England.  In  France  they  wei^e 
sent  to  school  for  the  only  time  in  their  lives,  spending  a 
few  months  at  a  French  pension.  It  must  have  been 
chiefly  during  this  period  that  Toru  gained  her  marvel- 
ous intimacy  with  the  French  language.  English  she 
spoke  and  wrote  well — even  wonderfully  well  considering 
her  age  and  nationality — yet  an  occasional  lapse  betrays 
the  foreigner.    Her  French,  on  the  contrary,  fluent,  grace- 
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ful,  and  idiomatic,  sccina  uot  tlie  toilfully  acquired 
accompliisliineiit  of  an  educated  Hindu,  but  the  natural 
speech  o£  a  Parisian  lady.  A  brief  sample,  taken  almost 
at  raudoiu,  will  prove  tliia.  It  ia  a  descriptiou  of  the 
liero  ill  her  romance  called  Le  Journal  de  MademoiBcIlft, 
d'Arvers. 

"  II  eat  beau  en  effet.  Sa,  taille  est  haute,  mais  quel- 
qiictiuna  ia  trouvcraicnt  mince;  sa  chevelure  noire  est 
boucl<5c  et  tombe  Jnsqu'i  la  mique;  sea  yeux  noirs  sout 
profonds  et  bien  fendus;  le  front  est  noble;  la  Ifivre 
BHp^rieure,  couvert«  par  une  moustache  naissante  et  noire, 
est  parfaitement  modcl^e ;  son  menton  a  quelque  chose  de 
severe;  son  teint  est  d'un  blaiic  nreeque  f6miuin,  cc  qid'j 
denote  sa  haute  naissance." 

She  alwaya  loved  France.  Her  first  book,  aa  we  see, 
waa  a  volume  of  translations  from  the  French;  her  om 
long  prose  work  was  composed  in  French;  the  first 
article  she  ever  published  "was  a  critical  esssay  upon 
French  author;  and  two  of  her  most  stirring  English 
poems  treat  of  Fi-ench  subjects — one,  an  ode  written  in 
1870  during  the  dark  days  of  the  Franco-PruBaian  War, 
the  second,  lines  inscribed  on  the  fly-leaf  of  Erckmann- 
Chatriau's  novel  Madame  TMrete.  The  latter  concludes 
thus : 

I  reHxl  the  story,  and  tnj  heart  beats  fast! 
Well  might  all  Europe  quajl  before  thee,  France, 
Battling  against  opprcKsion  1    Years  bavo  passed, 
Yet  of  that  time  men  speak  with  tnoistcued  glance 
Ya-nu-pioda!     When  rose  high  jour  Marseillaise 
Man  knew  his  rights  to  earth's  remotest  bound 
And  tyrants  trembled.     Yoiirs  alone  the  praise  I 
Ah,  had  a  Washington  but  then  been  found  I 

On  leaving  France  the  sisters  went  to  England,  where 

I  they  attended  the  lectures  for  women  at  Cambridge,  and 

1 1873  they  returned  to  their  beloved  home  in  Calcutta, 
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Tcliere  the  four  remaining  years  of  Tom's  life  were  passf^d; 
A  photograph  taken  before  their  departure- shows  both 
girls  to  have  been  pleasing'  and  refined  in  appearance, 
■  while  Tom's  rather  round  face  with  its  bronze  skin, 
I  brilliant  eyes,  and  shading  mass  of  loose  hair,  might  be 
I  termed  pretty,  did  we  not  prefer  to  call  it  expressive^ 
I  since  its  alertness  and  intelligence  possess  a  strongen 
I  charm  than  its  )>eauty. 

Toru's  career  as  an  author  da^ed  from  her  return  t^ 
[  India.     Equipped    already   witli   a   stock   of   knowledff 

which,  as  Mr.  Gosse  well  says,  "  would  have  siifBced  td 
[  mnke  an  English  or  Freuch  girl  seem  learned,  but  whicll 
I  in  her  case  was  simply  miraculous,"  she  could  not  ret 
I  content   with   these   acquirements,   but  devoted   herselJ 
zealously  to  the  study  of  Sanskrit,  under  her  father's 
tuition;   a  pursuit  which   she  continued   until,  in  con- 
sideration of  her  failing  health,  he  required  her  to  give  it 
up.     Her  first  publication,  which  appeared  in  the  Bengal 
I  Magazine  when  she  was  but  eighteen  years  of  age,  woi 
an  essay  upo'   the  French   poet  Leconte  do  Lisle,  will 
whose   somewhat   austere   compositions    she   had   much 
sympathy.     This   was   soon    followed   by   another   upon 
Iphin  Houlary,  both  being  illustrated  by  translatioiia 
into  English  verse. 

In  July,  1874,  her  eister  Aru  died  at  the  age  of  twentyj 

I  and  in  licr  Toru  lost  a  faithful  helper  and  friend.     It  ha^ 

I  been   their  cherished  project  to  publish  an  anonymous 

ivel  which  Toru  was  to  write  and  Aru,  who  possessed  a 

[  striking  talent  for  design,  was  to  illustrate.     Toru  began 

the  novel — Le  Journal  de  Mademoiselle  d'Arvers — before 

leaving  Europe,  but  Aru  died  without  having  seen  &  page 

,  of  it,  and  Toru  herself  was  in  her  grave  when  the  com 

jploted  manuscript  was  found  among  her  papers  by  hel 

hther  and  given  to  t\\c  public. 

The  "  Sheaf  GlcancA  m  Ytciis 
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'e  have  stated,  In  1876.  This  wonderful  book  of  trans-  i 
.lations,  made  by  a  young  girl  in  India,  from  one  foreign  I 
language  into  anotber,  found  but  two  reviewers  in  all  j 
Europe.  One  of  these  was  the  French  poet  and  novelist, 
Aodr^  Theuriet,  who  was  himself  represented  in  its  pages 
hy  one  of  her  most  successful  translations,  and  who  gave  J 
it  just  and  discriminating  praise  in  the  Revue  da  Deitx  | 
^Mondes.  The  other  was  tlie  gentleman  who  had  so  I 
illingly  received  it  in  the  office  of  the  London  \ 
Examiner.  Mr.  Gosse,  in  the  memoir  with  which  1 
afterwards  prefaced  one  of  Toru's  works,  claims  with  J 
sympathetic  pride  that  bo  was  "  a  little  earlier  still  in  I 
sounding  the  only  note  of  welcome  which  reached  thol 
dying  poetess  from  England." 

The  dying  poetess  !  Tom,  never  strong,  and  exhausted  1 
by  the  continuous  strain  of  her  literary  labors,  was 
to  follow  the  sister  whom  she  ao  deeply  mourned.     Her 
letters  to  her  friend,  Mile.  Clarisse  Bader,  show  us  very 
clearly  tbe  beginning  of  the  end.     Mile.  Bader  was  the 
author  of  a  French  work  entitled,  "  Woman  in  Ancient  j 
India,"  which  Toru   desired   to   translate  into  English. 
Before  doing  so,  however,  she  wrote  to  ask  permission  of  j 
tlie  author.     She  received  a  most  kind  and  gracious  reply.  I 
'*  Dear  Mademoiselle,"  wrote  Mile.  Bader,  "  What !     It  I 
a  descendant  of  my  dear  Indian  heroines  who  desires  A 
to  translate  tbe  work  I  have  devoted  to  the  ancient  Arj 
women  of  tlio  Peninsula  of  the  Ganges !     Such  a  wi 
emanating  from  such  a  source,  touches  me  too  deeply  for  I 
me  not  to  listen  to  it.     Translate,  then.  Woman  in  Ancient  j 
India,  Mademoiselle;  I  authorize  you  witb  all  my  heart  1 
ito  do  so;  and  with  all  my  most  sympathetic  desires  I  ; 
invoke  tbe  success  of  your   enterprise.     .     .     .     Wlica  I 
you  have  puhlisbed  in  India  your  translation  of  Woman  J 
in  Ancient  India,  I  should  be  very  gratoful  if  ^ou. ^•svivA.J 
kindly  send  two  copies  o£  your  vcxsiow.    "V  ■^xo'^ft.  •^'^'^ 
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[  Tery  liappy  to  receive  your  pliotograpli  if  you  bUII  poaw 

I  one," 

Tom'a  reply,  dated  Calcutta,  March  18,  1877, 

j  follows: 

"  Dear  Mademoiselle,  I  thank  you  very  sincerely  for 
your  kind  authorization  to  traiislat*  '  Woman  in  Ancient 
India'  and  also  for  your  kind  and  aynipatlietic  letter, 
wliich  has  given  me  the  keenest  pleasure. 

[  deeply  lament  not  to  have  been  able  to  begin  the 

'  translation  yet,  but  my  coiistiiution  is  not  very  strong ; 
more  than  two  years  ago  1  contracted  an  obstinate  cough 
wliich  never  leaves  me.    Nevertheless,  I  hope  soon  to  set 

'  to  work. 

"  I   cannot    express,   Mademoiselle,   how    much   youT' 
affection  for  my  country  and  my  countrywomen  touches 
me,  for  both  your  letter  and  your  book  sufficiently  testify 
that  you  do  love  them  ;  and  I  am  proud  to  be  able  to  say 
that  the  heroines  of  our  great  epics  are   worthy  of 
honor  and  all  love.     Is  tliere  any  heroine  more  touehinj 
more   loveable,  than  Sita?     I   do   not  believe  there 
When,  in  the  evening,  I  hear  my  mother  sing  the  oI( 
Bonss  of  our  country  I  almost  always  slied  tears.     Stta* 
lament  when,  banished  for  the  second  time,  she  waadera 
alone  in  tlie  vast  forest  with  terror  and  despair  in  her 

^  soul,  is  BO  pathetic  that  I  think  there  is  no  one  who  could 
hear  it  without  crying.  I  enclose  for  you  two  little  trans- 
lations from  that  beautiful  old  language,  the  Sanskrit. 
Unfortunately,  I  was  obliged  to  cease  my  translations 
from  the  Sanskrit  six  months  ago.  Mj  health  does  not 
permit  me  to  continue  them,  I  send  you  also  my  portrait 
and  that  of  my  sister.  In  the  photograph  she  is  repre- 
sented as  seated.  She  was  so  sweet  and  bo  good  I  Th* 
photograph  dates  from  four  years  ago,  when  I 
seventeen  and  she  scarcely  nineteen.  I  too,  MademoiscUi 
shall  be  grateful,  if  you  will  kindly  send  me  your  phi 
'graph.    I  will  keep  it  as  one  ot  t(\^  ?,reatest  treasure*. 
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"I  must  pause  Iierc;  I  will  not  fiirllier  intrude  up< 
your  time.     Like  M,  Leffivre-Deumier,  I  must  say  : 

"  Farewell  then,  dear  friend  whom  I  have  not  known," 
"  For,  Mademoiselle,  I  count  you  among  my  friends 
amon<r  my  best  friends,  although  I  have  not  seen  you. 

"  Believe,  Mademoiselle,  the  renewed  assurance  of 
friendship,  ToRU  DiiTT. 

From  a  postscript  we  learn  that  she  had  expected 
visit  Europe  for  her  health,  and  she  expresses  her  hope 
of  soon  meeting  her  unknown  friend.  In  April,  however, 
she  writes  again,  saying  that  she  had  been  very  ill  for 
fortnight,  and  that  this  plan  had  been  abandoned. 
asked  Mile.  Bader  to  writB  to  her  at  her  old  address 
"your  letter  and  your  jwrtrait  will  do  m^  good."  It 
pleasant  to  think  how  she  must  have  enjoyed  the  cheerii 
and  appreciative  letter  which  she  received  in  reply, 
enclosed  the  portrait,  too,  although  Mile.  Bader  declares 
tliat  her  photographs  were  always  each  uglier  than  tlie 
last,  and  that  it  was  a  great  piece  of  Bclf-sacrificc  for  her 
to  send  one  to  anybody  who  had  never  seen  her. 

Torn  answers  briefly  but  warmly,  thanking  her  friei 
for  her  kindness  and  excusing  licrself  from  writing  moi 
at  length  on  the  ground  that  she  has  been  suffering  fni 
months  from  fever,  and  is  still  too  weak  to  go  from 
own  room  to  the  next  without  feeling  extreme  fatigi 
One  more  letter  from  Mile.  Bader,  even  more  cordial  ant 
affectionate  than  the  last,  closes  the  correspondence. 

I  is  full  of  sympathy  and  encouragement.  She  exclaii 
with  surprise  that  Torn,  in  her  photogroph  apparently 
the  picture  of  health,  should  have  been  so  ill. 
"But  now,"  she  adds,  "yon  have  wholly  recovered, 
have  you  not?  And,  at  the  time  of  the  Exposition,  you 
will  come  to  our  sweet  land  of  France,  whose  mild  breezes 
will  do  you  good — you,  who  have  suffered  from 
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burning  climate.  .  Friendly  hearts  await  you  with  joyous 
hope.  My  parents  and  myself  love  you  much — without 
having  ever  seen  you,  but  your  letters  and  your  works 
have  revealed  to  us  the  goodness  of  your  heart,  the  candor 
of  your  soul.  Come,  then,  my  amiable  friend,  to  seal 
with  your  presence  an  affection  which  is  already  yours." 

The  two  friends  never  met;  the  letter  was  never 
answered,  never  received.  It  was  dated  September  11, 
1877.  Torn  Dutt  died  August  ^Oth  of  the  same  year, 
aged  twenty-one  years,  six  months,  and  twenty-six  days. 
She  had  breathed  her  last  before  the  letter  was  even 
written.  Her  last  words  were,  "  It  is  only  the  physical 
pain  that  makes  me  cry." 

She  died  almost  unknown  to  fame.  A  few  men  in  France 
and  England  who  had  made  the  Orient  a  special  study, 
had  noted  her  works  and  praised  them  as  the  achievement 
of  a  Hindu  genius ;  a  still  smaller  number  had  read  them 
and  loved  them  for  their  poetry  alone.  But,  from  the  day 
of  her  death  her  reputation  grew,  and  a  second  edition  of 
the  "  Sheaf  Gleaned  in  French  Fields"  was  soon  prepared, 
with  a  brief  preface  by  her  father.  This  book  was,  it 
must  be  remembered,  the  only  one  of  hers  published  in 
her  lifetime ;  upon  this  alone  it  was  at  first  thought  that 
her  fame  must  rest.  Even  had  this  been  the  case,  her 
l)Iace  in  literature  should  have  been  secure.  The  trans- 
lations vary;  some  are  almost  flawless  gems  of  English, 
such  as  the  "Serenade"  already  given,  or  this  version  of 
a  poem  by  Evariste  de  Parny,  on  the  "  Death  of  a  Young 
Gill": 

"  Though  childhood's  days  were  past  and  gone 
More  innocent  no  child  could  be ; 
Though  grace  in  every  feature  shone, 
Her  maiden  heart  was  fancy  free. 

**  A  few  more  months,  or  haply  days 

And  Love  would  blossom  —  so  we  thought 
As  lifts  in  April's  genial  rays  , 
The  rose  its  c\\iateTa  iicXxV^  ^xcsw^l. 
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"  But  God  had  destined  otherwise. 
And  BO  she  gently  fell  askep, 
A  creature  of  the  Btarry  ekiea 
Too  lovely  for  the  earth  to  keep. 

"  She  died  in  earliest  woiuanhood; 

Thus  dies,  and  leaves  behind  no  trace, 
A  bird's  aong-  in  a  leafy  wood  — 
Thus  melts  a  sweet  smile  from  a  face," 

At  other  times  she  is  not  so  fortunate.  Sometimea  a.  ] 
I  poem  intended  to  be  picturesque  or  impres.sive  ia  given  a 
rreally  comical  turn  by  the  introduction  of  some  unex- 
I  peeted  little  colloquial  phrase,  used  by  Toru  with  perfect 
^od  faith  OS  to  its  suitability.  Take,  for  example,  her 
'  translation  of  Victor  Hugo's  magnificent  piece  upon  tlio 
"  Ports  of  Paris  "  in  which  tlie  mood  of  the  English  reader 
wis  undesirably  affected  by  the  statement  that 
"At  aretpeet/ul  dutanee  keep  the  forta, 
A  multitude,  a  populace,  of  monstrous  gun 
That  in  the  far  horizon  woU-hke  prowl." 

[  The   word   "cannon-wagon,"    too,   does   not   lend   itself  J 
I  gracefully  to  blank  vorse. 

"  The  ainister  cannon-wagons  darkly  grouped  " 
■  •wore  doubtless  awe-inspiring  objects,  but  the  effect  uponl 
Itlie  reader  is  not  wholly  the  one  intended.     Yet  in  the 
iBame  piece  occur  these  finely  resonant  lines  descriptivt 
I  of  cannon : 

"  Far  stretching  out 
Their  necks  of  bronze  around  the  wall  immense, 
They  rest  awake  while  peacefully  we  sleep, 
And  in  their  hoarse  lungs  laten^thunders  growl 
Low  premonitions," 

The  notes  appended  to  the  book  aro  almost  as  interest-^ 
ing,  in  their  curious  display  of  unlooked-for  knowledge  a 
equally  unlooked-for  ignorance,  as  the  work  itself.      It 
plain  that  she  is  acquainted  yitb  oiir  i 
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In  a  note  upon  Charles  Nodier  she  remarks  that  his 
prose  stories  are  charming  and  remind  her  of  Washington 
Irving.  In  another  upon  Baudelaire,  she  detects  in  one 
of  his  poems  a  plagiarism  from  Longfellow — a  literal 
translation  of  a  verse  from  the  "  Psalm  of  Life." 

Fortunately  for  the  reading  public,  however,  we  have 
other  standards  by  which  to  judge  of  Toru's  talent.  After 
her  death  her  father  found  among  her  papers  the  com- 
plete French  romance  of  "  Mademoiselle  d'Arvers,"  which 
was  soon  published  under  the  editorial  care  of  Mile. 
Bader,  and  a  sufficient  immber  of  English  poems  to  form 
the  little  volume  lately  issued  under  the  title  of  "  Ancient 
Songs  and  Ballads  of  Hindustan,"  and  prefaced  by  Mr. 
Gosse  with  a  memoir  of  the  author. 

"  Le  Journal  de  Mademoiselle  dHArverz  "  is  a  novel  of 
modern  French  society,  treating  of  the  love  of  two  broth- 
ers for  the  same  beautiful  and  noble  girl.  It  is  tragic,  tlie 
unhappy  passion  leading  finally  to  fratricide  and  madness. 
Yet,  in  dealing  with  these  difficult  matters,  Toru  never 
becomes  melodramatic  or  ridiculous,  and  often  displays 
true  power,  though  she  is  not  seldom  unreal  and  fantas- 
tic. Of  more  interest  to  American  readers  is  the  collec- 
tion of  her  English  poems  —  her  chief  claim  to  distinction. 
These,  too,  vary  greatly.  She  had  not  yet  completely 
conquered  the  language  in  which  she  wrote ;  we  are  still 
surprised  by  occasional  prosaic  expressions  in  the  midst 
of  poetry,  and  the  strange  legends  which  she  relates  are 
often  rendered  stranger  to  our  ears  by  the  phrases  in 
which  she  relates  them.  But  they  are  interesting,  strik- 
ing, and  often  beautiftil.  Under  the  heading  "  Miscel- 
laneous Poems "  there  occur  at  the  end  of  the  volume  a 
few  pages  which  having  once  read  we  should  find  it  very 
hard  to  spare.  Through  them  all  breathes  the  bright  and 
kindly  spirit  that  made  their  young  author  so  dear  to  all 
around  her. 
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Geninses  are  not  always  comfortable  people  to  live  with ;    ■ 

it  Toru,  although  during  the  four  years  in  which  she 

Bccomplished  the  work  of  her  lifetime  she  was  a  frail 

invalid  wasting  to  her  death,  eeema  never  to  have  heen  to 

thoBO  who  shared  her  daily  life  anything  but  a  blessing, 

from  which  they  found  it  the  greatest  of  sorrows  to  part. 

To  some  readers,  the  roost  touching  thing  in  all  her 

,d,  short  history  is  the  brief  paragraph   in  which  her 

tther,  now  childless,  describes  his  companionship  with 

labor.     She  had  a  wonderful  memory,  and  when  a 

iispute  arose  between  them  as  to  the  significance  of  any 

rord  or  plirase,  she  was  very  apt  (o  be  in  the  right,     Sonic- 

ica,  however,  hep  father  was  so  sure  of  his  position  that 

le  would  propose  laying  a  wager — usually  a  rupee —  before 

(ferring  to   the   lexicon   to    settle  the  question.     Tom 

lost  always  won,  hut  now  and  then  she  was  mistaken. 

"  It  was  curious  aud  very   pleasant  for  me,"  says  her 

father,  "  to  watclilier  when  she  lost.     First  a  bright  smile; 

then  thin  fingers  patting  my  grizzled  cheek  ;  tlien  perhaps 

Bome  quotation  from  Mrs.  Barrett  Browning,  her  favorite 

itess,  like  this : 

Ah,  my  gossip,  you  are  older  and  more  Iisarneil,  and  ii  man  I ' 
some  similar  pleasantry." 
The  story  of  her  life  can  not  he  better  closed  than  by 
quoting  here  the  beautiful  last  poem  of  her  last  book,  in   , 
which  her  loving  and  observaut  spirit  finds,  perhaps,  its 
highest  expression.     In  it  she  sings  once  more  of  that 
dear  garden  home  where  she   and  Am  spent  tboir  child- 
hood together,  and  to  which  both  returned  to  die.     It  is 
called  "  Our  Casuariua  Tree." 


^L  Th 


Like  a  huge  Python,  winding  round  and  round 
The  rug^d  trunk,  indented  deep  with  scora, 
irp  to  its  very  nuramit  nuar  the  stars, 

Acreeper  climbs,  in  whose  embraces  bouad  _ 
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No  other  tree  could  live,  but  gallantly 
The  giant  wears  the  scarf,  and  flowers  are  hung 
In  crimson  clusters  all  the  boughs  among, 

Whereon  all  day  are  gathered  bird  and  bee; 
And  oft  at  night  the  garden  overflows 
With  one  sweet  song  that  seems  to  have  no  close 
Sung  darkling  from  our  tree  while  men  repose. 

When  flrst  my  casement  is  wide  open  thrown 

At  dawn,  my  eyes  delighted  on  it  rest; 

Sometimes,  and  most  in  winter,  on  its  crest 
A  grey  baboon  sits  statue-like  alone 

Watching  the  sunrise ;  while  on  lower  bought 
His  puny  offspring  leap  about  and  play ; 
And  far  and  near  ko-kilas  hail  the  day; 

And  to  their  pastures  wend  our  sleepy  cows; 
And  in  the  shadow,  on  the  broad  tank  cast 
By  that  hoar  tree,  so  beautiful  and  vast, 
The  water-lilies  spring,  like  snow  enmassed. 

But  not  because  of  its  magnificence 

Dear  is  the  Casuarina  to  my  soul : 

Beneath  it  we  have  played ;  though  years  may  roll 
O  sweet  companions,  loved  with  love  intense, 

For  your  sakes,  shall  the  tree  be  ever  dear? 
Blent  with  your  images,  it  shall  arise 
In  memory,  till  the  hot  tears  blind  mine  eyes  I 

What  is  that  dirge-like  munnur  that  I  hear 
Like  the  sea  breaking  on  a  shingle-beach? 
It  is  the  tree^s  lament,  an  eerie  speech 
That  haply  to  the  unknown  land  may  reach. 

Unknown,  yet  well-known  to  the  eye  of  faith  t 

Ah,  I  have  heard  that  wail  far,  far,  away 

In  distant  lands,  by  many  a  sheltered  bay, 

When  slumbered  in  his  cave  the  water-wraith 

And  the  waves  gently  kissed  the  classic  shore 
Of  France  or  Italy,  beneath  the  moon. 
When  earth  lay  tranced  in  a  dreamless  swoon: 

And  every  time  the  music  rose — ^before 
Mine  inner  vision  rose  a  form  sublime, 
Thy  form,  O  Tree,  aa  m  iiv^  \vft.^V3  Yf^^« 
I  flaw  thee,  in  my  ovjnioNe^xiaJCv?^  O^aft. 
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Therefore  I  fain  would  consecrate  a  lay 

Unto  thy  honor,  Tree,  beloved  of  those 

Who  now  in  blessed  sleep  for  aye  repose, 
Dearer  than  life  to  me,  alas  I  were  they  I 

Mayst  thou  be  numbered  when  my  days  are  done 
With  deathless  trees,  like  those  in  Borrowdale, 
Under  whose  awful  branches  lingered  pale 

^'Fear,  trembling  Hope,  and  Death  the  skeleton, 
And  Tune  the  shadow;"  and  though  weak  the  yerse 
That  would  thy  beauty  fain,  oh  fain  rehearse, 
May  Love  defend  thee  from  Oblivion's  curse. 
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GEORGE  SAKD. 

/^  EORGE  SAND  ig  a  name  which  the  English-speak- 
yJT  ^^S  world  still  pronounces  with  something  less  than 
respect.  She  was  not  of  our  race,  nor  of  our  manners, 
and  her  immediate  ancestors  were  extreme  types  of  every- 
thing in  human  character  most  remote  from  ourselves 
and  our  sense  of  the  right  and  becoming. 

To  begin  with,  she  was  the  great-granddaughter  of  that 
brilliant,  dissolute  Maurice  de  Saxe,  Marshal  of  France, 
who  in  1746  won  for  Louis  XV  and  in  his  presence  the 
battle  of  Fontenoy.  Her  great^randmother,  a  scarcely 
less  remarkable  personage,  was  Aurora,  the  beautiful 
Countess  von  Koenigsmark.  Her  grandmother,  the  child 
of  this  famous,  disorderly  pair,  a  lady  deeply  imbued 
with  aristocratic  feeling,  was  proud  of  her  illustrious, 
irregular  descent,  and  preserved  in  her  demeanor  the 
formality  of  a  past  period.  In  her  youth  she  experienced 
strange  vicissitudes.  Withdrawn  at  an  early  age  from  a 
convent  in  order  to  marry  Count  de  Horn,  of  whom  she 
knew  nothing,  she  was  left  a  widow  while  fStes  were  in 
progress  in  honor  of  the  newly  married  couple.  She  lived 
for  some  time  upon  a  modest  pension  allowed  her  by  the 
Dauphiness ;  then,  that  Princess  dying,  she  was  left  des- 
titute. It  was  a  fashion  then  in  Europe  for  persons  who 
had  no  other  resource  to  apply  for  aid  to  Voltaire,  and 
to  him  the  young  Countess  appealed.  Madame  Sand 
always  preserved  among  her  treasures  her  grandmother^s 
letter  to  the  chief  of  the  "  philosophers,"  and  his  reply. 
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"It  IB  to  the  singer  of  Fontenoy  that  tlie  danghter  of 
Marshal  de  Saxe  addresses  herself  in  order  to  obtain 
bread,"  wrote  the  Countess.  "...  I  have  thought  that 
he  who  has  immortalized  the  victories  of  the  fatlier  would 
be  interested  in  the  misfortunes  of  the  daughter.  To  him 
it  belongs  to  adopt  the  children  of  heroes,  and  to  be  my  J 
support,  as  he  is  that  of  the  daughter  of  the  great  Cor^J 
ueille."  " 

"Madame,"  the  aged  poet  replied,  "I  shall  go  very 
Boon  to  rejoin  the  hero  your  father,  and  I  shall  inform 
him   with  indignation   of  the   condition   in   which    his 
daughter  now  is,"    He  then  advised  her  to  appeal  toJ 
his  particular  friend,  the  Duchess  de  Clioisenl,  wife  of  the* 
prime  miuister,  "  whose  soul  is  just,  noble,  and  bene(i-«l 
cent." 

" Doubtless,"  he  concluded,  "you  did  me  too  much] 
honor  when  you  thought  a  sick  old  man,  persecuted  audi 
withdrawn  from  the  world,  could  be  so  happy  as  to  serve j 
the  daughter  of  Marshal  de  Saxe.  But  you  have  dondl 
me  justice  in  not  doubting  the  lively  interest  I  take  in  thqj 
daughter  of  so  great  a  man." 

This  letter,  which  she  hastened  to  show  to  the  Ducheas 
de  Choiscul,  procured  her  the  relief  of  which  she  stood  inl 
need,   and    shortly  afterward   she  married   again.     Hera 
second  husband,  M.  Dupin,  died  after  ten  years  of  weddet 
life,  leaving  to  his  widow  the  care  of  their  only  childj 
Maurice.     Madame  Dupin,  with  what  the  Revolution  hadi 
left  to  her  of  her  husband's  property,  then  purchased  th&fl 
country  estate  of  Nohant,  in  Berri,  since  made  famous  J 
through  the  genius  of  George  Sand,  and  went  there  to  I 
live  with  her  son.     He,  when  twenty-six  years  of  age, . 
contracted  a  secret  marriage  with  Sophie  Victoria  Delarfl 
horde,  a  Swiss  milliner,  the  daughter  of  a  dealer  in  songj 
birds. 

Mademoiselle  Pelabordc,  four  years  older  than  Mauric^ 
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Dupin,  without  property,  and  a  somewhat  disreputable 
person,  was  not  cordially  welcomed  into  the  family  by 
Madame  Dupin.  It  was  natural  that  she  should  look 
upon  the  marriage  as  a  calamity.  Nevertheless,  she  had 
the  good  sense  to  conceal  her  feelings,  and  to  forgive  an 
error  which  was  plainly  irrevocable,  and,  although  she 
always  heartily  disliked  her  daughter-in-law,  she  was 
obliged  soon  to  acknowledge  that  she  was  a  most  efficient 
and  devoted  wife,  who  kept  her  husband  very  happy. 

July  5, 1804,  the  last  year  of  the  Republic  and  the  first 
of  the  Empire,  a  daughter  was  born  to  this  oddly-assorted 
couple,  who  bestowed  upon  her  the  name  of  Amantine- 

-  Lucile-Aurore.  The  infancy  of  this  child  was  passed  in 
Paris  with  her  mother,  her  father  residing  with  them 
whenever  his  military  duties  did  not  require  his  presence 
elsewhere.  Captain  Dupin,  however,  as  aide-de-camp  to 
Prince  Murat,  was  so  much  away  from  home  that  in  1808 
his  wife,  unable  to  bear  a  longer  separation,  went  to  join 
him  in  Madrid.     Little  Aurore,  four  years  of  ^ge,  accom- 

-  panied  her,  and  was  presented  to  Murat  attired  for  the  occa- 
sion in  a  miniature  copy  of  her  father's  uniform,  includ- 
ing spurs,  high  boots,  and  tiny  sword.  The  Prince  was 
pleased  with  the  jest,  and  took  a  fancy  to  his  little  aide- 
de-camp^  as  he  called  her. 

Captain  Dupin,  shortly  after  his  return  to  Prance,  was 
killed  by  a  fall  from  his  horse.  This  sad  event  doomed 
his  little  daughter  to  live  for  many  years  in  an  atmos- 
phere of  discord,  the  object  of  continual  contention 
between  her  plebeian  mother  and  her  patrician  grand- 
mother, each  of  whom  claimed  her  duty  and  affection. 
Obedience  she  rendered  to  both  when  their  commands, 
too  frequently  contradictory,  permitted;  but  her  heart 
was  her  mother's.  Within  the  walls  of  the  ch&teau  she 
passed  unhappy  houxa,  iox  t\\^  ^orafc^U^  warfare  was  to 
her  a  constant  source  oi  m\^e.^i  \  ^svi5t,  '^^^^  ^^^  ^^  ^^^ 
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laying  with  her  village  companionB,  exploring  every  nook   i 
i  corner  of   the  fields  and  woods,  and  listening  half 
iduously  to  the  legends  aojd  fairy  tales  of  the  neiglibor- 
iood,  hei-  vivid  imagination  and  her  admirable  health  | 
her  one  of  the  gayest  and  happiest  of  children. 
:er  a  time,  too,  a  separation  was  gradually   effected  | 
itween  her  mother  and  herself,  and  this,  althougli  griev- 
itself,  rendered  her  life  more  peaceful.     Madame  \ 
Maurice  Dupin,  who  was  poor,  in  consideration  of  the 
benefits  such  an  arrangement  would  confer  upon  the  child, 
consented  to  leave  her  iu  the  care  of  her  grandmother, 
and   herself    removed    permanently   to   Paris.       Aui'oro  J 
slowly  learned  to  love  the  old  lady  whose  formal  manners  J 
long  repelled  and  chilled   her.      For  years   it   was   her  I 
dearest  hope  to  effect  a  reconciliation,  and  ehe  resented  j 
with  more  than  childish  indignation  the  scornful  remarks  1 
of  the  servants,  who  used  to   taunt  her  with  wishing  to  I 
to  her  mother  and  eat  beans  in  a  garret,  rather  than  1 
ptay  at  the  chateau  and  learn  to  be  a  lady. 

Her  education  was  varied  and  peculiar.  While  on  the  1 
one  hand  her  grandmother  and  her  grandmother's  friends 
tried  their  best  to  teach  her  the  elaborate  accomplish- 
ments and  submissive  demeanor  whidi  they  considered  . 
iesirable  in  a  young  girl,  on  the  other  she  was  dabbling  | 
Latin,  history,  literature,  and  classic  mythology,  play-  I 
ig  practical  jokes  upon  her  tutor,  and  inventing  new  J 
id  dances  for  herself  and  the  village  children,  f 
*0f  religious  instruction  she  had  none.  In  the  course  o£-| 
time  she  invented  for  herself  a  Being  half  hero,  half  I 
deity,  whom  she  named  Goramh^,  a  Greek  god  possessed  J 
of  the  Christian  virtues,  to  whom  she  erected  shrines  in  I 
the  woods,  before  which,  as  an  acceptable  sacrifice,  she  I 
would  lay  flowers  and  set  free  the  birds  and  butterflieB  I 
that  she  had  taken  captive. 

When  she  was  thirteen,  all  tkva  caiott  \/a  mi.  '»^*^ 
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was  sent  to  the  English  couvent  of  Auguatiue  nnns  ij 

Paris.     The  [mpils  in  this  convent  were  divided  into  twoj 
bauds — the  diahle»  or  miscliievous  girla,  and  the  tagea  oi"! 
good  girls.     Aurore  waa  promptly  enrolled  among  the 
diablet,  and  so  diatinguished  herself  by  pranlia  of  many 
kinds,  aud  especially  by  her  eameatnesa  in  an  enterprise 
called  mysteriously  "the  Deliverance  of  the  Victim"  <^tho  J 
search,  partly  serious  aud  partly  frolicsome,  for  an  erring  j 
uun  supposed  to  be  imprisoned  somewhere  within   the  ] 
building),  that  she  soon  earned  tlie  appellation  of  Madcap  ] 
from  her  admiring  friends.     But,  in  the  second  yeai-  of  j 
I  her  stay,  this  heroic  uudertakiug  suddenly  Joat  its  charm.  I 
■She   was    converted,   became   a   devoted    Catholic,   and  J 
Edesired  fervently  to  become  a  nun.     By  her  companions  J 
ihe  was  now  renamed,  Saint  Aurore.  | 

The  siaters  were  too  wise  to  encourage  her  excessivej 
P  devotion,  and  her  confessor,  disapproving  sudden  asceti-^ 
cism,  oi'dered  her  as  a  penance  to  continue  the  games  and 
amusements  from  which  she  wished  to  withdraw.     Her 
taste  for  them  quickly  returned,  and  she  became  again  a 
leader    among   her    companions,   although   scrupulously  .^H 
avoiding  anything  like  mischief  or  insubordination.     Her  ^^H 
desire  for  the  cloister  was  not  finally  diapellcd  until  a  year  ^H 
or  two  later,  when  a  fever  of  reading  came  upon  her,  and 
she  devoured  in  turn  the  pages  of  Aristotle,  Bacon,  Locke, 

tCondillae,    Boasuet,    Pascal    Montaigne,    Monte8quiea,^^| 
Leibnitz,  and  others.  ^^H 

"  Reading   Leibnitz,"    she    afterward    remarked,    "  l^^H 
became  a  Protestant  'without  knowing  it."  ^^| 

A  little  later  she  found  in  Jean  Jacques  Kousseau  ^^^| 
writer    whose    poetic    treatment    of    religious    subjecti^^H 
impreaaed  her  still  more  strongly.     She  passed  througK^^B 
many  phases  of  religious  feeling  in  her  life,  but  she  was 
^_      enabled  to  say  in  later  years  : 
^^^    "As  to  my  religion,  tlie  ground  of  it  has  never  Tariet 
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The  forms  of  the  past  have  vanished  for  me  as  for  ray 
century  before  tho  light  of  study  and  reflection.     But  tlie 

» eternal  doctrine  of  believers,  of  God  and  His  goodness, 
the  immortal  soul  and  the  hopes  of  another  life,  this  is 
"what,  in  myself,  has  been  proof  against  all  examination, 
all  discussion,  and  even  intei-vals  of  despairing  doubt." 
'     Aurore  Dupin  left  the  convent  and  returned  to  Nohant, 
in  1820,  when  she  was  fifteen  years  of  age.    At  Iho  ^ 
chateau  she  now  passed  the  midnight  hours  in  study,  and  J 
in  considering  the  most  difficult  problems  of  existence ;  I 
but  Iier  days  were  spent   in  a  very  different   manner.  T 
Within  doors  she  exerted  herself  to  keep  on  peaceable 
terms   with   her   grandmotlior,   whoso   tem])er   had   not  ] 
improved  with  age,  in  practioing  the  harp,  in  di'awing,  in  ' 
studying  philosophy  and  anatomy,  and  in  getting  up  little 
comedies  to  amuse  her  elders;  out-of-doors,  attired  for 
greater  convenience  in  a  suit  of  boy's  clothes,  with  blouse 
and  gaiters,  she  pursued  botany  or  Jiunted  quails  with  her 
eccentric  tutor,  M.  Deachatros,     She  was  a  fearless  rider, 
as  well  as  a  good  §hot ;  both  these  last  accomplishments 
Lbeing  duo  to  the  instruction  of  her  half-brother  Ilippolyte,   . 
who  liad  taught  her  during  a  brief  visit  home,  while  on  I 
leave  of  absence  from  his  regiment.     Her  daring  feats  1 
istonished  and  sliocked  the  neighbors ;  but  M.  Deschatres, 
who  cared  for  nothing  but  i^uails  and  anatomy,  did  not  { 
•ouble  himself  to  restrain  her,  and  old  Madame  Dnpiu 
i  vas  fast  falling  into  her  dotage.     The  young  girl  was  free 
I  from  restraint. 

A  year  later  the  old  lady  died,  leaving  all  her  property 
Ito  Anrorc.     She  now  returned  to  her  mother  in  Paris, 
P-hoping  for  a  happiness  which  she  did  not  find.     Time  and  j 
absence  had  loosened  tho  bond  between  tliem,  and  Madame  j 
Maurice  Dupin  was  not  blenscd  with  an  equable  disposition. 
|..       Aurore  obeyed  her  in  everything  without  question,  but  1 
J^H  this  excess  of  submission  only  exasperated  the  mother, 
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and  it  vas  a  relief  to  both  when  the  girl  went  to  vi^ 
Bome  friends  at  their  country  house  near  Meluii.  Hcr^ 
slie  met  M.  Casimir  Dudevant,  a  young  man  of  twenty^ 
seven,  who  waa  pleased  with  her  from  the  first.  In  i 
short  time  ho  offered  her  his  hand,  and  ehe  accepted  hin 
Siie  was  then  a  beautiful  girl  of  eighteen.  Her  hail^ 
dfirk  and  curly,  fell  in  profuaiou  upon  her  shoulders ;  h^ 
foaturea  were  good,  her  complexion  of  a  pale,  clear  olivi 
tint,  Iier  eyes  dark,  soft,  and  full  of  expression.  If  he^ 
figure  was  somewhat  too  short,  she  possessed  small  and 
beautifully  shaped  hands  and  feet.     Her  manners  were 

I  simple,  her  voice  gentle  and  low.     With  strangers  anA 
acquajntanccs  she  was  reserved,  and  did  not  shine  in  co» 
Tersation ;  but  among  friends  she  was  animated,  franl 
and  charming.     It  is  little  wonder  that  M,  Dudevant  i 
attracted  by  her,  but  it  is  somewhat  surprising  that  1 
was  not  in  love  with  her.     The  marriage  waa  admitted  I 
both  to  be  one  founded  upon  friendship  only.     Doubtle«| 
it  was  by  Aurore  regarded  as  an  escape  from  her  difficult 
relations  with  her  mother.     It  proved  a  sad  mistake. 

I      The  young  couple,  fatally   ignorant   of   each   othcr'J 
character,  proved  to  have  few  tastes  in  common ;  theUi 
dispositions    were    wholly   uncongenial;    and,   to   makd 
matters  worse,  M.  Dudevant  after  a  time  fell  into  habits^ 
of  dissipatiou.     For  the  sako  of  her  two  children,  Maurioo  jj 
and   Soiange,   Madame  Dudevant   made    no  attempt  i 
release   herself,   until   at   the   end   of   eight  years, 
found  that  the  situation  had  become  intolerable, 
was  totally  indifferent  to  her  husband,  and  he  regardef 
her  with  feelings  of  positive  dislike. 
She  then  made  a  curious  proposition  to  him.     For  boib 
time  she  had  been  conscious  of  her  literary  talent,  i 
Bhe  now  proposed  to  her  husband  that  lie  should  permit 
Aer  to  spend  every  aVtemate  ftirta  -ma^Uia  in  Paris,  there 
7  trv  her  forttme  wittiXicT:  ^u.   "Viat  "jdM-w-^e 


CEOEGE   SAND.  555    I 

little  Solange,  was  to  join  licr  as  soon  as  she  was  com- 
fortably established  ;  her  son,  whoHi  ehe  did  not  wish  to 
remove  from  his  excellent  tutor,  if  indeed  his  father 
would  have  let  him  go,  was  to  remain  at  Nohant,  where 
she  would  herself  reside  during  sis  mouths  of  the  year. 

She  was  to  be  allowed  six  hundred  dollars  per  aunum 
from  her  own  fortune,  on  condition  that  she  never 
exceeded  that  sum,  and  tlie  rest  of  her  property  was  to 
remain  in  the  bauds  of  M.  Dudevant.  To  this  singular 
compromise  he  at  once  assented,  and  she  set  out  for  the 
capital  in  1831, 

She  carried  introductions  to  one  or  two  literary  people, 
but  tliey  gave  her  small  encouragement.  A  novelist  to 
whom  she  first  applied  told  her  that  women  ought  not  to 
'■write  at  all.  Another  tried  to  cheer  her  with  the  informa- 
[tion  that  if  she  persevered  she  might  some  day  make  as 
inch  as  thi-ee  hundred  dollars  a  year  by  writing,  although 
le  condemned  as  valueless  such  specimens  as  she  showed 
of  her  fiction.  He  took  her,  however,  upon  the  staff 
'Of  Figaro,  of  wliich  paper  he  was  the  editor,  and  paid  her 
for  her  labor  at  the  rate  of  seven  francs  ($1.35)  a  column. 
Her  talents  were  not  suited  to  journalism ;  but  she  worked 
hard  and  faithfully  for  Figaro.  In  those  days  she  waa 
excluded  by  her  sex  from  places  to  which,  in  her  profes- 
it  was  desirable  she  should  have  access.  She  there- 
fore assumed  once  more  the  masculine  disguise  to  which 
had  become  accustomed  in  her  girlhood,  and  was 
inabled  to  pass  anywhere  as  a  student  of  sixteen.  After 
flhc  had  become  famous,  much  odium  was  cast  upon  her 
on  account  of  this  habit  of  hers  by  the  scandal-mongers. 

She  soon  made  friends  among  the  literary  Bohemians 

iflf  Paris,  and  many  of  her  earlier  and  briefer  works  were 

rittcn  in  collaboration  with  one  of    them,  M.  Jules 

ideau,   afterwai'da   the   author   of    several    succftasM. 

ivels  and  plays,    Tlicse  joint  "pe^lot^ttwi'ie.'s.  \si.Oca&.*^ 
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^^M  norclette  entitled  La  Prima  J)onna,  and  a  complete  novel. 
^^H  called  Rose  et  Blanche,  which  was  published  under  M. 
^^H  8audeau'B  uom  de-plume  of  Jules  Sand.    It  was  a  book 
^^1  no  importance,  aud  ia  now  omitted  from  the  works  of  bol 
^^M  its  authors,  but  it  attracted  the  notice  of  a  publiBhcr,  wl 
^^B  roquoeted  another  volume  from  the  same  pen.     A 
^^H  novel  written  entirely  by  Madame   Dudevant  was  thi 
^^B  lying  in  tier  desk,  and  she  at  once  gave  this  into  his  handl 
^^1  M.  Saiidcau,  uuwilliug  to  claim  any  credit  for  a  work 
^^P  which  he  had  no  share,  refused  to  jicrmit  her  to  use  their 
^^m  usual  pseudonym.    To  oblige  tlic  publisher,  who  wislted  to 
^^M  connect  the  work  with  Its  predecessor,  it  was  decided  that 
^^H  only  the  prefix  should  be  changed,  and  George,  a  faroritd 
^^F  name  among  husbandmen,  was  selected  as  representative 
of  her  native  province  of  Berri.     In  April,  1832,  the 
appeared.     It  was  entitled,  "  Indiana,  by  George  Sand. 
Its  success  with  the  public  was  so  immediate  and 

»  great  that  the  author  was  alarmed. 
"  The  success  of  Indiana  has  tlirown  me  into  dismay. 
sho  wrote  to  an  old  friend.  "  TiU  now,  I  thought  my 
writing  was  without  consequence  aud  would  not  merit  tl 
slightest  attention.  Pate  Las  decreed  otherwise.  T 
unmerited  admiration  of  which  I  have  become  the  objei 
r  must  be  justified. 

Many,  even  of  those  who  praised  her  most,  predicti 
I  that  she  would  never  equal  this  first  venture ;  but  Vali 

tine,  which  appeared  a  few  months  later,  convinced  them 
,  of  their  error.  Botli  these  books  are  stories  of  unhappy 
marriage.  Indiana  is  a  romantic,  high-spirited  girl,  h 
bound  for  life  to  a  dull,  imperious,  but  not  bad-hearted  ^| 
man  much  older  than  herself.  The  other  chief  characters  ^H 
arc  a  graceful,  heartless  scoundrel  who  makes  lore  to 
her,  and  a  cousin,  a  sort  of  guardian  angel,  who,  after 
iong  loving  her  in  siVencc,  a.'t  \^t  succeeds  in  rcsooing  ^m 
I^Uar  from  Iier  misorable  ftita5s.^i.oia..    "^  ^e,^^as.'aCfisa\s^ia»i^B 
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the  victim  of  a  jnaria^e  de  convenance.     The  highly-   ' 
mght  scenes  of  passion,  and  the  exaggerated  langiiago   i 
of  mauy  passagea  which  now  repel  the  reader,  were  then 
admired.     In  the  simple  portions  we  can  already  recog- 
nize that  simple,  forcible,  and  picturesque  style  wliich  so 
delight))  ua  in  her   tales  of   humble  life — in  La  Petite'  j 
'adettf,  and  La  Marc  au  Diablo, 

The  next  work  of  Madame  Sand — for  her  friends  as  I 
well  as  the  public  now  learned  to  call  her  by  that  namo  1 
— was  that  L^Ua,  of  whicli  almost  every  one  haa  heard, . 
although  it  haa  now,  at  least  in  England  and  America,  few  I 
roadora.    L4lia  is  a  novel  of    impoHsiblo  characters  and  1 
incidents,  written   in  a  declamatory   manner.     Its  only  I 
interest  ia  as  a  psychological  study  of  the  author,  for  into  I 
this  work  she  was  wont  to  say  she  had  put  more  of  her-  * 
self  than  into  any  other.     She  ucvcrtliolosa  pronoimced  it 
in  later  years  absurd  as  a  work  of  art,     L4lia  surprised 
her  friends  at  the  time — although  it  pleased  most  of  them 
— and  waa  highly  successful  with  the  public.    One  of  her 
Irionds,  a  naturalist,  wrote  to  her : 

"  Lilia  \s  a  fancy  type.     It  is  not  like  you — ^you  who 

'e  merry,  wlio  dance  the  hourrSf.,  who  appreciate  lepidop- 
tera,  who  do  not  despise  puns,  who  are  not  a  bad  needle- 
woman, and  make  very  good  preserves.  Is  it  possible 
that  you  should  have  thouglit  so  much,  felt  bo  much,  with- 
out any  one  having  any  idea  of  it  ? " 

I  It  was  a  book  written  in  a  period  of  mental  depression, 
w  a  time  when  her  faith  appeared  to  be  forsaking  her. 
Although  it  is  by  no  means  typical  of  her  ordinary  fiction, 
it  was  destined  to  produce  an  impression  of  her  as  a 
writer  opposed  to  marriage  and  morality,  and  to  create  a 
prejudice  which  in  England  and  our  country  has  but  I 
recently  begun  to  give  way.  Some  critics  had  already  ' 
accused  her  of  propounding    revolutionary  doctcw 

^iana  and    Valentine.    It  ia  true  ^\(i  iRAia.T«&,\iSK'** 
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against  commercial  marriages,  and  taught  that  everj 
union  aliould  bo  baaed  upon  love  ;  but  this,  at  least  in  our 
fortunate  land  and  century,  does  not  strike  us  as  eithi 
Bhocking  or  novel. 

From  tliis  time  the  life  of  George  Sand  was  that  of 
indefatigable  literary  worker,  and  no  year 
unmarked  by  the  issue  of  new  works  under  her  iiamo. 
Yet,  notwithstanding  these  labors,  her  iron  constitution 
permitted  her  to  take  long  journeys,  to  enjoy  society,  Ein) 
often  to  abandon  herself  to  the  delights  of  her  counti 
home.  She  wrote  chiefly  at  night :  in  the  day  time 
walked,  climbed,  and  rode  horseback  as  freely  and  fre-* 
qnently  as  in  her  girlhood,  and  her  letters  to  her  frienda 
dwell  continually  upon  these  simple,  eshilarating  pleas- 
She  had,  during  her  whole  life,  three  unfailing 
Bourcea  of  delight — her  children,  nature,  and  music. 

The  strange  compromise  which  she  had  made  with  her 
husband  was  evidently  one  which  could  not  continue.  In 
1835  she  applied  for  a  divorce,  which,  after  some  diffi- 
culties with  regard  to  the  children,  was  granted  her. 
While  it  was  still  doubtful  whether  their  guardianship 
should  be  entrusted  to  her  or  to  their  father,  she  seriously 
considered  the  idea,  in  case  of  a  decision  adverse  to  her 
claim,  of  leaving'  France  and  escaping  with  them  to 
America.  The  judgment  of  the  court  finally  placed  her  in 
possession  both  of  them  B.nd  of  the  estate  of  Nohant. 
To  Maurice  and  Solaiige  she  was  ever  a  devoted  mother. 
She   attended  personally  to  their  education  and  shared 

I  their  amusements.  Their  affection  and  their  happiness 
fully  rewarded  her ;  and,  as  both  on  attaining  maturity 
made  fortunate  marriages,  she  was  enabled  to  show  herself 
as  an  excellent  grandmother  also. 
Of  Nohant  and  the  neighboring  region  she  never  tired. 
'^ever  a  cockcliaEer  ^aftseaWtl\M.n  after  it,'*  she  says, 
escribing  her  countiy  '«a\Vft-,a.iii*V«  (^y\&R»sft».Vw« 
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.,  the  eight  of  the  cooling  stream  of  the  Indre 
ived  an  irresistible  temptation  to  her,  and  she  walked 
Into  the  water  fully  dressed — proceeding  afterwards 
untroubled  upon  her  twelve-mile  walk,  while  her  clothes 
dried  upon  her  in  the  sun.  Nor  did  her  interest  in  the 
villagers  ever  flag,  and  the  little  peasant  children  who 
had  been  her  playmates  in  youth  found  her  s  friend  in 
their  old  age. 

Her  life  from  middle  age  onward  was  often  saddened 
Ity  the  troubles  of  her  countiy.  In  her  political  feelinga 
she  was  republican,  and  ehe  was  accused  of  being  a 
Bocialist.  Many  of  her  dear  friends  were  ardent  politi- 
cians, and  when,  after  the  flight  of  Louis  Philippe  in  1848, 
a  provisional  government  was  formed  with  Lamartine  at 
its  head,  she  was  irresistibly  drawn  to  take  a  part  in  the 
Btruggle. 

"  My  heart  is  full  and  my  head  on  fire,"  she  wrote  to  a 
fellow-laborer.  "  All  my  physical  ailments,  all  my  per- 
sonal sorrows  are  forgotten.  I  live,  1  am  strong,  active; 
I  am  not  more  than  twenty  years  old." 

She  worked  hard  to  strengthen  and  uphold  the  new 

ivemment.     She  wrote  many  fiery  articles,  and   more 

lan  one  ministerial  manifesto  was  attributed,  with  good 

iasou,  to   her  pen.     She  never  relaxed  in   her   efforts 

itil  leader  after  leader  proved  unfitted  for  his  position, 

[and  to  persist  was  manifestly  useless.     Returning  from 

'aris,  where  slie  had  been  staying  that  she   miglit  be 

ipon  the  field  of  action,  to  rest  quietly  in  her  country 

lome,  she  found  herself  regarded  with  horror  by  the  peas- 

ts,  who  called  her  a  commuuist. 

A  pack  of  idiots,"  she  wrote  indignantly  to  a  friend, 

"  who  threaten   to  come  and  set  fire  to  Nohant !     .     . 

When  they  come  this  way  and  I  walk  through  the  midst 

of  them  they  take  off  their  hats ;  hut  vjK«,"ft.  \>W^  \nss^«. 

hy,  they  summon  courage  to  a\\iycft,,*'\l«3^"»-"«'^^'^ 

onmuniBta  I ' " 
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After  the  overthrow  of  the  ProviBional  Goveminent, 
she  had  no  desire  to  euter  politics  again.  Her  theory  of 
governnient  remained  unshaken,  hut  she  had  little  hoj 
of  seeing  it  Buccessfully  realized  in  France  during  her  1: 
time.  She  mingled  no  moi-e  in  public  affairs  except 
far  as  after  the  coup  d'etat  to  ask  of  Louis  Napoleoi 
with  whom  she  had  at  one  time  corresponded,  a  pardon 
for  some  of  her  old  friends  who  had  been  condemned 
to  transportation.     Her  petition  was  granted  at  once. 

Born  in  the  last  year  of  the  First  Empire,  George  Sand 
lived  tlirough  the  Franco-Prussian  War,  and  saw  the 
return  of  peace  and  prosperity.  She  was  always  sure 
that  the  good  time  would  come,  although  during  the  dark 
daya  of  tluit  long  struggle  she  was  in  deep  sorrow  for  her 
unhappy  country,  and  painfully  anxious  for  the  safety  of 
her  own  home.  At  one  time  the  Prussians  approached 
near,  and  she  wrote  to  a  friend  that  she  worked  "  expect- 
ing her  scrawls  to  light  the  pipes  of  the  Prussians." 
But,  in  another  letter,  written  to  M.  Flanbert,  she  says 
cheerily : 

"  Mustn't  be  ill,  mustn't  bo  cross,  my  old  troubadc 
Say  that  France  is  mad,  humanity  stupid,  and  that 
are  unfinished  animals  every  one  of  us ;  jou  must  love 
all  the  same,  yourself,  your  race,  above  all,  your  friends. 
I  have  my  sad  hours.    I  look  at  my  blossoms,  those  two 
little  girls,  smiling  as  ever,  their  charming  mother, 
my  good,  hard-working  sou,  whom  the  end  of  the 
will  find  hunting,  cataloguing,  doing  his  daily  task, 
yet  as  merry  as  Punch  in  his  rare  leisure  moments. 

Again,  less  lightly,  but  quite  as  hopefully,  she  wrot© 

"I  do  not  say  that  humanity  is  on  the  road  to 
heights ;  I  believe  it  in  spite  of  all,  but  I  do  not  argiie 
about  it,  which  is  useless,  for  every  one  judges  according 
to  his  own  eyesigVit,  a.n4  \i\ft  ^«v\kw.I  outlook  at  the 
iresent  moment  m  ug\y  a.ft4  v^t.   ■S«,»&a'ft.,\  (vi  ■&.*,     "" 


501^^ 


idOQl^l 

at  i^M 

lends. 
;  two 

1 


GEORGE    SAND.  561 


I 


be  assured  of  the  ealvation  of  our  planet  and  ita  inhabit 
;s,  in  order  to  believe  in  the  necessity  of  the  good  and 
beautiful ;  if  our  planet  departs  from  this  law  it  will 
perish ;  if  its  inhabitants  discard  it  they  will  be  destroyed. 
As  for  me  I  wish  to  hold  firm  till  my  last  breath,  not 
with  the  certainty  or  the  claim  to  find  a 'good  place' 
elKewhcre,  but  because  my  sole  pleasure  is  to  maintain 
myself  and  mine  in  the  upward  way." 

George  Sand  died  at  Nohant  in  1876,  nearly  eeventy- 
o  years  of  age,  having  neglected  an  illness  wliich  aho 
leemed  unimportant  until  it  was  too  late. 

It  is  death,"  she  said  to  those  about  Iier ;  "  I  did  not 
ik  for  it,  but  neither  do  I  regret  it," 
For  a  week  she  lingered  in  groat  suffering,  but  con-  ^^ 
scions  and  coui-ageous  to  the  last.     Her  thoughts  turned 
to  the  quiet  village  cemetery  where  she  was  soon  to  rest, 
.d  almost  her  last  words  referred  to  the  trees  growing 
,    She  desired  that  none  of  them  should  be  disturbed, 
her  children  interpreted  the  words : 
"Ne  touchez  pas  a  la  verdure." 

At  her  funeral,  which  took  place  in  a  pouring  rain,  tho 
intry  people,  who  had  long  ago  ceased  to  call   lier 
immunist,  flocked  in  from  miles  around.     There,  too, 
ire  men  of  letters,  scientists,  and  artists,  for  she  had 
lade  friends  and  kept  them  in  all  ranks  of  life.     Hor 
aer  was  borne  by  six  peasants,  preceded  by  three  chor- 
r  boys  and  the  ancient  clerk  of  the  parish,  and  she 
buried  close  by  the  graves  of  her  father,  her  grand- 
mother, and  two  little  grandchildren  whom  she  had  lost. 
A  plain  granite  monument  now  marks  her  resting  place. 

The  works  of  George  Sand,  including  novels,  stories, 

id  plays,  are  so  numeroua  that  on\^  a  'vci^  \.i£^  «A.  "^wa^a. 
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**  Letters  of  a  Traveler ,"  the  unfortunate  "  She  and  He  ^ 
(Elle  et  Lui),  "  Lucrezia  Floriani,"  "Consuelo,"  and  the 
three  delightful  tales  of  peasant  life,  entitled  respectively, 
"La  Petite  Fadette" — upon  which  the  familiar  play  of 
Panchon  the  Cricket,  is  founded — "The  Devil's  Pond'* 
(La  Mare  du  Diable),  and  "  Fran9ois  le  Champi,"  from 
which  she  afterwards  made  a  play. 

The  "  Letters  of  a  Traveler  "  are  a  very  striking  series 
written  after  a  journey  through  Switzerland  and  Italy,  in 
company  with  the  poet  Alfred  de  Musset,  her  further  rela- 
tions with  whom'  are  depicted  in  the  story  "  She  and  He," 
published  after  his  death.  This  work  was  regarded  by 
the  public  as  ungenerous,  if  not  unjustifiable ;  but  it  must 
be  remembered  that  after  the  breach  between  them,  De 
Musset  had  not  spared  her  in  his  verse.  Her  book  was 
Intended  as  a  defence  of  herself;  but  it  had  the  force  of  a 
judgment  upon  him.  It  was  soon  replied  to  by  the  poet's 
brother  in  another  tale,  entitled  "  He  and  She,"  in  which 
Madame  Sand  was  represented  in  a  light  even  more 
unfavorable  than  that  in  which  she  had  placed  the  hero 
of  her  story.  It  is  probable  that  each  version  of  the 
affair  contained  truth.  Doubtless  de  Musset  and  Madame 
Sand  were  both  in  fault,  for  two  such  pronounced  per- 
sonalities could  not  long  have  accommodated  themselves 
to  each  other.  Their  difficulties,  however,  should  never 
have  been  submitted  to  the  public. 

In  "  Lucrezia  Floriani "  she  was  believed  to  have  com- 
mitted a  similar  error,  since  the  unpleasing  character  of 
Karol  was  by  many  supposed  to  represent  her  old  friend 
and  companion,  Chopin  the  composer.  She  denied  that 
such  was  the  case,  and  it  is  evident  that  she  did  not 
intend  a  portrait,  although  there  were  points  of  resem- 
blance.  Through  the  interference  of  unwise  acquaint- 
ances, however,  the  book  c^w^^^  vy.\yc^^OcL\i^\r^^Q.ii  Chopin 
and  herself.    In  maiiy  oi  \\^^  ^^Os^st  ^nq^^  Xj^^  ^xsfsssoa. 
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critics  have  claimed  to  discover  pictures  of  eminent,  per- 
sons with  whom  she  was  acquainted:  some  have  even 
believed  that  in  the  ideal  heroine  "  Consuelo  "  they  could 
perceive  a  representation  of  the  famous  Madame  Viaa*- 
dot. 

"  Consuelo "  although  one  of  the  most  diffuse,  is  by 
many  considered  the  best  among  George  Sand's  novels. 
There  is  power  in  it;  but  its  incidents  seem  to  us  extrava- 
gant and  its  personages  unreal.  At  present  we  care  less 
for  ideal  characters  and  improbable  adventures,  and  more 
for  delineations  of  men  and  women,  with  their  weak- 
nesses and  their  strength,  such  as  may  be  found  among 
ourselves.  Those  of  George  Sand's  works  which  will 
longest  be  read  are  narratives  like  "  Andr^,"  "  La  Mar- 
quise," and  the  pleasant  tales  to  which  we  have  referred. 
In  them  her  heroes  and  heroines  are  studied  from  the 
life,  and  the  scenery  amid  which  they  are  placed  is  such 
as  she  had  herself  visited  in  her  travels,  or — and  this  far 
oftener — that  which  lay  close  around  her  own  home,  in 
her  fair  and  fertile  native  province. 
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